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PUBLISHER'S  ADYEETISEMENT. 


Few  poets  have  a  stronger  claim  to  be  widely  known  than 
George  Crabbe,.  for  all  he  wrote  had  good  for  its  basis.  His  poetry- 
is  healthy  and  fit  to  permeate  through  the  hearts  of  a  thinking- 
people.  No  mysticism,  no  extravagant  misleading  theories,  no 
unintelligible  flights  of  imagination  disfigure  his  manly  verse  ;  it  is 
truth  clothed  iu  sense,  and  uttered  in  an  impressive  style,  that 
fixes  it  in  the  memory  of  the  reader.  He  is  said  to  be  "a  stem 
painter  ;"  but  his  pictures  of  the  class  that  formed  the  objects  of 
his  writings,  are  not  such  as  to  create  antagonism  between  them 
and  other  classes;  he  can,  as  in  his  "Noble  Peasant"  draw 
attractive  pictures  of  the  poor,  as  well  as  sketches  to  claim  pity 
for  their  state. 

In  I'act,  wo  think  it  ono  of  the  strongest  proofs  of  the  advantages 
derived  from  the  cheap  circulation  of  good  literature,  that  there  is 
a  sufficient  demand  for  the  Poems  of  Crabbe  to  induce  us  to 
publish  all  of  them  that  are  available  in  an  attractive  form. 

FAItRINQDON    StHKET, 

Jane,  1858. 
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His  works  having  passed  through  the  ordeal  of  a  sufficient  time 
to  test  then-  merits  and  pronounce  them  good,  tiic  hiographer  of 
George  Crabbe  raaj-  be  allowed  to  conimonce,  without  fear  of  con- 
tradiction, by  asserting  that  he  was  a  poet  of  great  and  original 
genius.  The  only  instance  of  his  having,  in  any  way,  borrowed  from . 
or  copied  another  writer,  is  the  adoption  of  the  measure  of  Pojic, 
as  most  congenial  to  his  object  of  conveying  truth  and  good  sense 
harmoniously :  beyond  that  there  cannot  exist  a  wider  difference 
between  two  writers  than  is  fouiid  in  the  style  of  Crabbe  and  the 
bard  of  Twickenham.  It  is  stiange  that  two  poets  so  little  resem- 
bling Pope  as  Wordsworth  and  Crabbe,  should  the  one  have  first 
tried  his  wing  in  imitation  of  him,  and  the  other  have  adopted  hia 
metre.  As  regards  Crabbe,  their  subjects,  their  language,  their 
imagery,  their  wit,  their  sentiments  are  distinct  as  the  poles. 
Compare  Pope's  Gondola  on  the  Thames,  with  Belinda,  her  com-tlj' 
train  of  beaux  and  her  hovering  guard  of  sjdphs,  with  Crabbe'a 
"Workhouse"  and  its  miserable  denizens:  both  pictures  are 
equally  graphic,  both  within  the  restrictions  of  the  same  rhythm, 
but,  otherwise,  not  apparently  the  productions  of  the  same  art  ; 
Poj^e  brilliant,  dazzling,  enchanting;  Crabbe  clear,  stern,  con- 
vincing. Indeed,  there  is  no  poet  since  Homer  more  original  than 
Crabbe.  We  have  had  numbers  of  poets  equally  jneanly  born  and 
imperfectly  educated,  but,  as  soon  as  their  Muses  began  to  lisp  in 
numbers,  they  have  been  sure  to  take  up,  in  more  or  less  degree, 
some  foregone  strain  ;  whereas  Crabl)e,  oreatefl  by  circiunstances 
the  poet  of  the  poor,  carried  out  his  before  unheard-of  mission  in  its 
pure  originality — his  pictures  are  as  faithful  as  Hogarth's,  without 
the  painter's  biting  satire  ;  thej'  are  as  stern  as  Churchill's,  witliout 
the  poet's  malignant  vonom.  Ills  annals  of  the  poor,  by  which  ho 
obtained  from  a  brother  poet  of  a  very  different  character  tho 
title  of  "Nature's  sternest  painter,  yet  the  be.st,"  are  revealments 
of  man's  life  which  authors  love  not  to  make  or  readers  to  ciintcni' 
plate  ;  they  arc  the  hard  reality  of  too  largo  a  section  of  our  raoo 
for  even  tho  philanthropist  to  hope  greatly  to  ameliorate.     When 
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Burns  or  Bloomfield  seek  to  interest  us  in  humble  life,  we  have  the 
'•  Cottar's  Saturday  Night,"  or  the  "Fair  Day,"  to  warm  us  into 
good  and  kindly  feeling;  but  Crabbe  grapples  with  every-day 
miseries,  with  keen  want  and  bitter  thought — to  the  reader  who 
would  study  human  character  in  a  degraded  sphere,  he  is  an  anato- 
mist who  unshrinkingly  tears  away  the  skin  and  the  flesh,  and 
reveals  the  muscles,  arteries,  and  inward  organs  in  all  their  bare, 
repulsive  truthfulness.  And  therein  lie  his  power  and  his  charm. 
Psychologically  considered,  no  poet  has  had  in  himself  fewer  of  the 
elements  that  form  the  character  than  Crabbe.  He  had  none  of 
the  impulsive  wilfulness,  none  of  the  high-wrought  feeling,  or  the 
powerful  imagination  which  leads  its  possessor  to  create  a  world  for 
himself  independent  of  that  vs'hich  surrounds  him  :  he  was  insensible 
to  music,  he  saw  no  attractions  in  painting  or  architecture,  and, 
still  more  strange,  took  no  delight  in  beautiful  scenery.  In  all 
these,  what  may  be  truly  called  deficiencies,  he  resembled  Johnson, 
Mackintosh,  and  other  great  men  ;  but  then  they  were  not  what  he 
was — he  was  essentially  a  poet.  The  only  great  object  of  natm'o 
that  appeared  to  strike  him  was  the  Sea.  This  had  been  the  com- 
manding sublimity  of  his  childhood  ;  and  once  in  after-life,  having 
been  deprived  of  a  sight  of  it  for  a  considerable  time,  he  rode  sixty 
miles  and  back  merely  for  the  pleasure  of  beholding  it,  and 
enjoying  one  plunge  into  its  waves.  This  is  almost  the  only  im- 
pulse of  a  poetical  character  to  be  met  with  in  his  career. 

It  was  then,  as  I  have  said,  the  truthfulness  of  his  pictures  that 
at  once  stamped  him  as  a  man  of  genius,  and  has  created  him  a 
fame  which  will  last  as  long  as  poverty  and  truth  endure.  No 
poetry  has  less  ornament ;  sometimes,  indeed,  it  is  mean  and 
prosaic,  but  it  always  maintains  its  influence  by  its  truthfulness. 

Crabbe  appeared  at  a  fortunate  period  ;  the  Johnsonian  age,  with 
its  luminaries,  was  passing  away  ;  and  indeed,  it,  with  one  or  two 
glorious  exceptions — no  poet  having  ever  combined  clear  intelligible 
sense  and  exquisite  feeling  with  melodious  verse  more  happily  than 
d'd  Oliver  Goldsmith— had  been  more  illustrated  by  learning  and 
wit  than  by  poetry.  But  the  tone  of  that  age  had  taught  readers 
to  look  for  sense  as  well  as  sound,  for  reason  as  well  as  metaphor  ; 
and  therefore  were  such  poets  as  Crabbe  and  Cowper,  who  dealt 
with  realities,  welcomed  and  cheered  on  in  their  aspirations  to  g-ain 
the  tcuiplo  of  Fame.  At  the  present  time,  when  the  object  of  the 
poet  seems  to  be  to  dazzle  for  a  moment,  like  the  pyrotechnist,  or 
to  plunge  headlong  into  wild  metai>hysical  tlieories,  jiroducing  no 
he;iUhy  jiabuhmi  for  min<l  or  heart,  we  fear  such  poets,  without  the 
indelible  stamp  of  reputation  they  have  won,  would  stand  but  httle 
chance  of  success. 
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Fortunately  Crabbe  has  found  an  affectionate  and  well-informed 
biog'rapher.  His  son,  knowing  his  father's  name  to  be  established 
beyond  fear  of  future  criticism,  wisely  avoids  all  extravagance  of 
admiration  or  praise  ;  he  characteristically  dwells  upon  his  parent's 
amiable  qualities,  but  not  ad  nauseam,  and  safely  leaves  his  name 
to  his  writings.  My  opinions  and  remarks  are  my  own,  but  I  shall 
go  for  data  of  the  life  to  the  pages  of  his  son,  who,  as  I  acknowledge 
the  obligation,  will  I  trust  think  this  not  too  great  a  liberty. 
Crabbe  now  belongs  to  his  coimtry,  and  tens  of  thousands  must 
feel  an  interest  in  the  events  of  the  life  of  such  a  man,  and  have 
a  right  to  be  gi-atified. 

George  Crabbe  was  born  of  obscure  parentage  ;  for,  although 
there  was  a  tradition  in  the  family  about  some  mythical  pilot  who 
distinguished  himself  in  the  time  of  Edward  III.,  the  poet  could 
not  safely  trace  his  genealogical  tree  further  back  than  his  grand- 
father. His  father,  who  had  a  turn  for  calculation,  had  been  school- 
master and  parish  clerk  at  an  humble  village  in  Norfolk,  but  was 
made  salt-master,  and  became  a  kind  oi  factotum,  at  Aldborough, 
in  Suffolk.  He  here  married  a  widow  of  the  name  of  Loddock, 
and  the  poet,  George,  was  the  eldest  of  six  children,  the  fi-uit  of 
this  union  :  he  was  born  on  the  24th  of  December,  1754.-  His 
father  does  not  appear  to  have  been  either  a  steady  or  an  amiable 
character  ;  but  he  fancied  he  discerned  something  superior  in  his 
eldest- boi-n,  and,  with  considerable  inconvenience  to  himself,  gave 
him  as  good  an  education  as  the  neighbourhood  could  afford.  His 
brothei-s  were  devoted  to  the  sea,  and  their  adventures  are  inter- 
woven with  the  poet's  works.  But  as,  I  believe,  is  the  case  with 
ninety-nine  distinguished  men  out  of  a  hundred,  Crabbe  had  a  good, 
sensible,  affectionate  mother,  who  exorcised  great  influence  on  the 
poet's  life  by  the  priucijjlcs  and  tastes  ^he  infused  into  his  mind  : 
that  he  appreciated  her  and  was  grateful  for  her  love,  we  learn  from 
some  pleasing  lines  in  the  "Parish  Register,"  written  after  her 
death,  when  ho  came  in  his  pride  to  ttgure  as  a  clergyman  in  a 
scene  where  he  had  formerly  played  so  mean  a  part : — 

"  Arrived  at  liomo,  how  then  lie  grazed  around 
On  every  place  where  she  no  more  was  found ; 
The  -eat  at  table  she  was  wont  to  till. 
The  fireside  i  hair,  still  set,  but  vacant  still ; 
The  Sunday  pew  she  tiU'd  with  all  her  race,— 
Each  place  of  hers  was  now  a  sacred  place." 

No  poet  could  bo  bom  in  a  situation  less  likely  to  create  or  feed 
the  imagination— a  dull,  flat,  marshy,  gloomy,  sterile  coast,  with 
ziothing  but  the  sea  to  give  birth  to  the  least  romantic  feeling  ;  and 
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Aklboi-oxigh  itself  seems  to  have  strotigly  partaken  of  the  sombre 
character  of  the  neighbourhood  ;  for  not  a  spark  of  geniality  was 
ever  shown  by  the  inhabitants  to  the  genius  who  has  immortalized 
a  place  that  would  othoi-wiso  never  have  been  lioard  of.  There  can 
1)0  no  doubt  that  the  prosaic  part  of  his  character,  that  insensibility 
to  nature's  beauties  which  he  always  evinced,  was  the  effect  of  early 
impi'essione.  Pope  said  that  "  the  proper  study  of  mankind  is 
man,"  but  he  was  not  therefore  blind  to  the  charms  of  inanimate 
nature,  as  all  may  see  who  read  the  "  Rape  of  the  Lock"  or 
"  Windsor  Forest ;"  but  Crabbe  adhered  to  the  human  study,  and 
Was  here  agam  unfortunate.  "  The  charactei-s  he  met  with  in  early 
life,"  says  his  son,  "were  unsophisticated  and  rough;  masculine 
and  robust  frames,  rude  manners,  stormy  passions,  laborious  days, 
and  occasionally  boisterous  nights  of  merriment — -among  such 
accom]ianiments  was  born  an<l  bred  the  Poet  of  the  Poor." 

His  f;ither,  observing  his  early  love  of  studj-,  sent  him  to  school 
to  a  place  called  Bungay.  So  little  had  he  been  from  under  his 
mother's  wing,  that,  the  first  morning-  of  his  school  days,  he  was 
unable  to  dress  him.self  without  the  assistance  of  his  bedfellow. 
The  principal  avent  recorded  of  this  school  is  his  having  been 
nearly  smothered  in  a  dog-kennel,  into  which  he  and  many  of  his 
little  mates  had  got  in  play.  As  it  was  intended  ho  sho\ild  be 
brought  up  to  the  medical  profession,  at  the  age  of  twelve  he  was 
sent  to  a  better  school,  at  Stowmarket.  It  is  called  better,  but  it 
appears  to  have  been  for  both  sexes  ;  as  he  is  here  said  to  have 
addressed  his  first  verses  to  '•'  a  schoolfellow,"  warning  her  against 
being  too  vain  of  the  blue  ribbons  of  her  bonnet.  He,  however, 
soon  after  took  a  loftier  theme,  and,  in  these  juvenile  verses 
developed  some  of  the  spirit  that  wiis  latent  within  him  :  — 

"  I  to  the  ocean  gave 
My  mind  and  thoughts  as  restless  as  tlie  wave. 
Where  crowds  assembled  I  was  sure  to  run, 
Hear  what  was  said,  and  nuise  on  wiiat  was  done; 
To  mo  the  wives  of  seamen  loved  to  tell 
What  storms  cngeudcr'd  men  estccm'd  so  well; 
No  ships  were  Wreck'd  vipon  the  fatal  beach 
But  I  could  give  the  luckK'ss  tale  of  each. 
In  fact,  I  lived  for  many  an  idle  year 
In  fond  ))ursuit  of  agitations  drear. 
For  ever  seeking,  ever  pleased  to  find 
The  food  1  sought,  I  thought  not  of  its  kind." 

These  evidently  show  the  bias  of  his  mind. 

After  leaving  school,  he  stayed  at  home  for  some  time,  to  help 
the  salt-master  in  wareliouso  duties    which  much  disgusted  him ; 
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but  was  at  length  sent,  in  his  fourteenth  year,  as  an  apprentice  to  a 
surgeon,  at  Wickhain  Brook,  near  Bury  St.  Edmunds.  His  position 
here  was  not  a  very  exalted  one,  for  he  had  to  assi.st  in  the  duties 
of  his  master's  farm,  and  slept  with  the  ploughboy.  After  going 
through  three  years  of  his  chirurgico-agricultiu-al  apprenticeship, 
he  was  removed  to  the  care  of  IMr.  Page,  a  surgeon  at  Woodbridge, 
where  he  finished  all  the  medical  education  ho  obtained.  He  here 
met  with  Miss  Sarah  Elmy,  for  many  years  the  object  of  his  devoted 
love,  and  for  many  his  amiable  and  affectionate  wife.  It  was  a 
pleasing  courtship,  carried  on  very  prudently  for  a  poet,  and  was 
happy  in  its  results. 

He  was  now  eighteen,  and  wrote  a  great  deal  ;  like  most  other 
poets,  much  that  was  not  print-worthy  :  he  imitated  several  poets, 
but  produce<l  nothing  to  entitle  him  to  be  considered  an  original 
one.  He  did,  however,  gain  a  poetical  prize  in  a  Magazine,  upon 
the  subject  of  "  Hope,"  which  elated  him  greatly.  He  likewise,  by 
some  means,  obtained  the  publication  of  a  poem  which  he  called 
"  Inebriety,"  principally  remarkable  for  its  borrowings  from  Pope. 
The  clergy,  of  which  body  he  afterwards  became  so  honouralile  a 
member,  were,  in  his  early  days,  frequently  the  objects  of  his 
satirical  verses.  At  the  expiration  of  his  term,  ho  returned  home, 
but  with  veiy  poor  prospects,  his  father,  whose  habits  had  become 
l)ad,  having  no  means  to  assist  him.  ' '  Inebriety"  met  with  so  little 
encouragement,  that  he  turned  his  back  upon  his  Muse  for  a  time, 
and  gave  all  his  attention  to  "  botany  and  natm-al  history."  He 
next  went  to  London  to  prosecute  his  professional  studies,  but  his 
means  were  so  scanty  that  no  beneficial  results  could  be  expected  ; 
the  principal  event  of  this  visit,  recorded  by  his  biographer,  being 
his  having  had  a  narrow  escape  from  a  committal  before  the  Lord 
Mayor,  as  a  resurrectionist.  After  being  assistant  for  some  time  to 
a  coarse  man  of  the  name  of  Maskill,  he  set  up  for  himself  at  Aid- 
borough,  but  met  with  little  success.  He,  however,  contrived  to  be 
introduced  to  Field-marshal  Conway,  who  was  in  that  neighbour- 
hood with  a  part  of  the  army,  and  he  kindly  lent  him  Latin  books, 
and  gave  liim  the  benefit  of  his  countenance.  With  his  departure 
he  again  sank  into  distress.  Through  all  these  vicissitudes  he  was 
upheld  by  his  love  for  his  Mira,  as  he  styled  Miss  Elmy  ;  and  so 
pleasing  are  the  passages  connected  with  this  lady  that  I  regret 
I  have  not  space  to  lay  the  details  before  tny  readers. 

Being  reduced  to  despair,  he  had  recourse  to  an  expedient  which 
belonged  rather  to  the  days  of  noble  patrons  and  dedications  than 
to  the  present  time  ;  he  addressed  a  curious  letter  to  Mr.  Dudley 
North,  explaining  to  him  the  painfulncss  of  his  position,  and 
re<iuesting  some  ti-ifling  assistance  to  enable  him  to  go  to  London. 
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That  gentleman,  though  unacquainted  with  him,  sent  him  £5,  and 
with  that  large  sum  he  set  off  for  the  great  city.  The  period  of  his 
arrival  was  favourable  ;  one  race  of  poets  had  disappeared,  the 
others,  which  illustrated  the  beginning  of  the  nineteenth  centurj', 
were  not  yet  seen  above  the  horizon.  ■  He  was  now  as  earnest  in  his 
love  of  the  Muse  as  of  his  incomparable  Miss  Elmy,  and  made  the 
best  use  of  his  residence  in  London,  by  studying  both  mankind  and 
books.  He  formed  good  and  improving  acquaintances,  and,  in  his 
leisure,  pursued  his  botanical  studies  in  Hornsey  Wood.  So  poor 
was  he,  however,  that  in  one  of  these  scientific  rambles,  he  got  too 
fixr  from  town,  and  was  forced  to  sleep  in  a  hay-rick.  He  went 
through  even  more  than  his  share  of  the  usual  difficulties  and  pri- 
vations of  aspirants  for  literary  fame;  but  he  was  so  in  earnest,  that 
trials  and  disappointed  hopes  only  produced  fresh  exertions.  ' '  The 
Candidate,"  published  at  this  time,  met  with  a  very  cold  reception : 
like  Wordsworth,  he  was  not  happy  in  the  choice  of  his  subjects. 
He  would,  however,  have  derived  some  little  benefit — but  his  pub- 
lisher failed  !  He  then  boldly  applied  to  several  noblemen— Lord 
North,  Lord  Shelburne.  and  Chancellor  Thurlow,  but  without 
success.  The  booksellers,  all  round,  were  next,  equally  in  vain, 
had  recourse  to — and  yet  he  deserved  to  succeed ;  for,  in  addition  to 
the  merits  of  the  writings  he  exhibited,  he  was  brave  and  trusting: 
nothing  disheartened  him.  As  he  writes  to  his  Mira  :  "  Arc  you 
not  disheartened  ?  Dearest  Mira,  not  I  !  The  wanting  a  letter  from 
you,  and  the  knowing  myself  to  be  possessed  but  of  sixpence  far- 
thing in  the  world,  are  much  more  consequential  things."  A  few 
days  after  this,  lie  writes  in  the  following  melancholy  strain  :  "  I 
have  parted  with  my  money,  sold  my  wardrobe,  pawned  my  watch, 
am  in  debt  to  my  landlord,  and  finally  am  at  some  loss  how  to 
eat  a  week  longer."  Numbers  of  poets  have  undergone  as  many 
troubles  at  their  outset  as  Christian  encoimtered  in  his  way  to  the 
Heavenly  city,  but  few  have  borne  them  so  bravely  and  cheerfully 
as  George  Crabbe  did  ;  he  had  not  only  a  strong  will,  he  really, 
like  the  patriarch,  went  through  his  years  of  servitude  for  his  wife  ; 
she  was  the  star  that  cheered  him  on. 

"  Aide  toi,  leCiel  t'aidera;"  he  left  no  stone  unturned,  and  at 
last  hit  upon  a  white  one.  He  addressed  Edmund  Burke,  and  from 
that  moment  his  destiny  was  changed.  Burke  was  no  half-friend 
when  he  took  a  man  oi-  genius  by  the  hand  ;  he  was  as  kind 
to  Crabbe  as  he  had  been  to  Barry.  He  examined  the  writings 
submitted  to  him  critically  ;  ho  recommended  them  strongly  to 
Dodsely,  who  had  before  rejected  them  ;  invited  him  to  his  house  at 
Beaconsficld  ;  and,  indeed,  did  far  more  for  him  than  could  be 
expected  ft-om  mere  admiration  of  the  genius  of  a  young  and 
unknown  writer. 
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Crabbe  at  this  period  began  to  express  a  feeling  he  had  long 
privately  entertained,  of  a  desire  to  enter  the  church,  which  was 
certainly  a  bold  step  in  one  so  inadequately  educated.     At  Burke's 
residence  he  was  introduced  to  Keynolds,  Fox,  and  his  other  distin- 
guishe.l  friends  ;  and,  on  his  return  to  town,   met  Dr.  Johnson  at 
Burke's  table.      Though  the   great    lexicographer    and    moralist 
fi-iahtened  him  at  first,   he  was  afterwards  kind  and  indulgent  to 
him.     When  the  "Library"  was  published,  Crabbe  became  iully 
aware  of  the  genial  influence  of  Burke's  patronage,  and  he  received 
gratifying  praises  from  the  same  persons  who  had  before  been  the 
most  liberal  in   their  censure.     But  the  most  curious  instance  was 
the  rough  Chancellor  Thurlow.     As  I  before  said,  he  had  paid  no 
attention  to  Crabbe's   apphcation,   but  seeing  the  young  poet  bask- 
mr  in  the  favour  of  the  eloquent  commoner,  he  sent  him  an  invita- 
tion to  breakfast   with  him.     He   behaved   to    him   with   all   the 
poUteness  his  nature  was  capable  of,   and,  at  Crabbe's  departure, 
after  promising  with  an  oath  not  to  forget  his  interests,  begged  his 
acceptance  of  the  contents  of  a  note  he  put  into  his  hands.     We 
may  well  suppose  the   poor  poet  did  not   proceed  far  before   he 
opened  it,  and  what  was  his  surprise  at  finding  instead  of  ten  or 
twenty  pounds,  the  most  he  could  expect,  a  bank  bill  for  one  hun- 
dred pounds  !     Never  was  son  of  Apollo  so  elated  !     It  was  a  mine 
of  wealth  !    He  paid  all  his   debts,  clothed  himself  suitably  for  the 
company  he  now  kept,  and  looked  about  for  objects  upon  whom  to 
bestow  his  charity,  and  ease  his  overflowing  heart. 

He  passed  through  his  examination  creditably,  was  admitted  to 
deacon's  orders  in  London,  on  the  21st  of  December,  1780,  and 
ordained  a  priest  by  the  Bishop  of  Norwich  in  the  August  of  the 
following  year.  He  then  became  curate  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Bennett, 
rector  of  Aldborough  ;  but  this  was  a  ialse  move.  Few  men  are 
prophets  in  their  own  country :  the  inhabitants  of  Aldborough  could 
not  appreciate  his  poetical  talents  ;  they  only  saw  a  man  come  back 
to  them  as  a  parson,  who  had  left  them  as  a  broken-down  doctor, 
and  he  was  coldly  and  badly  received.  He  had  been  dining,  too, 
above  the  salt;  Aldborough  society  was  not  palatable  after  the  faro 
he  had  partaken  of  at  the  tables  of  Burke  and  Reynolds  ;  his 
father's  manners  and  position  wero  likewise  objectionable,  and, 
although  still  poor,  the  pride  of  the  man  of  genius  was  awakened. 

Whilst  in  this  uncomfortable  state,  Burke's  influence  procured 
him  another  auspicious  connection  :  the  Duke  of  Rutland  appointed 
him  his  domestic  chaplain  at  Bclvoir  Castle.  But  his  residence  here 
had  many  disagreeables  ;  the  Duke  and  Duchess  were  hospitable, 
kind,  and  polite  to  him ;  but  the  numerous  greedy,  servile  under- 
lings in  such  an  estublishment  were  sure  to  prove  an  annoyance  to 
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an  independent  spirit.  Ho  published  •■  The  Village"  in  May,  1783 : 
it  had  great  success,  and  established  his  i-eputation,  Ill-natiu-ed 
critics  said  it  had  been  "  cobbled  "  by  Johnson  and  Burke,  but  this 
the  poet's  son  positively  denies ;  Johnson's  suggestions  amounted 
to  very  little.  Everybody  observed  how  like,  and  yet  how  unlike, 
it  was  to  Pope.  Being  in  London  with  the  Duke  of  Rutland's  family 
gave  him  an  opportimity  of  associating  with  all  the  very  remarkable 
men  of  that  period,  to  some  of  whom  he  no  doubt  made  hin.sslf 
a^-recable  by  his  gentlemanly  deportment  and  his  taciturniti/ ;  for, 
be  it  observed,  he  never  had  a  talent  for  conversation.  Among 
the  rest,  Thurlow  invited  him  to  dmner,  and,  after  swearing  by 

G that  ho  was  as  much  like  Parson  Adams  as  twelve  are  to  a 

dozen,  gave  him  two  small  livings  in  Dorsetshire.  He  obtained  the 
degree  of  LL.B.  from  Doctor  Moore,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 

On  the  Duke  of  Rutland  being  appointed  viceroy  to  Ireland, 
Crabbe  gave  up  his  chaplaincy,  and,  in  December,  1783,  married 
his  so  long  and  faithfully  beloved  Sarah  Elmy.  Such,  however, 
was  the  duke's  friendship  for  him,  that  he  insisted  upon  his 
residing  in  Bclvoir  Castle  till  he  was  comfortably  established  :  here 
he  remained  a  year  and  a  half ;  but  some  of  the  same  sort  of  disgust 
he  had  before  experienced,  made  it  necessary  for  them  to  quit  that 
noble  roof  and  take  shelter  in  the  humble  curacy  of  Stathern.  His 
fii-st  child  was  born  in  Belvoir  Castle,  but  survived  only  a  few  hours  ; 
his  second  son,  his  biographer,  was  born  at  Stathern,  in  November, 
1785  :  he  had  likewi.se  two  other  children  whilst  residing  there; — 
John,  afterwards  his  father's  assistant,  and  a  daughter  who  died  in 
infancy. 

He  lived  happily  in  his  curacy  four  years,  surrounded  by 
domestic  enjoyments,  cidtivating  his  mind,  amusing  himself  with 
his  favourite  pursuits  of  botany,  entomology,  and  natui-al  history, 
and  employing  his  medical  knowledge  for  the  benefit  of  the  poor. 
In  1785  he  published  "The  Newspaper,"  which,  however  successful, 
closed  his  poetical  career  for  twonty-two  years.  From  the  age  of 
thirty-one  to  fifty-two  he  led  a  completely  village  life  amidst  the 
quiet  pleasures  of  the  country.  It  nmst  have  been  a  whimsical 
sight  to  see  him,  his  wife,  and  one  of  the  children  in  the  old- 
fashioned  onc-horsc  chaise,  big  enough  for  a  coach,  his  wife  driving 
and  he  reailing  aloud.  But  such  enjoyments  leave  better  fruit 
behind  thom  than  do  the  more  exciting  pleasures  of  the  gay  world  : 
this  was,  no  doubt,  the  happiest  period  of  his  life  ;  though  he 
published  nothing,  ho  wrote  much,  but  burnt  all  he  wrote.  The 
occasional  holocausts  of  this  kind  weie  astounding  ;  no  chimney 
could  bo  safely  employed,  the  sacrifices  were  performed  in  open 
air.     Considering  what  was  being  bm-nt,  it  is  a  curious  spectacle  to 
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contemplate— the  father  mercilessly  heajiing  into  the  flames  the 
Ijrodiice  of  his  brain,  the  wife  looking  on  with  a  sad  smilt,  and  the 
childi-en  dancing  round  in  glee  !  In  this  way  three  entire  novels 
were  destroj^ed. 

In   1787   he   lost   his   patron,    the   Duke  of  Rutland,  who  died 
during  his  viceroyalty,  in  his  thirty-fifth  year  ;  but  the  widowed 
duchess   did   not   desert  him  :    at  her  personal  intercession  Lord 
Thm-low  changed  his  two  small  livings  for  the  rectory  of  Muston, 
in  Leicestershire,  of  which  he  took  possession  in  1789.     In  this  year 
he  lost  his  father,  who,  though  certainly  not  an  amiable  character, 
was  affectionately  remembered  in  the  writings  of  his  son.     In  1792, 
on  the  death  of  his  wife's  uncle,  he  removed  to  Parham,  near  the 
place  of  his  birth.     His  residence  here,   which  lasted  four  years, 
was  far  from  comfortable  ;   he  was  religious,  but  not  fanatical  or 
sectarian,  and  he  always  found  it  difficult  to  trim  among  country 
parties  ;   he   appears   never   to  have  been   very  popular  with  his 
congregations.      From   this  place  he  removed   to  Glenham  Hall, 
belonging  to  his  friend,  Dudley  North,  where  he  employed  himself 
in  his  clerical  duties,  iu  preparing  his  two  sons  for  the  University, 
and  in  composing  poetry  ;  he  likewise  taught  himself  to  read  both 
French  and  Italian  without  knowing  the  pronunciation  of  a  single 
word  of  either  language.     In  1799  his  stock  of  poetry  on  hand  was 
so  considerable  that  he  wished  to  publish,  but  was  persuaded  by  a 
judicious  critical  friend  to  relinquish  the  idea :  he  seems,  during  his 
life,  to  have  written  an  immense  deal  that  would  not  have  main- 
tained his  reputation. 

In  1803,  he  was,  much  against  his  will,  compelled  to  reside  on  his 
incumbency,  and  returned  to  Muston.  In  1807  he  published  the 
"Parish  Register,"  with  other  poems,  which  met  with  all  the  success 
he  could  desire.  He  received  many  letters  of  commendation  from 
men  of  rank,  one  from  Sir  Walter  Scott,  being  admirable  in  itself 
and  of  the  most  friendly  character.  "  The  Borough,"  after  under- 
going the  critical  notice  of  his  friend  Turner,  was  published  in  1810, 
and  went  through  six  editions  in  six  years.  At  Muston,  being  in 
easy  circumstances,  ho  went  much  more  into  society,  his  reputation 
and  his  position  procuring  him  the  best  in  his  ncighlxun-hood  ;  but 
his  pleasures  were  considerably  damped  by  the  constant  indis- 
position of  his  beloved  wife,  who  was  a  sufferer  foi-  many  years. 
Unlike  Wordsworth,  he  was  an  admirer  of  contemporary  genius ;  he 
hailed  the  appearance  of  Scott,  and,  after  a  time,  discovered  that 
there  was  poetical  beauty  concealed  beneath  the  simplicity  of  the 
Lake  school.  In  1812  he  published  his  "  Tales  in  Verso,"  dedicated 
to  the  Duchess  Dowager  of  Rutland,  which  were  more  popular  than 
"The  Borough,"  the  subjects  being,  naturally,  more  poetical.     At 
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this  period,  in  an  interesting  correspondence  with  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
ho  states  his  income  to  be  about  £600  per  annum.  In  1813,  he  and 
his  family  visited  London,  and  saw  all  that  was  worth  seeing.  He 
frequented  the  theatres,  but  showed  very  little  taste  for  theatrical 
excellence,  Liston  being  his  prime  favourite.  Considering  that  that 
actor,  however  clever,  was  never  the  successful  representative  of 
anything  but  fatuity,  and  that  the  stage  was  then  crowded  with 
"  well-graced  actors"  of  the  highest  class,  this  is  one  of  the  pecu- 
liarities of  his  idiosyncrasy.  At  an  after-period,  may  likewise  be 
classed  in  the  same  way  his  liking  for  the  society  of  Beau  Brummel. 
But  if  we  cannot  agree  with  his  theatrical  taste,  we  must  venerate 
his  charity,  which  led  him  to  seek  objects  of  distress  in  the  King's 
Bench,  for  the  purpose  of  relieving  them.  To  his  inexpressible 
gi-ief  his  wife  died  in  October,  1813,  and  he  himself,  providentially, 
had  a  severe  illness,  which,  in  a  degree,  he  being  a  mortal  man, 
though  an  affectionate  husband,  averted  his  sorrow  till  time  had 
somewhat  alleviated  it. 

Soon  after  his  recovery,  the  young  Duke  of  Rutland  presented  him 
with  the  living  of  Trowbridge  in  Wiltshire,  and  Graxton  near  Belvoir. 
He  removed  without  regret,  never  having  been  on  good  terms  with 
the  inhabitants  of  Muston,  who  absolutely  rang  the  beUs  for  his 
successor,  before  his  departure.  At  the  christening  of  the  heir  of 
Rutland,  he  was  presented  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  and  the  Duke  of 
York.  On  the  3rd  of  June,  1814,  he  was  inducted  to  Trowbridge. 
Here  he  recovered  health  and  spirits,  and  became  generally  courted 
for  his  good  company.  His  predecessor  had  been  popular,  and  an 
election  took  place  in  which  he  was  oppo.sed  to  the  lower  classes, 
mostly  dissenters ;  so  that  he  had  again  disagreeables  to  encounter  ; 
but  by  independence  and  simple  stiaightforward  conduct,  he  esta- 
blished himself  better  here  than  at  iMuston.  In  October,  1816,  he 
was  introduced  to  Lady  Byron,  whom  he  very  much  admired.  At 
this  period,  he  said  that  he  felt  an  obstruction  had  been  removed 
from  his  constitution  by  his  illness  ;  that  he  was  satisfied  he  should 
live  many  years  ;  that  he  was  unwilling  to  pass  that  time  without  a 
companion,  and  proposed  to  marry  again.  Being  convinced  that 
hearts  and  minds  like  Crabbe's  do  not  grow  old  with  the  clay  which 
envelops  them,  I  can  (]uite  understand  this  feeling  and  this  want. 
It  is  one  of  the  strongest  proofs  of  the  immortality  of  the  .soul  that 
the  divine  parts  of  us  are  not  subject  to  decay.  But,  however 
talked  of,  this  was  never  carried  out.  He  liked  female  -society, 
though  he  did  not  shine  in  it ;  one  witty  lady  observing,  "  he  was 
trop  doucereux  ;  the  cake  is  no  doubt  good,  but  there  is  too  much 
sugar  to  cut  through,  in  getting  at  it."  Ho  this  year  commenced 
his  Uiterosting  correspondence  with  Mrs,  Lcadbeater,  a  Quaker 
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lady,  whom  he  had  met  at  Biirke's  house  thirty-two  years  before. 
His  sons  now  marrying  and  settling  as  clergymen,   one  of  them 
residing   with    him,  much   of   the   loneliness   he   had   complained 
of  was  removed.     On  his  visit  to  London,  although  a  bad  conver- 
sational reasoner,  he  went  into  the  best  society,  in  which  he  com- 
manded respect  by  his  gentlemanly  deportment.     Lords  Lansdowne 
and  Holland,  Rogers,  Moore,  Campbell,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Kemble, 
Erskine,  Ossory,  Sir  George  Beaumont,— all  became  the  personal 
friends  of  the  man  who  had  been  the  intimate  of  Burke,  Johnson, 
Reynolds,  and  their  glorious  set.     He  played  a  dignified  and  cheer- 
ful part  among  thase  distinguished  personages,   and  his    diary  of 
theperiod  is  very  interesting.     One  remark  I   cannot  resist  insert- 
ing.    He  says,    "Brougham  reminds  him  of  Burke,— ready  and 
willing  at  all  subjects."     There  was  a  talk  of  establishing  a  poets' 
club,  but  the  idea  was  never  carried  out.     He  was  present  at  the 
great   dinner  given  to  Kemble  on  his  retirement,  when  perhaps 
more  men  distingviished  by  genius,  knowledge,  and  excellence  in 
the  arts,  were  assembled  than  upon  any  other  occasion. 

Not  at  all  intoxicated  with  these  scenes,  he  returned  cheerfully 
to  his  duties,  his  charities,  his  poetry,  and  his  fossils  He  now 
proceeded  with  the  "  Tales  of  the  Hall,"  preferring  autumn  for 
composition,  but  finding  nothing  so  congenial  with  the  Muse  as  a 
snow-storm  !  He  worked  principally  at  night,  with  a  little  negus 
or  weak  spirits  and  water,  and  a  great  deal,  of  snuff .  In  July,  1819, 
the  '•'  Tales  of  the  Hall"  were  published  by  Mr.  Murray,  who  for 
them  and  the  remaining  cop3-right  of  all  his  poems,  gave  him 
£3.U00  !  His  behavuur  on  receiving  the  money  was  most  curious  ! 
He  would  not  deposit  it,  he  would  not  trust  it  to  any  one,  he  would 
take  the  very  notes  to  show  his  son  John,  at  Trowbridge,  as,  with- 
out ocular  proof,  he  was  sure  nobody  would  believe  the  amount. 

In  1 822  he  paid  a  visit  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  but  unfortunately, 
George  IV.  did  Scotland  the  same  honour  at  the  same  time,  and 
the  Scottish  bard  could  not  give  the  English  poet  the  attention  he 
could  have  wished.  He,  however,  was  introduced  to  all  the  Edin- 
burgh celebrities,  of  whatever  political  creed,  and  was  honourably 
received  by  all.  This  same  year  was  rendered  painful  to  his  friends 
by  seeing  him  suffer  under  a  severe  attack  of  tic-douloureux,  which 
occasionally  returned  during  the  remainder  of  his  life.  Loved  by  his 
family,  esteemed  by  all  who  knew  him,  honoured  by  the  public, 
decline  came  on  calmly  and  happily.  He  maintained  an  intercourse 
with  a  great  number  of  persons  of  literary  distinction,  old  age 
seeming  to  increase  the  warmth  of  his  afl'ectionato  disposition. 

Every  line  relating  to  such  a  man  must  bo  interesting,  but  the 
details  of  tho  last  scone,  though  legitimate  in  fiction,  arc  I  think 
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out  of  place  and  indelicate  in  biography  ;  the  feelings  of  an  affec- 
tionate son,  who  owed  so  much  to  his  father,  can  be  supposed 
and  appreciated,  without  being  repeated.  Crabbe  performed  his 
duties  to  the  last,  in  spite  of  his  painful  complaint,  which  some- 
times attacked  him  in  the  pulpit.  He,  however,  departed  calmly 
and  happily,  at  last,  on  the  3rd  of  February,  1832,  in  his  seventy- 
eighth  year,  surrounded  by  love,  accompanied  by  sorrow. 

The  life  of  Crabbe  is  a  highly  instructive  one.  Humbly  born  and 
imperfectly  educated,  he  seems  always  to  have  been  conscious  of 
the  genius  that  "  burned  within  him,"  and  to  have  bravely  battled 
with  difficulties  to  gain  it  a  place  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  On 
account  of  this  genius  he  claimed  no  exemption  from  performing 
the  moral  duties  of  a  man  ;  there  was  nothing  morbid  in  the  talent 
he  was  intrusted  with,  he  was  a  worthy  member  of  society  though 
possessed  of  great  genius,  and  with  this  high  praise  I  safely  leave 
his  memory. 

W.  K. 
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THE    TILLAGE. 

^  |ocm,  in  ^iaa  ^oob. 
BOOK  I. 

The  Subject  proposed— Eenuirks  upon  Pastoral  Poetry — A  Tract  of  Country  neai  the  Coast 
described — An  impoverished  Borough — Smugglers  and  their  Assistants — Rude  Manners 
of  the  Inhabitants— Ruinous  EH'ects  of  a  high  Tide— The  Tillage  Life  more  generally 
considered  :  Evils  of  it — The  youthful  Labourer — The  old  Man ;  his  Soliloquy — The 
Parish  Workhouse  :  its  Inhabitonts — The  sick  Poor  :  their  Apothecary — The  dying 
Pauper— The  ViUage  Priest. 

The  Village  Life,  and  every  care  that  reigns 
O'er  youthtiil  peasants  and  declining  swains  ; 
What  labour  yields,  and  what,  that  labour  i^ast. 
Age,  in  its  hour  of  languor,  finds  at  last ; 
What  form  the  real  picture  of  the  poor. 
Demand  a  song — the  Muse  can  give  no  more. 

Fled  are  those  times,  when  in  harmonious  strains, 
The  nistic  poet  praised  his  native  plains  : 
No  shepherds  now,  in  smooth  alternate  vei-se. 
Their  countrj-'s  beauty,  or  their  nymphs'  rehearse  ; 
Yet  still  for  these  we  frame  the  tender  strain. 
Still  in  our  lays  fond  Gorydous  complain. 
And  shepherds'  boys  their  amorous  pains  reveal. 
The  only  pains,  alas  !  they  never  feci. 

On  Mincio's  banks,  in  Caesar's  bounteous  reign. 
If  Tityrus  found  the  Golden  Age  again. 
Must  sleepy  hards  the  flattering  dream  prolong, 
Mechanic  echoes  of  the  Mantuan  song  ? 
From  Tnith  and  Nature  shall  we  widely  straj'', 
Where  Virgil,  not  where  fancy,  loads  the  way  ? 

Yes,  thus  the  Muses  sing  of  happy  swams. 
Because  the  Muses  never  know  their  pains  : 
They  boast  their  peasants'  pipes  ;  but  peasants  now 
Resign  their  pipes  and  plod  behind  the  plough  ; 
And  few,  amid  the  rural  tribe,  have  timo 
To  number  syllables  and  play  with  rhyme  ; 
Save  honest  DucK,  what  son  of  vei-so  could  share 
The  poet's  rapture  and  the  peasant's  care  ? 

i; 
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Or  the  great  labours  of  the  field  degrade 
With  the  new  peril  of  a  poorer  trade  ? 

From  this  chief  cause  these  idle  praises  spring, 
That  themes  so  easy  few  forbear  to  sing ; 
For  no  deep  thought  the  trifling  subjects  ask ; 
To  sing  of  shepherds  is  an  easy  task  : 
The  happy  youth  assumes  the  common  strain, 
A  nymph  his  mistress,  and  himself  a  swain  ; 
With  no  sad  scenes  he  clouds  his  tunetul  prayer. 
But  all,  to  look  like  her,  is  painted  fair. 

I  grant,  indeed,  that  fields  and  flocks  have  channs 
For  him  that  grazes  or  for  him  that  farms  ; 
But  when  amid  such  pleasing  scenes  I  trace 
The  poor  laborious  natives  of  the  place. 
And  see  the  mid-day  sun,  with  fervid  ray. 
On  their  bare  heads  and  dewy  temples  play  ; 
While  some,  with  feebler  heads  and  fainter  hearts. 
Deplore  their  fortune,  yet  sustain  their  parts  : — 
Then  shall  I  dare  these  real  ills  to  hide. 
In  tinsel  trappings  of  poetic  pride  ? 

No  ;  cast  by  Fortune  on  a  frowning  coast. 
Which  neither  groves  nor  happy  valleys  boast  ; 
Where  other  cares  than  those  the  Muse  relates. 
And  other  shepherds  dwell  with  other  mates  ; 
By  such  examples  taught,  I  paint  the  cot, 
As  Truth  will  paint  it  and  as  bards  will  not : 
Nor  you,  yo  poor,  of  letter'd  scorn  complain. 
To  you  the  smoothest  song  is  smooth  in  vain  ; 
O'ercome  by  labour,  and  bow'd  down  by  time. 
Feel  you  the  barren  flattery  of  a  rhyme  ? 
Can  poets  soothe  you,  when  you  i^iue  for  bread. 
By  winding  myrtles  round  your  ruiu'd  shed  ? 
Can  their  light  tales  your  weighty  griefs  o'erpower, 
Or  glad  with  airy  mirth  the  toilsome  hour  ? 

Lo  !  where  the  heath,  with  withering  brake  grown  o'er. 
Lends  the  light  turf  that  warms  the  neighb'ring  poor  ; 
From  thence  a  length  of  burning  sand  appears, 
Where  the  thin  harvest  waves  its  wither'd  ears  ; 
Rank  weeds,  that  every  art  and  care  defy, 
Reign  o'er  the  land  and  rob  the  blighted  rye  : 
P*  There  thistles  stretch  their  prickly  arms  afar, 
I    And  to  the  ragged  infant  threaten  war  ; 
j    There  popjiies  nodding,  mock  the  hope  of  toil  ; 
There  the  blue  bugloss  paints  the  sterile  soil ; 
Hardy  and  high,  above  the  slender  sheaf. 
The  slimy  mallow  waves  her  silky  leaf ; 
O'er  the  young  shoot  the  charlock  throws  a  shade, 
.  And  clasping  tares  cling  round  the  sickly  blade  ; 
With  mingled  tints  the  rocky  coasts  abound. 
And  a  sad  splendour  vainly  shines  around  ; 
So  looks  the  nymph  whom  wretched  arts  adorn, 
Betray'd  by  man,  then  left  for  man  to  scorn  ; 
Whose  cheek  in  vain  assumes  the  mimic  rose, 
While  her  sad  eyes  the  troubled  breast  disclose  ; 
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Whose  outward  splendour  is  but  folly's  dress. 
Exposing  most  when  most  it  gilds  distress. 

Here  joyless  roam  a  wild  amphibious  race, 
With  sullen  woe  display'd  in  every  face ; 
Who,  far  from  civil  arts  and  social  fly. 
And  scowl  at  strangers  with  suspicious  eye. 

Here,  too,  the  lawless  merchant  of  the  main 
Draws  from  his  plough  tli'  intoxicated  swain  ; 
Want  only  claim'd  the  labour  of  the  day, 
But  vice  now  steals  his  nightly  rest  away. 

Where  are  the  swains,  who,  daily  labour  done. 
With  rural  games  plaj''d  down  the  setting  sun  : 
Who  struck  with  matchless  force  the  bounding  ball. 
Or  made  the  pond'rous  quoit  obliquely  fall ; 
While  some  huge  Ajax,  terrible  and  strong, 
Engaged  some  artful  stripling  of  the  throng. 
And  fell  beneath  him,  foil'd,  while  far  around, 
Hoarse  triumph  rose,  and  rocks  return'd  the  sound  ? 
Where  now  are  these  ?     Beneath  yon  cliff  they  stand, 
To  show  the  freighted  pinnace  where  to  land  ; 
To  load  the  ready  steed  with  guUty  haste. 
To  fly  in  terror  o'er  the  pathless  waste, 
Or,  when  detected  in  their  straggling  course. 
To  foil  their  foes  by  cunning  or  by  force  ; 
Or,  yielding  part  (which  equal  knaves  demand), 
To  gain  a  lawless  passport  through  the  land. 

Here,  wand'ring  long,  amid  these  frowning  fields, 
I  sought  the  simple  life  that  Nature  yields  ; 
Rapine,  and  Wrong,  and  Fear  usurp'd  her  place. 
And  a  bold,  artful,  surly,  savage  race  ; 
Who,  only  skill'd  to  take  the  linny  tribe. 
The  yearly  dinner,  or  septennial  bribe, 
Wait  on  the  shore,  and,  as  the  waves  run  high. 
On  the  toss'd  vessel  bend  their  eager  eye  ; 
Which  to  their  coast  directs  its  vent'rous  way. 
Theirs,  or  the  ocean's  miserable  prey. 

As  on  their  neighbouring  beach  yon  swallows  stand. 
And  wait  for  favouring  winds  to  leave  the  land ; 
While  still  for  flight  the  ready  wing  is  spread  : 
So  waited  I  the  favouring  hour,  and  fled  ; 
Fled  from  these  shores  where  guilt  and  famine  reign, 
And  cried,  Ah  !  hapless  they  who  still  remain ; 
Who  still  remain  to  hoar  the  ocean  roar, 
Whose  greedy  waves  devour  the  lessening  shore  ; 
Till  some  fierce  tide,  with  more  imperious  sway. 
Sweeps  the  low  hut  and  all  it  holds  away ; 
When  the  sad  tenant  weeps  from  door  to  door. 
And  begs  a  poor  protection  from  the  poor  ! 

But  these  are  scenes  where  Nature's  niggard  hand 
(lave  a  spare  portion  to  tho  famish'd  land  ; 
Hers  is  the  fault,  if  here  mankind  complain 
Ot  fruitless  toil  and  labour  spent  in  vain  ; 
But  yet  in  other  scenes  more  fair  in  view, 
Where  Plenty  smiles — alas  !  she  smiles  for  few — 
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And  those  who  taste  not,  yet  behold  her  store, 

Are  as  the  slaves  that  dig  the  golden  ore, — 

The  wealth  around  them  makes  them  doubly  poor. 

Or  will  you  deem  them  amply  paid  in  health. 
Labour's  fair  child  that  languishes  with  wealth  ? 
Go  then  !  and  see  them  rising  with  the  sun, 
Through  a  long  course  of  daily  toil  to  run  ; 
See  them  beneath  the  dog-star's  raging  heat. 
When  the  knees  tremble  and  the  temples  beat ; 
Behold  them,  leaning  on  their  scythes,  look  o'er 
The  labour  past,  and  toils  to  come  explore  ; 
See  them  alternate  suns  and  showers  engage. 
And  hoard  up  aches  and  anguish  for  their  age  ; 
Through  fens  and  marshy  moors  their  steps  pm'sue, 
"When  their  warm  pores  imbibe  the  evening  dew ; 
Then  own  that  labour  may  as  fatal  be 
To  these  thy  slaves  as  thine  excess  to  thee. 

Amid  this  ti-ibe  too  oft  a  manly  pride 
Strives  in  strong  toil  the  fainting  heart  to  hide  ; 
There  may  you  see  the  youth  of  slender  frame 
Contend  with  weakness,  weariness,  and  shame ; 
Yet,  urged  along,  and  proudly  loth  to  yield. 
He  strives  to  join  his  fellows  of  the  field  : 
Till  long  contending  Nature  droops  at  last, 
Declining  health  rejects  his  poor  repast. 
His  cheerless  spouse  the  coming  danger  sees, 
And  mutual  murmurs  urge  the  slow  disease. 

Yet  giant  them  health,  'tis  not  for  us  to  tell, 
Though  the  head  droops  not,  that  the  heart  is  well ; 
Or  will  you  praise  that  homely,  healthy  fare. 
Plenteous  and  plain,  that  happy  peasants  share  ! 
Oh  !  trifle  not  with  wants  you  cannot  feel, 
Nor  mock  the  misorj'  of  a  stinted  meal  ; 
Homely  not  wholesome,  plain  not  plenteous,  such 
As  you  who  praise  would  never  deign  to  touch. 
Ye  gentle  souls  who  dream  of  rural  ease, 
Whom  the  smooth  stream  and  smoother  sonnet  please  ; 
Go  !  if  the  peaceful  cot  your  praises  share, 
Go  look  within,  and  ask  if  peace  be  there  ; 
If  peace  be  his — that  drooping  weaiy  sire  ; 
Or  theirs,  that  offspring  round  their  feeble  fire  ; 
Or  hers,  that  matron  pale,  whose  trembling  hand 
Turns  on  the  wretched  hearth  th'  expiring  brand  ! 

Nor  yet  can  Time  itself  obtain  for  these 
Life's  latest  comforts, — due  respect  and  ease  ; 
For  yonder  see  that  hoary  swain,  whose  age 
Can  with  no  cares  except  his  own  engage  ; 
Who,  propp'd  on  that  rude  staff,  looks  up  to  see 
The  hare  arms  broken  from  the  withering  tree, 
On  which,  a  boy,  he  climb'd  the  loftiest  bough, 
Then  his  first  joy,  but  his  sad  emblem  now. 

He  once  was  chief  in  all  the  rustic  trade  ; 
His  steady  hand  the  straightcst  furrow  made ; 
Full  many  a  prize  he  won   and  still  is  proud 
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To  find  the  triumphs  of  his  youth  allow'd  ; 

A  transient  pleasure  sparkles  in  his  eyes, 

He  hears  and  smiles,  then  thinks  again  and  sighs  : 

For  now  he  journeys  to  his  grave  in  pain  ; 

The  rich  disdain  him  ;  nay,  the  poor  disdain  : 

Alternate  masters  now  their  slave  command, 

Urge  the  weak  efiorts  ol  his  feeble  hand, 

And,  when  his  age  attempts  its  task  in  vain. 

With  ruthless  taunts,  ol  lazy  poor  complain. 

Oft  may  you  see  him  when  he  tends  the  sheep, 
His  winter  charge,  beneath  the  hillock  weep  : 
Oft  hear  him  mui-mur  to  the  winds  that  blow 
O'er  his  white  locks  and  bury  them  in  snow, 
When,  roused  by  rage,  and  muttering  in  the  mornj 
He  mends  the  broken  hedge  with  icy  thorn  : — 

"Why  do  I  live,  when  I  desire  to  be 
At  once  from  life  and  life's  long  labour  free  ? 
Like  leaves  in  spring,  the  young  are  blown  away, 
Without  the  sorrows  of  a  slow  decay  ; 
I,  like  yon  wither'd  leaf,  remain  behind, 
Nipp'd  by  the  frost  and  shivering  in  the  wind  ; 
There  it  abides  till  younger  buds  come  on, 
As  I,  now  all  my  fellow-swains  are  gone  ; 
Then,  from  the  rising  generation  thrust, 
It  falls,  like  me,  unnoticed  to  the  dust. 

"  These  fruitful  fields,  these  numerous  flocks  I  see, 
Are  others'  gain,  but  killing  cares  to  me  ; 
To  me  the  children  of  my  youth  are  lords. 
Cool  in  their  looks,  but  hasty  in  their  words  : 
Wants  of  their  own  demand  their  care  ;  and  who 
Feels  his  own  want  and  succours  others  too  ? 
A  lonely,  wretched  man,  in  pain  I  go. 
None  need  my  help,  and  none  relieve  my  woe  ; 
Then  let  my  bones  lieneath  the  turf  be  laid, 
And  men  forget  the  wretch  they  would  not  aid." 

Thus  groan  the  okl,  till  by  disease  oppress' d, 
They  taste  a  final  woe,  and  then  they  rest. 

Theirs  is  yon  house  that  holds  the  parish  poor. 
Whoso  walls  of  mud  scarce  bear  the  broken  door  ; 
There,  where  the  putrid  vapours,  flagging,  play. 
And  the  dull  wheel  hums  doleful  thrcjugh  the  (lay  ; — 
There  cliildren  dwell  who  know  no  parents'  care  ; 
Parents,  who  know  no  children's  love,  dwell  there  ! 
Heart-broken  matrons  on  their  joyless  bed, 
Forsaken  wives,  and  mothers  never  wed  ; 
Dejected  widows  with  unheeded  tears, 
And  crippled  ago  with  more  than  childhood  fears  ; 
The  lame,  the  blind,  and — far  the  happiest  thoy — 
The  moping  idiot  and  the  madman  gay  ! 
Here,  too,  the  sick  their  final  doom  receive. 
Here  brought,  amid  the  scenes  of  grief  to  grieve, 
Where  the  loud  groans  Irom  some  sad  chamber  flow, 
Mix'd  with  the  clamours  of  the  crowd  lielow  ; 
Here  sorrowing,  they  each  kindred  sorrow  scan, 
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And  the  cold  charities  of  man  to  man  : 

Whose  laws  indeed  for  min'd  age  provide, 

And  strong  compulsion  plucks  the  scrap  from  pride  ; 

But  still  that  scrap  is  bought  with  many  a  sigh. 

And  pride  embitters  what  it  can't  denj'. 

Say  ye,  oppress' d  by  some  fantastic  woes, 
Some  jarring  nerve  that  baffles  your  repose  ; 
Who  press  the  downy  couch,  while  slaves  advance 
Witli  timid  eye  to  read  the  distant  glance  ; 
Who  ^\'ith  sacl  prayers  the  weary  doctor  tease 
To  name  the  nameless  ever  new  disease  ; 
Who  with  mock  patience  dire  complaints  endure, 
Which  real  pain,  and  that  alone,  can  cure  ; 
How  would  ye  hear  in  real  pain  to  lie. 
Despised,  neglected,  left  alone  to  die  ? 
How  would  ye  bear  to  draw  your  latest  breath 
Where  all  that's  wretched  paves  the  way  for  death? 

Such  is  that  room  which  one  rude  beam  divides, 
And  naked  rafters  form  the  sloping  sides  ; 
Where  the  vile  bands  that  bind  the  thatch  are  seen. 
And  lath  and  mud  are  all  that  lie  between  ;  _ 
Save  one  dull  pane,  that  coarsely  patch'd,  gives  way 
To  the  rude  tempest,  yet  excludes  the  day  : 
Here  on  a  matted  flock,  with  dust  o'erspread, 
The  drooping  wretch  reclines  his  languid  head  ; 
For  him  no  hand  the  cordial  cup  applies. 
Or  wipes  the  tear  that  stagnates  in  his  eyes  ; 
No  friends  with  soft  discourse  his  pain  beguile, 
Or  promise  hope  till  sickness  wears  a  smile. 
But  soon  a  loud  and  hasty  summons  calls, 
Shakes  the  thin  roof,  and  echoes  round  the  walls  ; 
Anon,  a  figure  enters,  quaintly  neat, 
All  pride  and  business,  bustle  and  conceit ; 
With  looks  unalter'd  by  these  scenes  of  woe, 
With  speed  that,  enteiing,  speaks  his  haste  to  go, 
He  bids  the  gazing  throng  around  him  fly. 
And  carries  fate  and  physic  in  his  eye  : 
A  potent  quack,  long  -sersed  in  human  ills, 
Who  first  insults  the  victim  whom  he  kills  ; 
Whose  murd'rous  hand  a  drowsy  bench  protect, 
And  whose  most  tender  mercy  is  neglect. 
Paid  by  the  parish  for  attendance  here. 
He  wears  contempt  upon  his  sapient  sneer ; 
In  haste  he  seeks  tho  bed  where  misery  lies, 
Impatience  mark'd  in  his  averted  eyes  ; 
And,  some  habitual  queries  hurried  o'er, 
Without  reply,  he  rushes  on  the  door  : 
His  droojiing  patient,  long  inured  to  pain. 
And  long  unheeded,  knows  remonstrance  vain  ; 
He  ceases  now  the  feeble  help  to  crave 
Of  man  ;  and  silent  sinks  into  the  grave. 

But  ere  his  death  some  pious  doubts  arise, 
Some  simple  fears  wliich  "  bold  bad  "  men  despise  ; 
Fain  would  he  ask  the  parish  priest  to  prove 
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His  title  certain  to  the  joys  above  : 

For  this  ho  sends  the  murmunng  nui-se,  who  calls 

The  holy  strangei  to  these  dismal  walls  : 

And  doth  not  he,  the  pious  man,  appear. 

He,  "  passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a  year"  ? 

Ah  !  no  ;  a  shepherd  of  a  different  stock, 

And  far  unlike  him,  feeds  this  little  flock  : 

A  jovial  youth,  who  thinks  his  Sunday's  task 

As  much  as  God  or  man  can  fairly  ask  ; 

The  rest  he  gives  to  loves  and  labours  light, 

To  fields  the  morning  and  to  feasts  the  night ; 

None  better  skill'd  the  noisy  pack  to  guide, 

To  ui-ge  their  chase,  to  cheer  them  or  to  chide ; 

A  sportsman  keen,  he  shoots  through  hah  the  day. 

And,  skill'd  at  whist,  devotes  the  night  to  play  : 

Then,  while  such  honours  bloom  around  his  head. 

Shall  he  sit  sadly  by  the  sick  man's  bed, 

To  raise  the  hope  he  feels  not,  or  with  zeal 

To  combat  fears  that  e'en  the  pious  feel  ? 

Now  once  again  the  gloomy  scene  explore. 
Less  gloomy  now ;  the  bitter  hour  is  o'er. 
The  man  of  many  sorrows  sighs  no  more. — 
Up  yonder  hill,  behold  how  sadly  slow 
The  bier  moves  winding  from  the  vale  below ; 
There  lie  the  happy  dead,  from  trouble  free. 
And  the  glad  parish  pays  the  frugal  fee  : 
No  more,  0  Death  !  thy  victim  starts  to  hear 
Chui'chwarden  stem,  or  kingly  overseer  ; 
No  moi-e  the  farmer  claims  his  humble  bow, — 
Thou  art  his  lord,  the  best  of  tjTants  thou  ! 

Now  to  the  church  behold  the  mourners  come. 
Sedately  torpid  and  devoutly  dumb  ; 
The  village  children  now  their  games  suspend. 
To  see  the  bier  that  bears  their  ancient  friend  : 
For  he  was  one  in  all  their  idle  sport, 
And  hke  a  monarch  ruled  their  little  court ; 
The  pliant  bow  he  form'd,  the  flying  ball, 
The  bat,  the  wicket,  were  his  labours  all ; 
Him  now  they  follow  to  his  grave,  and  stand 
Silent  and  sad,  and  gazing  hand  in  hand  ; 
While  bending  low,  their  eager  eyes  explore 
The  mingled  relics  of  the  parish  poor  ; 
The  bell  tolls  late,  the  moping  owl  flies  round, 
Fear  marks  the  flight  and  magnifies  the  sound  ; 
The  busy  jiriest,  detain'd  by  weightier  care. 
Defers  his  duty  till  the  day  of  prayer  ; 
And,  waiting  long,  the  crowd  retire  distress'd. 
To  think  a  poor  man's  bones  should  lie  unbless'd. 


BOOK  II. 

There  are  found,  amid  the  Evils  of  a  laborious  Life,  some  Views  of  Tranquillity  and 
Hapi>iness — Tlie  Repose  and  Pleasure  of  a  Summer  Sabbath  :  inteiTupted  by  Intoxica- 
tion and  Dispute — VUlage  Detraction — Complaints  of  the  Squire — The  Evening  Riots — 
Justice — Reasons  for  this  unpleasant  View  of  Rustic  Life  :  the  Effect  it  should  have 
upon  the  Lower  Classes  ;  and  the  Higher — These  last  have  their  peculiar  Distresses : 
eiemplified  in  the  Life  and  heroic  Death  of  Lord  Robert  Manners — Concluding  Address 
to  His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Rutland. 

No  longer  truth,  though  shown  in  verse,  disdain, 

But  own  the  village  life  a  life  of  pain  : 

T  too  must  yield,  that  oft  amid  these  woes 

Are  gleams  of  transient  mirth  and  hours  of  sweet  repose. 

Such  as  you  find  on  yonder  sijortive  green. 

The  squire's  tall  gate  and  churchway-walk  between  ; 

Where  loitering  stray  a  little  tribe  of  friends. 

On  a  fair  Sunday  when  the  sermon  ends  : 

Then  rural  beaux  their  best  attire  put  on, 

To  win  their  nymphs,  as  other  nymphs  are  won  ; 

While  those  long  wed  go  plain,  and,  by  degrees. 

Like  other  husbands,  quit  their  care  to  please. 

Some  of  the  sermon  talk,  a  sober  crowd. 

And  loudly  praise,  if  it  were  preach'd  aloud  ; 

Some  on  the  labours  of  the  week  look  round, 

F'cel  their  own  worth,  and  think  their  toil  renown'd  ; 

While  some,  whose  hopes  to  no  renown  extend. 

Are  only  pleased  to  find  their  labours  end. 

Thus,  as  their  hours  glide  on,  with  pleasure  fraught, 
Their  careful  masters  brood  the  painful  thought ; 
Much  in  their  mind  they  murmur  and  lament. 
That  one  fair  day  should  be  so  idly  spent ; 
And  think  that  Heaven  deals  hard,  to  tithe  their  store 
And  tax  their  time  for  preachers  and  the  poor. 

Yet  still,  ye  humbler  friends,  enjoy  your  hour, 
This  is  your  portion,  yet  unclaim'd  of  power  ; 
This  is  Heaven's  gift  to  weary  men  oppress' d. 
And  seems  the  typo  of  their  expected  rest : 
But  yours,  alas  !  are  joys  that  soon  decay, — 
Frail  joys,  begun  and  ended  with  the  day  ; 
Or  yet,  wliile  day  permits  those  joys  to  reign, 
The  village  vices  drive  them  from  the  plain. 

See  the  stout  churl,  in  drunken  fury  great. 
Strike  the  bare  bosom  of  his  teeming  mate  ! 
His  naked  vices,  rude  and  imrefined. 
Exert  their  open  empire  o'er  the  mind ; 
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But  can  we  less  the  senseless  rage  despise. 
Because  the  savage  acts  without  disguise  ? 

Yet  here  disguise,  the  city's  vice,  is  seen. 
And  Slander  steals  along  and  taints  the  green  : 
At  her  approach  domestic  peace  is  gone. 
Domestic  broils  at  her  approach  come  on  ; 
She  to  the  wife  the  husband's  crime  conveys, 
She  tells  the  husband  when  his  consort  strays  ; 
Her  busy  tongue  through  all  the  litle  state 
Diffuses  doubt,  suspicion,  and  debate  ; 
Peace,  tim'rous  goddess,  quits  her  old  domain. 
In  sentiment  and  song  content  to  reign. 

Nor  are  the  nymphs  that  breathe  the  rural  air 
So  fair  as  Cynthia's,  nor  so  chaste  as  fair : 
These  to  the  town  afford  each  fresher  face, 
And  the  clown's  trull  receives  the  peer's  embrace  ; 
From  whom,  should  chance  again  convey  her  down. 
The  peer's  disease  in  turn  attacks  the  clown. 

Here  too  the  squire  or  squire-like  farmer,  talk. 
How  round  their  regions  nightly  pilferers  walk  ; 
How  from  their  ponds  the  fish  are  borne,  and  all 
The  rip'ning  treasures  from  their  lofty  wall ; 
How  meaner  rivals  in  their  sports  delight, 
Just  rich  enough  to  claim  a  doubtful  right ; 
Who  take  a  license  round  their  fields  to  stray, 
A  mongrel  race  !  the  poachers  of  the  day. 

And  hark  !  the  riots  of  the  green  begin, 
That  sprang  at  first  from  yonder  noisy  inn  ; 
What  time  the  weekly  pay  was  vanish'd  all. 
And  the  slow  hostess  scored  tho  threat'ning  wall  ; 
What  time  they  ask'd,  their  friendly  feast  to  close, 
A  final  cup,  and  that  will  make  them  foes  ; 
When  blows  ensue  that  break  the  arm  of  toil, 
And  rustic  battle  ends  the  boobies'  broil. 

Save  when  to  yonder  Hall  they  bend  their  way. 
Where  the  grave  justice  ends  tho  grievous  fray  ; 
He  who  recites,  to  keep  the  poor  in  awe. 
The  law's  vast  volume — for  he  knows  the  law  : 
To  him  with  anger  or  with  shame  repair 
The  injured  peasant  and  deluded  fair. 

Lo  !  at  his  throne  tho  silent  nymph  appears. 
Frail  by  her  shape,  but  modest  in  her  tears  ; 
And  while  she  stands  abash'd,  with  conscious  eye. 
Some  favourite  female  of  her  judge  glides  by. 
Who  views  wth  scornful  glance  the  strumpet's  fato. 
And  thanks  the  stars  that  made  her  keeper  great : 
Near  her  the  swain,  about  to  bear  for  life 
One  certain  evil,  doubts  'twixt  war  and  wife  ; 
But,  while  the  fait' ring  damsel  takes  her  oath, 
Consents  to  wed,  and  so  secures  them  both. 

Yet  why,  you  ask,  these  humble  crimes  relate. 
Why  make  the  poor  as  guilty  as  tho  gi-cat  ?  _ 
To  show  the  great,  those  mightier  sons  of  pride. 
How  near  in  vice  the  lowest  are  allied  ; 
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Such  are  their  natures  and  their  passions  sucTi, 

But  these  disguise  too  little,  those  too  much  : 

So  shall  the  man  of  power  and  pleasure  see 

In  his  own  slave  as  vile  a  wretch  as  he  , 

In  his  luxm-ious  lord  the  sei-vant  find 

His  own  low  pleasures  and  degenerate  mind . 

And  each  in  all  the  kindred  vices  trace, 

Of  a  poor,  blind,  bewilder'd,  erring  race  ; 

Who,  a  short  time  in  varied  fortune  pass'd. 

Die  and  are  equal  in  the  dust  at  last. 

And  you,  ye  poor,  who  stiU  lament  your  fate. 

Forbear  to  envy  those  you  call  the  great ; 

And  know,  amid  those  blessings  they  possess. 

They  are,  like  you,  the  victims  of  distress  ; 

While  Sloth  with  many  a  pang  torments  her  slave. 

Fear  waits  on  guilt,  and  Danger  shakes  the  brave. 

Oh  !  if  in  life  one  noble  chief  appears, 
Great  in  his  name,  while  blooming  in  his  years  ; 
Bom  to  enjoy  whate'er  delights  mankind, 
And  yet  to  all  you  feel  or  fear  resign'd  ; 
Who  gave  up  joys  and  hopes  to  you  unknown, 
For  pains  and  dangers  greater  than  your  own  : 
If  such  there  be,  then  let  your  murmm-s  cease, 
Think,  think  of  him,  and  take  your  lot  in  peace. 

And  such  there  was  : — Oh  !  grief,  that  checks  our  pride, 
Weeping  we  say  there  was, — for  Manners  died : 
Beloved  of  Heaven,  these  humble  lines  forgive. 
That  s.ng  of  thee,  and  thus  aspire  to  live. 

As  the  tall  oak,  whose  vigorous  branches  form 
An  ample  shade,  and  brave  the  wildest  stonn. 
High  o'er  the  subject  wood  is  seen  to  grow. 
The  guard  and  glorj'  of  the  trees  below  ; 
Till  on  its  head  the  fiery  bolt  descends. 
And  o'er  the  plain  the  shatter'd  trunk  extends  ; 
Yet  then  it  lies,  all  wondrous  as  before, 
And  still  the  glory,  though  the  guard  no  more  : 

So  Tuou,  when  every  virtue,  every  grace. 
Rose  in  thy  soul,  or  shone  within  thy  face  ; 
When,  though  the  son  of  Granby,  thou  wert  known 
Less  by  thy  father's  glory  than  thy  own  ; 
When  Honoiu-  loved  and  gave  thee  every  charm. 
Fire  to  thy  eye  and  \-igom*  to  thy  arm  ; 
Then  from  our  lofty  hopes  and  longing  eyes, 
Fate  and  thy  virtues  call'd  thee  to  the  skies  ; 
Yet  still  we  wonder  at  thy  tow'ring  fame. 
And  losing  thee,  still  dwell  upon  thy  name. 

Oh  !  ever  honour'd,  ever  valued  !  say. 
What  verse  can  praise  thee,  or  what  work  repay  ? 
Yet  verso  (in  all  we  can)  thy  worth  repays, 
Nor  trusts  the  tardy  zeal  of  future  days  ; — 
Honom-s  for  thee  thy  country  shall  prepare. 
Thee  in  their  hearts,  the  good,  the  brave  shall  boar  ; 
To  deeds  like  thine  shall  noblest  chiefs  aspu-e, 
The  muse  shall  mourn  thee,  and  the  world  admire. 
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In  future  times,  when  smit  with  glory's  charms, 
The  untried  j'outh  first  quits  a  father's  arms  ; — 
"Oh  !  be  like  him,"  the  weeping  sire  shall  say  ; 
"  Like  Manners  walk,  who  walk'd  in  Honour's  way  ; 
In  danger  foremost,  yet  in  death  sedate. 
Oh  !  be  like  him  in  all  things,  but  his  fate  ! " 

If  for  that  fate  such  public  tears  be  shed. 
That  Victory  seems  to  die,  now  thou  ai't  dead  ; 
How  shall  a'friend  his  nearer  hope  resign, 
That  friend  a  brother,  and  whose  soul  was  thine  ; 
By  what  bold  lines  shall  we  his  grief  express, 
Or  by  what  soothing  numbers  make  it  less  ? 

'Tis  not,  I  know,  the  chiming  of  a  song. 
Nor  all  the  powers  that  to  the  muse  belong. 
Words  aptly  cuU'd  and  meanings  well  express'd, 
Can  calm  the  soitows  of  a  wounded  breast ; 
But  Virtue,  soother  of  the  fiercest  pains. 
Shall  heal  that  bosom,  Rutland,  where  she  reig-ns. 

Yet  hard  the  task  to  heal  the  bleeding  heart, 
To  bid  the  still-recurring  thoughts  depart, 
Tame  the  fierce  grief  and  stem  the  rising  sigh, 
And  curb  rebellious  passion,  with  reply  ; 
Calmly  to  dwell  on  all  that  pleased  before, 
And  yet  to  know  that  all  shall  please  no  more  ; — 
Oh  !  glorious  labour  of  the  soul,  to  save 
Her  captive  powers,  and  bravely  mourn  the  brave. 

To  such  these  thoughts  will  lasting  comfort  give — 
Life  is  not  measured  by  the  time  we  live  ; 
'Tis  not  an  even  course  of  threescore  years, 
A  life  of  narrow  views  and  paltrj'  fears. 
Grey  hairs  and  wrinkles,  and  the  cares  they  bring. 
That  take  from  Death  the  terrors  or  the  sting  ; 
But  'tis  the  gen'rous  spirit,  mounting  high 
Above  the  world,  that,  native  of  the  sky  ; 
The  noble  spirit  that,  in  dangers  brave. 
Calmly  looks  on,  or  looks  beyond  the  grave  ; — 
Such  Manners  was,  so  he  resig-n'd  his  breath, 
If  in  a  glorious,  then  a  timely  death. 

Cease  then  that  grief,  and  let  those  tears  subside  ; 
If  passion  rule  us,  be  that  passion  pride  ; 
If  reason,  reason  bids  us  strive  to  raise 
Our  fallen  hearts,  and  be  like  him  we  f>raise  ; 
Or  if  affection  still  the  soul  subdue, 
Bring  all  his  virtues,  all  his  worth  in  view. 
And  let  affection  find  its  comfort  too  : 
For  how  can  gi'ief  so  decpl}'  wound  the  heart. 
When  admiration  claims  so  large  a  part  ? 

Grief  is  a  foe,  expel  him  then  thy  soul. 
Let  nobler  thoughts  the  nearer  views  control ! 
Oh !  make  the  age  to  come  thy  better  care, 
See  other  Rutlands,  other  Granbys  there  ! 
And,  as  thy  thoughts  through  streaming  ages  glide. 
See  other  heroes  die  as  Manners  died  : 
And  from  theii-  fate,  thy  race  shall  nobler  grow. 
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As  trees  shoot  upwards  that  are  pruned  below  : 
Or  as  old  Thames,  borne  down  with  decent  pride, 
Sees  his  young  streams  run  warbling  at  his  side  ; 
Though  some,  by  art  cut  ofl,  no  longer  run. 
And  some  are  lost  beneath  the  summer's  sun. 
Yet  the  pure  stream  moves  on,  and,  as  it  moves, 
Its  power  increases  and  its  use  improves  ; 
While  plenty  round  its  spacious  waves  bestow, 
Still  it  flows  on,  and  shall  lor  ever  flow. 
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PART  I. 

rNTEODUCnON. 

The  Village  Keglfiter  considered,  as  containing  principally  the  Annals  of  the  Poor — Slate 
of  the  Peasantry  aa  meliorated  by  Frugality  and  Industrj'— The  Cottage  of  an  industrioiis 
Peasant ;  ita  Ornaments— Prints  and  Books— Tlie  Garden  ;  its  Satisfactions— The  State 
of  the  Poor,  when  improvident  and  ricious— Tlie  Eow  or  Street,  and  its  Inhabitiiits— 
The  Dwelling  of  one  of  these— A  Public  House— Gai-den  and  its  Appendages— Game- 
gteis ;  rustic  Sharpers,  &c.— Conclusion  of  the  Introductory  Fart. 

BAPTISMS. 

The  Child  of  the  Miner's  Daughter,  and  Eelation  of  her  Misfortune— A  frugal  Couple ; 
their  Kind  of  Frugality— Plea  of  the  Mother  of  a  natural  Child  :  her  Churching- Ijirge 
Family  of  Gerard  Ablett :  his  Apprehensions  :  Comparison  between  his  state  and  that  of 
the  wealthy  Farmer  his  Master  :  his  Consolation— An  Old  Man's  Anxiety  for  an  Heir  : 
the  Jealousy  of  another  on  having  many— Characters  of  the  Grocer  Dawktns  and  his 
Friend  :  thlir  diifurcnt  Kinds  of  Disappointment — Three  Infants  named— An  Orjihan 
Girl  and  Village  Schoolmistress— Gardener's  Child  :  Pedantry  and  Conceit  of  the 
Father  :  his  botanical  Discoui-se  :  Method  of  fixing  the  Embryo-fruit  of  Cucumbers- 
Absurd  Ellects  of  Kustic  Vanity  :  observed  in  the  Names  of  their  Children— Relation  of 
the  Vestry  Debate  on  a  Foundling :  Sir  Richard  Monday— Children  of  various  In- 
habitants—The poor  Farmer— Children  of  a  Profligate  :  his  Chiuacter  and  Fate- 
Conclusion. 

The  year  revolves,  and  I  again  explore 
The  simple  annals  of  my  parish  poor  ; 
What  infant  members  in  my  flock  appear, 
What  pairs  I  bless' d  in  the  departed  year  ; 
And  who,  of  old  or  younf?,  or  nymphs  or  swains, 
Arc  lost  to  life,  its  pleasures  and  its  pains. 

No  muse  I  ask,  before  my  view  to  bring 
The  humble  actions  of  the  swains  I  sing'. — 
How  pass'd  the  youthful,  how  the  old  their  days  ; 
Who  sank  in  sloth,  and  who  aspired  to  praise  ; 
Their  tempers,  manners,  morals,  customs,  arts. 
What  parts  they  had,  and  how  eraploy'd  their  parts ; 
By  what  elated,  soothed,  seduced,  depress' d. 
Full  well  I  know — these  records  give  the  rest. 

Is  there  a  place,  save  one  the  poet  sees, 
A  land  of  love,  of  liberty,  and  etise  ; 
Whore  labour  wearies  not,  nor  caras  suppress 
Th'  eternal  flow  of  rustic  happiness  ; 
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Where  no  proud  mansion  frowns  in  awful  state, 

Or  keeps  the  sunshine  from  the  cottage  gate  ; 

Where  yovmg  and  old,  intent  on  pleasure,  throng, 

And  half  man's  life  is  holiday  and  song  ? 

Vain  search  for  scenes  like  these  !  no  view  appears, 

B3'  sighs  unruffled  or  uustain'd  by  tears  ; 

Since  ^-ice  the  world  subdued  and  waters  drown'd. 

Auburn  and  Eden  can  no  more  be  louud. 

Hence  good  and  evil  mix'd,  but  man  has  skill 
And  power  to  part  them,  when  he  feels  the  will ! 
Toil,  care,  and  patience  bless  th'  abstemious  few. 
Fear,  shame,  and  want  the  thoughtless  herd  pursue. 

Behold  the  cot,  where  thi-ives  th'  industrious  swain. 
Source  of  his  pride,  his  JDleasure,  and  his  gain  ; 
Sereen'd  from  the  winter's  wind,  the  sun's  last  ray 
Smiles  on  the  window  and  prolongs  the  day  ; 
Projecting  thatch  the  woodbine's  branches  stop. 
And  turns  their  blossoms  to  the  casement's  top  : 
All  need  requires  is  in  that  cot  contain'd, 
And  much  that  Taste,  untaught  and  unrestrain'd. 
Surveys  delighted  ;  there  she  loves  to  trace. 
In  one  gay  picture,  all  the  royal  race  ; 
Around  the  walls  are  heroes,  lovers,  kings  ; 
The  print  that  shows  them  and  the  verse  that  sings. 

Here  the  last  Louis  on  his  throne  is  seen. 
And  there  he  stands  imprison' d,  and  his  queen  ; 
To  these  the  mother  takes  her  child  and  shows 
What  grateful  duty  to  his  God  he  owes  ; 
Who  gives  to  him  a  happy  home,  where  he 
Lives  and  enjoys  his  freedom  with  the  free  ; 
When  kings  and  queens,  dethroned,  insulted,  tried, 
Are  all  these  blessings  of  the  poor  denied. 

There  is  King  Charles,  with  all  his  golden  rules. 
Who  proved  misfortune's  was  the  best  of  schools  : 
And  there  his  son,  who,  tried  by  years  of  pain, 
P)-oved  that  misfortunes  may  be  sent  in  vain. 

The  magic  mill  that  grinds  the  gran'nams  young, 
Close  at  the  side  of  kind  Godiva  hung  ; 
She,  of  her  favourite  place  the  pride  and  joy. 
Of  charms  at  once  most  lavish  and  most  coy, 
By  wanton  act  the  purest  fame  could  raise, 
And  give  the  boldest  deed  the  chastest  praise. 

There  stands  the  stoutest  ox  in  England  led  ; 
There  fights  the  boldest  Jew  Whitcchapel  bred  ; 
And  here  Saint  Monday's  worthy  votaries  live, 
Li  all  the  joys  that  ale  and  skittles  give. 

Now,  lo  !  on  Egypt's  coast  that  hostile  fleet, 
By  nations  dreaded,  and  by  Nelson  beat ; 
And  here  shall  soon  another  triumph  come, 
A  deed  of  glory  in  a  day  of  gloom  ; 
Distressing  glory  !  giievous  boon  of  fate  ! 
The  proudest  conquest  at  the  dearest  rate. 

On  shell  of  deal  beside  the  cuckoo  clock. 
Of  cottage  reading  rests  the  chosen  sf»ck  j 
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'  Ik-hulil  the  cot  I  where  thrives  the  huUistrious  swain, 
Source  of  liis  iiride,  hin  pleftsure.  anil  lii»  gnin."— 1".  H. 
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Learning  we  lack,  not  books,  but  have  a  kind 

For  all  our  wants,  a  meat  for  every  mind. 

The  tale  for  wonder  and  the  joke  for  whim, 

The  half-sung  sermon  and  the  half-groan'd  hymn. 

No  need  of  classing  ;  each  within  its  place. 

The  feeling  finger  in  the  dark  can  trace  ; 

"  First  from  the  corner,  farthest  from  the  wall  ;" 

Such  all  the  rules,  and  they  suffice  for  all. 

There  pious  works  for  Sunday's  use  are  found  ; 
Companions  for  that  Bible  newly  bound  ; 
That  Bible,  bought  by  sixpence  weekly  saved, 
Has  choicest  prints  by  famous  hands  engraved  ; 
Has  choicest  notes  by  many  a  famous  head, 
Such  as  to  doubt  have  rustic  readers  led  ; 
Have  made  them  stop  to  reason  why  1  and  hoio  ? 
And,  where  they  once  agreed,  to  cavil  now. 
Oh  !  rather  give  me  commentators  plain, 
Who  with  no  deep  researches  vex  the  brain  ; 
Who  from  the  dark  and  doubtful  love  to  run. 
And  hold  their  glimmering  tapers  to  the  sun  ; 
Who  simple  truth  with  ninefold  reasons  back. 
And  guard  the  point  no  enemies  attack. 

Bunyan's  famed  Pilgrim  rests  that  shelf  upon  ; — 
A  genius  rare  but  rude  was  honest  John  ; 
Not  one  who,  early  by  the  muse  beguiled, 
Drank  from  her  well  the  waters  undefiled  ; 
Not  one  who  slowly  gain'd  the  hill  subhme. 
Then  often  sipp'd  and  little  at  a  time  ; 
But  one  who  dabbled  in  the  sacred  springs. 
And  drank  them  muddy,  mix'd  with  baser  things. 

Here  to  interpret  dreams  we  read  the  rules. 
Science  our  own,  and  never  taught  in  schools  ; 
In  moles  and  specks  we  Fortune's  gifts  discern. 
And  Fate's  fix'd  will  from  Nature's  wanderings  learn. 

Of  Hermit  Quarll  we  read,  in  island  rare. 
Far  from  mankind  and  seeming  far  from  care  ; 
Safe  from  all  want,  and  sound  in  every  limb  ; 
Yes  !  there  was  he,  and  there  was  care  with  him. 

Unbound  and  heap'd,  these  valued  works  beside, 
Lay  humbler  works,  the  pedlar's  pack  supplied  ; 
Yet  these,  long  since,  had  all  acquired  a  name  : 
The  Wandering  Jew  had  found  his  way  to  fame  ; 
And  fame,  denied  to  many  a  labour'd  song. 
Crowns  Thumb  the  Great,  and  llickathrift  the  strong. 

There  too  is  he,  by  wizard  power  upheld. 
Jack,  by  whoso  arm  the  giant  brood  were  (juell'd  : 
His  shoes  of  swiftness  on  liis  feet  he  placed  ; 
His  coat  of  darkness  on  his  loins  he  braced  ; 
His  sword  of  sharpness  in  his  hand  he  took. 
And  off  the  heads  of  doughty  giants  stroke  : 
Their  glaring  eyes  beheld  no  mortal  near  ; 
No  sound  of  feet  alarm'd  the  drowsy  ear  ; 
No  Enj^lish  blood  their  pagan  sense  coulil  smell. 
But  heads  dropp'd  headlong,  wondering  why  they  fell. 
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These  are  the  peasant's  joy,  when,  placed  at  ease. 
Half  his  delighted  oftspring  mount  his  knees. 

To  every  cot  the  lord's  indulgent  mind 
Has  a  small  space  for  garden-ground  assign'd  : 
Here — till  return  of  mom,  dismiss'd  the  farm — 
The  careful  peasant  plies  the  sinewy  arm, 
Warm'd  as  he  works,  and  casts  his  look  around 
On  every  foot  of  that  improving  ground  : 
It  is  his  own  he  sees  ;  his  master's  eye 
Peers  not  about,  some  secret  fault  to  spy  ; 
Nor  voice  severe  is  there,  nor  censure  known  ;— 
Hope,  profit,  pleasm-e, — they  are  all  his  own. 
Here  grow  the  humble  cives,  and  hard  by  them, 
The  leek  with  crown  globose  and  reedy  stem  ; 
High  climb  his  pulse  in  many  an  even  row, 
Deep  strike  the  ponderous  roots  in  soil  below  ; 
And  herbs  of  potent  spell  and  pungent  taste 
Give  a  warm  rehsh  to  the  night's  repast. 
Apples  and  cherries  grafted  by  his  hand. 
And  cluster'd  nuts  for  neighbouring  market  stand. 

Nor  thus  concludes  his  labour  ;  near  the  cot, 
The  reed-fence  rises  round  some  fav'rite  spot, 
Where  rich  carnations,  pinks  with  purple  eyes, 
Proud  hyacinths,  the  least  some  florists  prize. 
Tulips  tall-stemm'd  and  pounced  auriculas  rise. 

Here  on  a  Sunday  eve,  when  service  ends. 
Meet  and  rejoice  a  family  of  fi-iends  ; 
All  speak  aloud,  are  happy  and  are  free, 
And  glad  they  seem,  and  gaily  they  agree. 

What,  though  fastidious  ears  may  shim  the  speech, 
Where  all  are  talkers,  and  where  none  can  teach  ; 
Where  still  the  welcome  and  the  words  are  old, 
And  the  same  stories  are  for  ever  told  ; 
Yet  theirs  is  joy,  that  bursting  from  the  heart, 
Prompts  the  glad  tongue  these  nothings  to  impart ; 
That  forms  these  tones  of  gladness  we  despise. 
That  lifts  their  steps,  that  sparkles  in  their  eyes  ; 
That  talks,  or  laughs,  or  runs,  or  shouts,  or  plays. 
And  speaks  in  all  their  looks  and  all  their  ways. 
Fair  scenes  of  peace  !  ye  might  detain  us  long. 
But  vice  and  misery  now  demand  the  song  ;" 
And  turn  our  view  from  dwellings  simply  neat. 
To  this  infected  row,  we  term  our  Street. 

Here,  in  cabal,  a  disputatious  crew 
Each  evening  meet, — the  sot,  the  cheat,  the  shrew  ; 
Eiots  are  nightly  heard  :  the  curse,  the  cries 
Of  beaten  wife,  perverse  in  her  replies  ; 
While  shrieking  children  hold  each  threat'ning  hand, 
And  sometimes  life,  and  sometimes  food  demand  : 
Boys,  in  their  first-stol'n  rags,  to  swear  begin. 
And  gh-ls,  who  heed  not  dress,  are  skill'd  in  gin  : 
Snarers  and  smugglers  here  their  gains  divide  ; 
Ensnaring  females  here  tl\eir  victims  hide  ; 
And  here  is  oije,  the  Sibyl  of  the  row, 
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Who  knows  all  secrets,  or  affects  to  know. 

Seukiug  their  fate,  to  her  the  simple  run, 

To  her  the  guilty,  theirs  awhile  to  shun  ; 

Mistress  of  worthless  arts,  depraved  in  will, 

Her  care  unblest,  and  unrepaid  her  skill, 

Slave  to  the  tribe,  to  whose  commands  she  stoops. 

And  poorer  than  the  poorest  maid  she  dupes. 

Between  the  road-way  and  the  walls,  oflence 
Invades  all  eyes,  and  strikes  on  every  sense  ; 
There  lie,  obscene,  at  every  open  door. 
Heaps  from  the  hearth,  and  sweepings  from  the  floor, 
And  day  by  day  the  mingled  masses  gTOW, 
As  sinks  are  disembogued  and  kennels  flow. 

There  hungry  dogs  from  hungry  children  steal ; 
Tliere  pigs  and  chickens  quarrel  for  a  meal ; 
There  dropsied  infants  wail  without  redress. 
And  all  is  want,  and  woe.  and  wretchedness  ; 
Yet  should  these  boys,  with  bodies  bronzed  and  bare, 
High-swoln  and  hard,  outlive  that  lack  of  care — 
Forced  on  some  farm,  the  unexerted  strength. 
Though  loth  to  action,  is  compell'd  at  length. 
When  warm'd  by  health,  as  serpents  in  the  spring. 
Aside  their  slough  ol  indolence  they  fling. 

Yet,  ere  they  go,  a  greater  evil  comes — 
See  !  crowded  beds  in  those  contiguous  rooms  ; 
Beds  but  ill  parted  by  a  paltry  screen 
Of  paper 'd  lath,  or  curtain  dropp'd  between  ; 
Daughters  and  sons  to  yon  compartments  creep. 
And  parents  here  beside  their  children  sleep  : 
Ye  who  have  power,  these  thoughtless  people  part. 
Nor  h-t  the  ear  be  first  to  taint  the  heart. 

Come,  search  within,  nor  sight  nor  smell  regard  ; 
The  true  physician  walks  the  foulest  ward. 
See,  on  the  floor,  what  frouzy  patches  rest ! 
What  nauseous  fragments  on  you  fractured  chest ! 
What  downy  dust  beneath  yon  window-seat ! 
And  round  these  posts  that  serve  this  bed  for  feet ! 
This  bed  where  all  those  tatter'd  garments  lie. 
Worn  by  each  sex,  and  now  perforce  thrown  bj' ! 

See  !  as  we  gaze,  an  infant  lifts  its  head. 
Left  by  neglect,  and  burrow'd  in  that  bed  ; 
The  mother-gossip  has  the  love  suppress'd 
An  infant's  cry  once  waken 'd  in  her  breast  ; 
And  daily  prattles,  as  her  rounds  she  takes 
(With  strong  resentment),  of  the  want  she  makes. 

Whence  all  these  woes  ? — From  want  of  virtuous  will. 
Of  honest  shame,  of  time-improving  skill ; 
From  want  of  care  t'  employ  the  vacant  hour. 
And  want  of  every  kind  but  want  of  power. 

Here  are  no  wheels  for  cither  wool  or  flax, 
But  packs  of  cards— made  up  of  sundry  packs. 
Here  is  no  clock,  nor  will  thoy  turn  the  glass, 
And  see  how  swift  th'  important  moments  pass 
Here  are  no  books,  but  ballads  on  the  wall, 
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Are  some  abusive,  and  indecent  all ; 

Pistols  are  here,  unpair'd  ;  with  nets  and  hooks, 

Of  every  kind,  for  rivers,  ponds,  and  brooks  ; 

An  amjile  flask,  that  nightly  rovers  fill 

With  recent  poison  from  the  Dutchman's  still ; 

A  box  of  tools,  with  wires  of  various  size, 

Frocks,  wigs,  and  hats,  for  night  or  day  disguise. 

And  bludgeons  stout,  to  gain  or  guard  a  prize. 

To  every  house  belongs  a  space  of  ground, 
Of  equal  size,  once  fenced  with  paling  round  ; 
That  paling  now  by  slothful  waste  destroy'd. 
Dead  gorse  and  stumps  of  elder  fill  the  void  ; 
Save  in  the  centre  spot,  whose  walls  of  clay 
Hide  sots  and  striplings  at  their  drink  or  play : 
Within,  a  board,  beneath  a  tiled  retreat, 
Allures  the  bubble,  and  maintains  the  cheat  ; 
Where  heavy  ale  in  spots  like  varnish  shows, 
Where  chalky  tallies  yet  remain  in  rows  ; 
Black  pipes  and  broken  jugs  the  seats  defile, 
The  walls  and  windows,  rhymes  and  reck'nings  vile  ; 
Prints  of  the  meanest  kind  disgrace  the  door, 
And  cards,  in  curses  torn,  lie  fragments  on  the  floor. 

Here  his  poor  bird,  th'  inhuman  cocker  brings. 
Arms  his  hard  heel,  and  clips  his  golden  wings  ; 
With  spicy  food  th'  impatient  spirit  feeds. 
And  shouts  and  curses  as  the  battle  bleeds. 
Struck  through  the  brain,  deprived  of  both  his  eyes, 
The  vanquish'd  bird  must  combat  till  he  dies  ; 
Must  faintlj'  peck  at  his  victorious  foe. 
And  reel  and  stagger  at  each  feeble  blow  : 
When  fallen,  the  savage  grasps  his  dabbled  plumes. 
His  bloodstain'd  arms  for  other  deaths  assumes  ; 
And  damns  the  craven  fowl,  that  lost  his  stake. 
And  only  bled  and  perish 'd  for  his  sake. 

Such  are  our  peasants,  those  to  whom  we  yield 
Praise  with  relief,  the  fathers  of  the  field  ; 
And  these  who  take  from  our  reluctant  hands 
What  Burn  advises  or  the  Bench  commaiids. 

Our  farmers  round,  well  pleased  with  constant  gain. 
Like  other  farmers,  flourish  and  complain. — 
These  are  our  groups  ;  our  portraits  next  appear. 
And  close  our  exhibition  for  the  year. 


With  evil  omen  we  that  year  begin  : 
A  child  of  shame — stern  Justice  adds,  of  sin. 
Is  first  recorded  ; — I  would  hide  the  deed. 
But  vain  the  wish  ;  I  sigh,  and  I  proceed  : 
And  coiild  I  well  th'  instructive  truth  convey, 
'Twould  warn  the  giddy  and  awake  the  gay. 

Of  all  the  nymphs  who  gave  our  village  grace. 
The  miller's  daughter  had  the  fairest  face  : 
Proud  was  the  miller  :  monej'  was  his  pride  ; 
Ho  roile  to  market,  as  our  farmers  ride. 
And  'twas  his  boast,  inspired  by  spirits,  there. 
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His  favo\irite  Lucy  should  be  rich  as  fair  ; 
But  she  must  meek  and  still  obedient  prove, 
And  not  presume,  without  his  leave,  to  love. 

A  j'outhful  sailor  heard  him  ; — "  Ha  !  "  quoth  he, 
"This  miller's  maiden  is  a  prize  for  me ; 
Her  charms  I  love,  his  riches  I  desire. 
And  all  his  threats  but  fan  the  kindling  fire  ; 
My  ebbiu":  purse  no  more  the  foe  shall  fill, 
But  love's  kind  act,  and  Lucy  at  the  mill." 

Thus  thought  the  youth,  and  soon  the  chase  began, 
Stretch'd  all  his  sail,  nor  thought  of  pause  or  plan  : 
His  trusty  staff  in  his  bold  hand  he  took. 
Like  him,  and  like  his  frigate,  heart  of  oak  ; 
Fresh  were  his  features,  his  attire  was  new  ; 
Clean  was  his  linen,  and  his  jacket  blue  : 
Of  finest  jean  his  trousers,  tight  and  trim, 
Brush'd  the  large  buckle  at  the  silver  rim. 

He  soon  arrived,  he  traced  the  village  green. 
There  saw  the  maid,  and  was  with  pleasure  seen  ; 
Then  talk'd  of  love,  till  Lucy's  yielding  heart 
Confess'd  'twas  painful,  though  "twas  right,  to  pai'fc. 

"  For  ah  !  my  father  has  a  haughty  soul ; 
Whom  best  he  loves,  he  loves  but  to  control ; 
Me  to  some  churl  in  bargain  he'll  consign. 
And  make  some  tyrant  of  the  parish  mine  : 
Cold  is  his  heart,  and  he  with  looks  severe 
Has  often  forced  but  never  shed  the  tear  ; 
Save  when  my  mother  died,  some  drops  express'd 
A  kind  of  sorrow  for  a  wife  at  rest : — 
To  me  a  master's  stern  regard  is  shown, 
I'm  like  his  steed,  prized  highly  as  his  own  : 
Stroked  but  corrected,  threaten'd  when  supplied, 
His  slave  and  boast,  his  victim  and  his  pride." 

"  Cheer  up,  my  lass  !  I'll  to  thy  father  go, — 
The  miller  cannot  be  the  sailor's  ibe  ; 
Both  live  by  heaven's  free  gale,  that  plays  aloiwl 
In  the  stretch'd  canvas  and  the  piping  shroud  ; 
The  rush  of  winds,  the  flapping  sails  above. 
And  rattling  planks  within,  are  sounds  tve  love  ; 
Calms  arc  our  dread  ;  when  tempests  plough  the  deep, 
We  take  a  reef,  and  to  the  rocking  sleep." 

"  Ha  !  "  quoth  the  miller,  moved  at  speech  so  rash, 
"Art  thou  like  mo  ?  then  whore  thy  notes  and  cash  ? 
Away  to  Wapping,  and  a  wife  command. 
With  all  thy  wealth,  a  guinea  in  thine  hand  ; 
There  wilh  thy  messmates  quatl'  the  nuiddy  cheer. 
And  leave  my  Lucy  for  thy  betters  here." 

"  Revenge  !  revenge  !  "  the  angry  lover  cried. 
Then  sought  the  nymph,  and  "  Be  thou  now  uiy  brido. 
Bride  had  she  been,  but  they  no  priest  could  move 
To  bind  in  law  the  couple  bound  by  love. 

What  sought  these  lovers  then  by  day,  by  night. 
But  stolen  moments  of  disturb'd  delight  ; 
Soft  trembling  tumults,  torroi-s  dearly  prized, 
c  2 
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Transports  that  pain'd,  and  joys  that  agonized? 
Till  the  fond  damsel,  pleased  with  lad  so  trim, 
Awed  by  her  parent,  and  enticed  by  him. 
Her  lovely  f  rm  from  savage  power  to  save. 
Gave — not  her  hand — but  all  she  could  she  gave. 

Then  came  the  day  of  shame,  the  grievous  night, 
The  varying  look,  the  wand'ring  appetite  ; 
The  joy  assumed,  while  sorrow  dimm'd  the  eyes. 
The  forced  sad  smiles  that  follow'd  sudden  sighs  ; 
And  every  art,  long  used,  but  used  in  vain, 
To  hide  thy  progress,  Nature,  and  thy  pain. 

Too  eager  ca\ition  shows  some  danger  's  near, 
The  bully's  bluster  proves  the  coward's  fear  ; 
His  sober  step  the  drunkard  vainly  tries, 
And  nymphs  expose  the  failings  thej'  disguise. 

First,  whispering  gossips  were  in  parties  seen, 
Then  louder  Scandal  walk'd  the  village  green  ; 
Next  babbling  Folly  told  the  growing  ill. 
And  busy  Malice  dropp'd  it  at  the  mill. 

"  (io  !  to  thy  curse  and  mine,"  the  father  said, 
"  Strife  and  confusion  stalk  around  thy  bed  ; 
Want  and  a  wailing  brat  thj'  portion  be. 
Plague  to  thy  fondness,  as  thy  fault  to  me. 
Where  skulks  the  villain  ?" — 

"  On  the  ocean  wide 
My  William  seeks  a  portion  for  his  bride." — 

"Vain  be  his  search  ;  but,  till  the  traitor  come, 
The  higgler's  cottage  be  thy  futiu'e  home  ; 
There  with  his  ancient  shrew  and  care  abide. 
And  hide  thy  head, — thy  .shame  thou  canst  not  hide." 

Day  after  day  was  pass'd  in  pains  and  grief; 
Week  follow'd  week, — and  still  was  no  relief ; 
Her  boy  was  born, — no  laxls  nor  la.sses  came 
To  grace  the  rite,  or  give  the  child  a  nanio  ; 
Nor  grave  conceited  nurse,  of  office  proud, 
Bore  the  young  Christian  roaring  through  the  crowd  : 
In  a  small  chamber  was  my  office  done. 
Where  blinks  through  paper'd  panes  the  setting  sun  ; 
Where  noisy  sparrows,  perch 'd  on  penthouse  near, 
Chirp  tuneless  joy,  and  mock  the  frequent  tear  ; 
Bats  on  their  webby  wings  in  darkness  move. 
And  feebly  shriek  their  melancholy  love. 

No  sailor  came  ;  the  months  in  terror  fled  ! 
Then  news  arrived — he  fought,  and  he  was  dead! 

At  the  lone  cottage  Lucy  lives,  and  still 
Walks  for  her  weekly  pittance  to  the  mill ; 
A  mean  seraglio  there  her  father  keeps, 
Whose  mirth  insults  her,  as  she  stands  and  weeps  ; 
And  sees  the  plenty,  while  comjicU'd  to  stay. 
Her  father's  pride  become  his  harlot's  prey. 

Throiij^diout  the  lanes  she  glides  at  evening's  close. 
And  soltly  lulls  her  infant  to  rcpo.se  ; 
Then  sits  and  gazes,  but  with  viewless  look, 
As  gilds  the  irioon  the  rippling  of  the  brook  ; 
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And  sings  her  vespers,  but  in  voice  so  low, 

She  hears  their  murmurs  as  the  waters  flow  ; 

And  she  too  murmurs,  and  begins  to  find 

The  solemn  wanderings  of  a  wounded  mind. 

Visions  of  terror,  views  of  woe  succeed, 

The  mind's  impatience,  to  the  body's  need  ; 

By  turns  to  that,  by  turns  to  this  a  prey, 

She  knows  what  reason  jdelds,  and  dreads  what  madness  may. 

Next,  with  their  boy,  a  decent  couple  came,  " 
And  call'd  him  Robert, — 'twas  his  father's  name  ; 
Three  girls  preceded,  all  by  time  endear'd. 
And  future  births  were  neither  hoped  nor  lear'd  ; 
Blest  in  each  other,  but  to  no  excess. 
Health,  quiet,  comfort,  form'd  their  happiness ; 
Love  all  made  up  of  torture  and  delight. 
Was  but  mere  madness  in  this  couple's  sight : 
Susan  could  think,  though  not  without  a  sigh, 
II  she  were  gone,  who  should  her  place  supply  ; 
And  Robert,  half  in  earnest,  half  in  jest, 
Talk  of  her  spouse,  when  he  should  be  at  rest : 
Yet  strange  would  either  think  it  to  be  told. 
Their  love  was  cooling,  or  their  hearts  were  cold. 
Few  were  their  acres, — but,  with  these  content. 
They  were,  each  pay-day,  ready  with  their  rent : 
And  tew  their  wishes — what  their  farm  denied, 
The  neighbouring  town,  at  trifling  cost,  suppUed. 
It  at  the  draper's  window  Susan  cast 
A  longing  look,  as  with  her  goods  she  paes'd. 
And,  with  the  produce  of  the  wheel  and  chmTi, 
Bought  her  a  Sunday  robe  on  her  return  ; 
True  to  her  maxim,  she  vvould  take  no  rest 
Till  care  repaid  that  portion  to  the  chest : 
Or  if,  when  loitering  at  the  Whitsun-tair, 
Her  Robert  spent  some  idle  shillings  there  ; 
Up  at  the  barn,  before  the  break  of  day. 
He  made  his  labour  for  th'  indulgence  pay  : 
Thas  both — that  waste  itself  might  work  in  vain — 
Wrought  double  tides,  and  all  was  well  again. 

Yet,  though  so  prudent,  there  were  times  of  joy 
(The  day  they  wed,  the  christening  of  the  boy). 
When  to  the  wealthier  farmers  there  was  shown 
Welcome  unfeign'd,  and  plenty  like  their  own  ; 
For  Susan  served  the  great,  and  had  some  prido 
Among  our  topmost  people  to  preside  : 
Yet  in  that  plenty,  in  that  welcome  free, 
There  was  the  guiding  nice  frugality. 
That,  in  the  festal  as  the  frugal  day. 
Has,  in  a  different  mode,  a  sovereign  sway  ; 
As  tides  the  same  attractive  influence  know. 
In  the  least  ebb  and  in  their  proudest  flow 
1'he  wise  frugality,  that  does  not  give 
A  life  to  saving,  but  that  saves  to  live  ; 
Sparing,  not  pinching,  mindful  though  not  mean. 
O'er  all  presiding,  yet  in  nothing  seen. 
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Recorded  next  a  babe  of  love  I  trace  ! 
Of  many  loves,  the  mother's  frtish  disgrace. — 

"Again,  thou  harlot !  could  not  all  thy  pain, 
All  my  reproof,  thy  wanton  thoughts  restrain  '( " 

"  Alas  !  yom'  reverence,  wanton  thoughts,  I  grant. 
Were  once  my  motive,  now  the  thoughts  of  want ; 
Women,  like  me,  as  ducks  in  a  decoy, 
Swim  down  a  stream,  and  seem  to  swim  in  joy. 
Your  sex  pursue  us,  and  our  own  disdain  ; 
Return  is  dreadful,  and  escape  is  vain. 
Would  men  forsake  us,  and  would  women  strive 
To  help  the  fall'n,  their  virtue  might  revive." 

For  rite  of  churching  soon  she  made  her  way. 
In  dread  of  scandal,  should  she  miss  the  day  : — 
Two  matrons  came  !  with  them  she  humbly  knelt. 
Their  action  copied  and  their  comforts  lelt, 
From  that  great  pain  and  peril  to  be  free. 
Though  still  in  peril  of  that  pain  to  be ; 
Alas  !  what  numbers,  like  this  amorous  dame, 
Are  quick  to  censure,  but  are  dead  to  shame  ! 

Twin  infants  then  appear  ;  a  girl,  a  boy, 
Th'  o'erflowing  cup  of  Gerard  Ablett's  joy  : 
One  had  I  named  in  every  year  that  pass'd 
Since  Gerard  wed  ;  and  twins  behold  at  last  ! 
Well  pleased,  the  bridegroom  smiled  to  hear — "  A  vino 
Fruitful  and  spreading  round  the  walls  be  thine. 
And  branch-like  be  thine  offspring  ! " — Gerard  then 
Look'd  joyful  love,  and  softly  said  "  Amen." 
Now  of  that  vino  he'd  have  no  more  increase, 
Those  playful  branches  now  disturb  his  peace  : 
Them  he  beholds  around  his  tables  spread. 
But  finds,  the  more  the  branch,  the  less  the  bread  ; 
And  while  they  run  his  humble  walls  about. 
They  keep  the  sunshine  of  good  humour  out. 

Cease,  man,  to  grieve  !  thy  master's  lot  survey, 
Whom  wife  and  children,  thou  and  thine  obey  ; 
A  fai-mer  proud,  beyond  a  farmer's  pride. 
Of  all  around  the  envy  or  the  guide  ; 
Who  trots  to  market  on  a  steed  so  fine. 
That  when  I  meet  him,  I'm  ashamed  of  mine  ; 
Whoso  board  is  high  uphoap'd  with  generous  faro. 
Which  five  stout  sons  and  three  tall  daughters  share. 
Cease,  man,  to  grieve,  and  listen  to  his  care. 

A  few  years  fled,  and  all  thy  boys  shall  bo 
Lords  of  a  cot,  and  labourers  like  thee  : 
Thy  girls  unportion'd  neigh b' ring  youth  shall  lead 
Brides  from  m}'  church,  and  thenceforth  thou  art  freed  : 
But  then  thy  master  shall  of  cares  complain, 
Care  after  care,  a  long  connected  train  ; 
His  sons  for  farms  shall  ask  a  large  supply. 
For  fanners'  sons  each  gentle  miss,  shall  sigh  ; 
Thy  mistress,  reasoning  well  of  life's  decay. 
Shall  ask  a  chaise,  and  hardly  brook  delay  ; 
The  smart  young  comet,  who  with  so  much  grace 
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Kode  in  the  ranks  and  betted  at  the  race. 
While  the  vex'd  parent  rails  at  deeds  so  rash, 
Shall  d — n  his  luck,  and  stretch  his  hand  for  cash. 
Sad  troubles,  Gerard  !  now  pertain  to  thee. 
When  thy  rich  master  seems  from  trouble  free  ; 
But  'tis  one  fate  at  different  times  assign 'd, 
And  thou  shalt  lose  the  cares  that  he  must  find. 

"  Ah  !  "  quoth  our  village  grocer,  rich  and  old, 
"Would  I  might  one  such  cause  for  care  behold  !  " 
To  whom  his  friend,   "  Mine  greater  bliss  would  be. 
Would  Heav'n  take  those  my  spouse  assigns  to  me." 

Aged  were  both,  that  Dawkins,  Ditchem  this. 
Who  much  of  marriage  thought,  and  much  amiss  ; 
Both  would  delay,  the  one,  till— riches  gain'd, 
The  son  he  wish'd  might  be  to  honour  train'd  ; 
His  friend — lest  fierce  intruding  heirs  should  como 
To  waste  his  hoard  and  vex  his  quiet  home. 

Dawkins,  a  dealer  once,  on  burthen'd  back 
Bore  his  whole  substance  in  a  pedlar's  pack  ; 
To  dames  discreet,  the  duties  yet  unpaid. 
His  stores  of  lace  and  hyson  he  couvey'd  : 
When  thus  enrich'd,  he  chose  at  home  to  stop, 
And  fleece  his  neighbours  in  a  new-built  shop  ; 
Then  woo'd  a  spinster  blithe,  and  hoped,  when  wed, 
For  love's  fair  favours  and  a  fruitful  bed. 

Not  so  his  friend  ; — on  widow  fair  and  staid 
He  fix'd  his  eye,  but  he  was  much  afraid  ; 
Yet  woo'd  ;  while  she  his  hair  of  silver  hue 
Demurely  noticed,  and  her  eye  withdrew  : 
Doubtful  he  paused— "  Ah  !  were  I  sure,"  he  cried, 
No  craving  chiMren  would  my  gains  divide  ; 

Fair  as  she  is,  I  would  my  widow  take, 

And  live  more  largely  tor  my  partner's  sake." 

With  such  their  views  some  thoughtful  yeai-s  they  pass'd, 

And  hoping,  dreading,  they  were  bound  at  last. 

And  what  their  fate  ?     Observe  them  as  they  go. 

Comparing  fear  with  tear  and  woo  with  woo. 

"  Humphrey  !  "  said  Dawkins,   "envy  in  my  breast 

Sickens  to  see  thee  in  thy  children  blest : 

They  are  thy  joys,  while  I  go  grieving  home 

To  a  sad  spouse,  and  our  eternal  gloom  : 

We  look  despondency  ;  no  intant  near 

To  bless  the  eye  or  win  the  parent's  ear  ; 

Our  sudden  heats  and  quarrels  to  allay. 

And  soothe  the  petty  sufferings  of  the  day  : 

Alike  our  want,  yet  both  the  want  reprove  ; 

'  Where  are,'  I  cry,  '  these  pledges  of  our  love? ' 

When  she,  like  Jacob's  wife  makes  fierce  reply, 

Yet  fond—'  Oh  !  give  me  children,  or  I  die  : ' 

And  I  return — still  childless  doom'd  to  live, 

Like  the  vex'd  patriarch—'  Are  they  mine  to  give?  ' 

Ah  !  much  I  envy  thee  thy  boys,  who  ride 

Oil  poplar  branch,  and  canter  at  thy  side  ; 

And  girls,  whose  cheeks  thy  chin's  tierce  fondness  know, 
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And  with  fresh  beauty  at  the  contact  glow." 

"  Qh  !  simple  Iriend,"  said  Ditchem,   "  wouldst  thou  gain 
A  lather's  pleasure  by  a  husband's  pain  ? 
Alas  !  what  pleasure  -when  some  vig'rous  boy 
Should  swell  thy  pride,  some  rosy  girl  thy  joy  ; 
Is  it  to  doubt  who  grafted  this  sweet  flower, 
Or  whence  arose  that  spii'it  and  that  |  lower  ? 
Four  years  I've  wed  ;  not  one  has  pass'd  in  vain  ; 
Behold  the  fifth  !  behold  a  babe  again  ! 
My  wife's  gay  friends  th'  unwelcome  imp  admire, 
And  fill  tho  room  with  gratulation  dire  : 
While  I  in  silence  sate,  revolving  all 
That  influence  ancient  men,  or  that  befall  ; 
A  gay  pert  guest — Heav'n  knows  his  business — came  ; 
'  A  glorious  boy  !  '  he  cried,  '  and  what  the  name  ?  ' 
Angry  I  growl'd, — '  My  spirits  cease  to  tease, 
Name  it  yourselves, — Cain,  Judas,  if  you  please  ; 
His  father's  give  him, — should  you  that  explore, 
The  devil's  or  yours  : ' — I  said  and  sought  the  door. 
My  tender  partner  not  a  word  or  sigh 
Gives  to  my  wrath,  nor  to  my  speech  reply  ; 
But  takes  her  comforts,  triumphs  in  my  pain, 
And  looks  undaunted  for  a  birth  again." 

Heirs  thus  denied  aflBict  the  pining  heart, 
And  thus  afforded,  jealous  pangs  impart ; 
Let,  therefore,  none  avoid,  and  none  demand 
These  arrows  number'd  for  the  giant's  hand. 

Then  with  their  infants  three,  the  parents  came, 
And  each  assign' d— 'twas  all  they  had — a  name  ; 
Names  of  no  mark  or  price  ;  of  them  not  one 
Shall  court  our  view  on  the  sepulchral  stone, 
Or  stop  the  clerk,  th'  engraven  scrolls  to  spell. 
Or  keep  the  sexton  from  the  sermon  bell. 

An  orphan-girl  succeeds  :  ere  she  was  born 
Her  father  died,  her  mother  on  that  mom  : 
The  pious  mistress  of  the  school  sustains 
Her  parents'  part,  nor  their  affection  feigns, 
But  pitying  feels  :  with  due  resjject  and  joy, 
I  trace  the  matron  at  her  loved  employ  ; 
What  time  the  striplings,  wearied  e'en  with  play, 
Part  at  the  closing  of  the  summer's  day, 
And  each  by  different  path  returns  tho  well-known  way — 
Then  I  behold  her  at  her  cottage-door, 
Frugal  of  light — her  Bible  laid  before. 
When  on  her  double  duty  she  proceeds, 
Of  time  as  frugal— knitting  as  she  roads  : 
Her  idle  neighbours,  who  approach  to  tell 
Some  trifling  tale,  her  serious  looks  compel 
To  hear  reluctant, — while  tho  lads  who  pass, 
In  pure  respect,  walk  silent  on  the  grass  : 
Tlion  sinks  the  day,  but  not  to  rest  she  goes, 
Till  solemn  prayers  tho  daily  duties  close. 

But  I  digress,  and  lo!  an  infant  train 
Appear,  and  call  ine  to  my  task  again. 
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"  Why  Lonicera  wilt  thou  name  the  child  ?  " 
I  ask'd  the  gardener's  wife,  in  accents  mild  : 
"  We  have  a  ri<rht,"  replied  the  sturdy  dame  ; — 
And  Lonicera  was  the  infant's  name. 
If  next  a  son  shall  yield  our  gardener  joy. 
Then  Hyacinthus  shall  be  that  fair  boy  ; 
And  if  a  girl,  they  will  at  length  agree 
That  Belladonna  that  fair  maid  shall  be. 

High-sounding  words  our  worthy  gardener  gets. 
And  at  his  club  to  wondering  swains  repeats  ; 
He  then  of  Rhus  and  Rhododendron  speaks. 
And  Allium  calls  his  onions  and  his  leeks  ; 
Nor  weeds  .are  now,  for  whence  arose  the  weed, 
Scarce  plants,  fair  herbs,  and  curious  flowers  proceed  ; 
Where  cuckoo-pints  and  dandelions  sprung 
(Gross  names  had  they  our  plainer  sires  among), 
There  Arums,  there  Leontodons  we  view, 
And  Artemisia  grows  where  wormwood  grew. 

But  though  no  weed  exists  his  garden  round, 
From  Rumex  strong  our  gardener  frees  his  ground, 
Takes  soft  Senecio  from  the  yielding  land. 
And  grasps  the  arm'd  Urtica  in  his  hand. 

Not  Darwin's  self  had  more  delijiht  to  sing 
Of  floral  courtship,  in  th'  awaken'd  spring. 
Than  Peter  Pratt,  who  simpering  loves  to  tell 
How  rise  the  stamens,  as  the  pistils  swell ; 
Plow  bend  and  curl  the  moist-top  to  the  spouse. 
And  give  and  take  the  vegetable  vows  ; 
How  those  esteem 'd  of  old  but  tips  and  chives,       ; 
Are  tender  husbands  and  obedient  wives  ;  \ 

Who  live  and  love  within  the  sacred  bower, —  ; 

That  bridal  bed,  the  vulgar  term  a  flower.  I 

Hear  Peter  proudly,  to  some  humble  friend, 
A  wondrous  secret,  in  his  science,  lend  : — 
"Would  you  advance  the  niiptial  hour  and  bring 
The  fniit  of  autumn  with  the  flowers  of  spring  ; 
View  that  light  frame  where  Oucumis  lies  spread, 
And  trace  the  husbands  in  their  gulden  bed, 
Three  powder'd  anthers  ;  then  no  more  delay. 
But  to  the  stigma's  tip  their  dust  convey  ; 
Then  by  thyself,  from  prying  glance  secure. 
Twirl  the  fall  tip  and  make  your  purpose  sure  ; 
A  long-abiding  race  the  deed  shall  pay, 
Nor  one  unblest  abortion  pine  away." 

T'  admire  their  friend's  discourse  our  swains  agree. 
And  call  it  science  and  philosophy. 

'Tis  good,  'tis  pleasant,  through  th'  advancing  year. 
To  see  unnumber'd  growing  forms  appear; 
What  leafy  life  from  earth's  broad  bosom  rise  ! 
What  insect  myriads  seek  the  summer  skies  ! 
What  scaly  tribes  in  every  streamlet  move  ; 
What  plumy  people  sing  in  every  grove  ! 
All  with  the  year  awaked  to  life,  deli!j;lit,  and  love. 
Then  names  are  good  ;  for  how,  without  their  aid. 
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Is  knowledge,  gain'd  by  man,  to  man  convey'd  ? 
But  from  that  source  shall  all  our  pleasures  flow  ? 
Shall  all  our  knowledj^o  be  those  names  to  know  ? 
Then  he,  with  memory  blest,  shall  bear  away 
The  palm  from  Grew,  and  Middleton,  and  Ray  : 
No  !  let  us  rather  seek,  in  grove  and  field, 
What  food  for  wonder,  what  for  use  they  yield  ; 
Some  just  remark  from  Nature's  people  bring. 
And  some  new  source  of  homage  for  her  King. 

Pride  lives  with  all  ;  strange  names  our  rustics  give 
To  helpless  infants,  that  their  own  may  live  ; 
Pleased  to  be  known,  they'll  some  attention  claim. 
And  find  some  by-way  to  the  bouse  ot  tame. 

The  straightest  furrow  lifts  the  ploughman's  art. 
The  hat  he  gain'd  has  warmth  for  head  and  heart ; 
The  bowl  that  beats  the  greater  number  down 
Of  tottering  nine-pins,  gives  to  fame  the  clown  ; 
Or,  foil'd  in  these,  he  opes  his  ample  jaws. 
And  lets  a  frog  leap  down,  to  gain  applause  ; 
Or  grins  for  hours,  or  tipples  for  a  week. 
Or  challenges  a  well-pinch'd  pig  to  squeak  : 
Some  idle  deed,  some  child's  preposterous  name. 
Shall  make  him  known,  and  give  his  folly  fame. 

To  name  an  infant  meet  our  village  su'es, 
Assembled  all  as  such  event  requires  ; 
Frequent  and  full,  the  nu-al  sages  sate, 
And  speakers  many  urged  the  long  debate, — 
Some  harden'd  knaves,  who  roved  the  country  round, 
Had  left  a  babe  within  the  parish  bound. — 
First,  of  the  tact  they  question'd — "  Was  it  true  ?" 
The  child  was  brought — "  What  then  remain'd  to  do  ?" 
"  Was't  dead  or  living  ?"  This  was  fairly  proved, — 
'Twas  pinch'd,  it  roar'd,  and  every  doubt  removed. 
Then  by  what  name  th'  unwelcome  guest  to  call 
Was  long  a  question,  and  it  posed  them  all ; 
For  he  who  lent  it  to  a  babe  unknown. 
Censorious  men  might  take  it  tor  his  own  : 
Tliey  look'd  about,  they  gravely  spoke  to  all, 
And  not  one  Richard  ansvver'd  to  the  call. 
Next  thoy  inquired  the  day,  when,  passing  by, 
Th'  unlucky  peasant  heard  the  stranger's  cry  : 
This  known, — how  food  and  raiment  they  might  give 
Was  next  debated — for  the  rogue  would  live  ; 
At  last,  with  all  their  words  and  work  content, 
Back  to  their  homes  the  prudent  vestry  went, 
An<l  Richard  JSlonday  to  the  workhouse  sent. 

There  was  he  pinch'd  and  pitied,  thump'd  and  fed. 
And  duly  took  his  beatings  and  his  bread  ; 
Patient  in  all  control,  in  all  abuse. 
He  found  contempt  and  kicking  have  their  use : 
Sad,  silent,  supple  ;  bending  to  the  blow, 
A  slave  of  slaves,  the  lowest  ot  the  low  ; 
His  pliant  soul  gave  way  to  all  things  base, 
He  knew  no  shame;  he  dreaded  no  disgrace. 
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It  scem'd,  so  well  his  passions  he  suppress'd, 

No  feeling  stirr'd  his  ever  torpid  breast ; 

Him  might  the  meanest  pauper  bruise  and  cheat, 

He  was  a  footstool  for  the  begg-ar's  feet  ; 

His  were  the  legs  that  ran  at  all  commands  ; 

They  used  on  all  occasions  Richard's  hands  : 

His  very  soul  was  not  his  own  ;  he  stole 

As  others  order'd,  and  without  a  dole  ; 

In  all  disputes,  on  either  part  he  lied, 

And  freely  pledged  his  oath  on  either  side  ; 

In  all  rebellions  Richard  join'd  the  rest, 

In  all  detections  Richard  first  confess'd  ; 

Yet,  though  disgraced,  he  watch'd  his  time  so  well, 

He  rose  in  favour  when  in  fame  he  fell  ; 

Base  was  his  usage,  vile  his  whole  employ. 

And  all  despised  and  fed  the  pliant  boy. 

At  length  "  'Tis  time  he  should  abroad  be  sent," 

Was  whisper'd  near  him, — and  abroad  he  went ; 

One  morn  they  call'd  him,  Richard  answer'd  not  ; 

They  deem'd  him  hanging,  and  in  time  forgot, — 

Yet  miss'd  him  long,  as  each  throughout  the  clan 

Found  "he  had  better  spared  a  better  man." 

Now  Richard's  talents  for  the  world  were  fit, — 
He'd  no  small  cunning,  and  had  some  small  wit ; 
Had  that  calm  look  which  seem'd  to  all  assent, 
And  that  complacent  speech  which  nothing  meant : 
He'd  but  one  care,  and  that  he  strove  to  hide — 
How  best  for  Richard  Monday  to  provide. 
Steel,  through  opposing  plates,  the  magnet  draws. 
And  steely  atoms  culls  irom  dust  and  straws  ; 
And  thus  our  hero,  to  his  interest  true. 
Gold  through  all  bars  and  from  each  trifle  drew  ; 
But  still  more  surely  round  the  world  to  go, 
This  fortune's  child  had  neither  friend  nor  foe. 

Long  lost  to  us,  at  last  our  man  we  trace, — 
"  Sir  Richard  Monday  died  at  Monday  Place  :" 
His  lady's  worth,  his  daughter's,  we  peruse. 
And  find  his  grandsons  all  as  rich  as  Jews  : 
He  gave  reforming  charities  a  sum. 
And  bought  the  blessings  of  the  blind  and  dumb  ; 
Bequcath'd  to  missions  mono)'  from  the  stocks, 
And  Bibles  issued  from  his  private  box  ; 
But  to  his  native  j)lace  severely  just. 
He  left  a  pittance  bound  in  rigid  trust ; — 
Two  paltry  pounds  on  every  quarter's  day 
(At  church  [)roduced)  for  forty  loaves  should  pay  ; 
A  stinted  gift  that  to  the  parish  shows 
He  kept  in  mind  their  bounty  and  their  blows  ! 

To  farmers  three,  the  year  has  given  a  son. 
Finch  on  the  Moor,  and  French.,  and  MiddUlon. 
Twice  in  this  year  a  female  OiUs  I  see, 
A  Spalding  once,  and  once  a  Ikirnahy  : — 
A  humble  man  is  /le,  and  when  they  meet, 
Our  farmers  find  him  on  a  distant  seat ; 
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There  for  their  wit  he  serves  a  constant  theme, — 

"  They  praise  his  dairy,  they  extol  his  team, 

They  ask  the  price  of  each  unrivall'd  steed, 

And  whence  his  sheep,  that  admirable  breed. 

His  thriving  arts  they  beg  he  would  explain, 

And  where  he  puts  the  money  he  must  gain. 

They  have  their  daughters,  but  they  fear  their  friend 

Would  think  his  sons  too  much  would  condescend  ;— 

They  have  their  sons  who  would  their  fortunes  try. 

But  fear  his  daughters  will  their  suit  deny." 

So  runs  the  joke,  while  James,  with  sigh  profound, 

And  face  of  care,  looks  moveless  on  the  ground  ; 

His  cares,  his  sighs,  provoke  the  insult  more. 

And  point  the  jest — for  Barnaby  is  poor. 

Last  in  my  list,  five  untaught  lads  appear  ; 
Their  father  dead,  compassion  sent  them  here, — • 
For  still  that  rustic  iutidel  denied 
To  have  their  names  with  solemn  rite  applied  : 
His,  a  lone  house,  by  Deadman's  Dyke-way  stood  ; 
And  his  a  nightly  haunt,  in  Lonely-wood  : 
Each  village  inn  has  heard  the  ruffian  boast 
That  he  believed  "in  neither  God  nor  ghost ; 
That  when  the  sod  upon  the  sinner  press' d. 
He,  like  the  saint,  had  everlasting  rest ; 
That  never  priest  believed  his  doctrines  true. 
But  would,  for  profit,  own  himself  a  Jew, 
Or  worship  wood  and  stone,  as  honest  heathen  do  ; 
That  fools  alone  on  future  worlds  rely. 
And  all  who  die  for  fixith  deserve  to  die." 

These  maxims, — part  th'  attorney's  clerk  profess' d, 
His  own  transcendent  genius  found  the  rest. 
Our  pious  matrons  heard,  and  miich  amazed, 
Gazed  on  the  man,  and  trembled  as  they  gazed  ; 
And  now  his  face  explored,  and  now  his  feet, 
Man's  dreaded  foe  in  this  bad  man  to  meet : 
But  him  our  drunkards  as  their  champion  raised, 
Their  bishop  call'd,  and  as  their  hero  praised  : 
Though  most,  when  sober,  and  the  rest  when  sick. 
Had  little  qtiestion  whence  his  bishoiM'ic. 

But  he,  triumphant  spirit  !  all  things  dared  ; 
He  poach'd  the  wood,  and  on  the  warren  snared  ; 
'Twas  his,  at  cards,  each  novice  to  ti-opan, 
And  call  the  wants  ol  rogues  "the  rights  of  man  ;" 
Wild  as  the  winds  he  let  his  offspring  rove. 
And  deem'd  the  m.arriago  bond  the  bane  of  love. 

What  age  and  sickness,  for  a  man  so  bold. 
Had  done,  we  know  not  ; — none  behold  him  old  : 
By  night,  as  business  urged,  he  sought  the  wood  ; 
The  ditch  was  deep, — the  rain  had  caused  a  flood, — 
The  foot-bridge  fail'd,— he  plunged  beneath  the  deep. 
And  slept,  if  truth  were  his,  th'  eternal  sleep. 

These  have  we  named  ;  on  life's  rough  sea  they  sail, 
With  many  a  prosperous,  many  an  advert-o  gale  ! 
Where  passion  soon,  like  powerful  winds,  will  rage. 
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And  prudence,  wearied,  with  their  strength  engage  : 

Then  each,  in  aid,  shall  some  companion  ask, 

For  help  or  comfort  in  the  tedious  task  ; 

And  what  that  help — what  joys  from  union  flow, 

What  good  or  ill,  we  next  prepare  to  show  ; 

And  row,  meantime,  our  weary  bark  to  shore, 

As  Spenser  his — but  not  with  Spenser's  oar.* 


PART  II. 

MAKEIAGES. 

Previous  Consideration  necessary :  yet  not  too  long  Delay— Imprudent  Marriage  of  old 
Kirk  and  liis  Servant— Comparison  between  an  ancient  and  youtliliil  Partner  to  a  young 
Man— Prudence  of  Donald  the  Gardener— Parish  Wcdiling  :  the  coiopellcd  Bridegroom  : 
Day  of  Marriage,  how  si  .ent— Relation  of  the  AccompUbhments  of  Phcebe  Dawson,  a  rustic 
Beauty  •  her  Lover  :  his  Courtship  :  their  Marriage— Misery  of  Precipitation- The 
wealthy  Couple  :  Et-luctance  in  the  Husband  :  why  f- Unusually  fair  Siguatiires  in  the 
Register  :  the  common  Kind—Seduction  of  Lucy  Collins  by  Footman  Daniel  :  her  rustic 
Lover  •  her  lletum  to  him— An  ancient  Couple  :  Comparisons  on  the  Occasion— More 
i.leasant  View  of  Village  Matrimony  :  Farmers  celebrating  the  Day  of  Marriage  :  their 
■VV-ives- Reuben  and  Rachel,  a  happy  Pair  :  an  example  of  prudent  Dehiy- Reflections 
on  their  State  who  were  not  so  prudent,  and  its  Improvement  towards  tlie  Termiiiatmli 
of  Life  :  an  old  Man  so  circumstanced- Attempt  to  seduce  a  Village  Beauty  :  Persuasiou 
and  Reply :  the  Event. 

Disposed  to  wed,  e'en  while  you  hasten,  stay  ; 
There's  great  advantage  in  a  small  delay  : 
Thus  Ovid  sang,  and  much  the  wise  approve 
This  prudent  maxim  of  the  priest  of  Love  ; 
If  poor,  delay  for  future  want  prepares, 
And  eases  humVjle  life  of  half  its  cares  : 
If  rich,  delay  shall  brace  the  thoughtful  mind, 
T'  endure  the  ills  that  e'en  the  happiest  find  : 
Delay  shall  knowledge  yield  on  either  part. 
And  show  the  value  of  the  vanquish'd  heart  ; 
The  humours,  passions,  merits,  failings  prove. 
And  gently  raise  the  veil  that's  worn  by  Love  ; 
Love,  that  impatient  guide  ! — too  proud  to  think 
Of  vulgar  wants,  of  clothing,  meat,  and  drink, 
Urges  our  amorous  swains  their  joys  to  seize. 
And  then,  at  rags  and  hunger  frightcn'd,  flees  : 
Yet  not  too  long  in  cold  debate  remain  ; 
Till  age  refrain  not— but  if  old,  refrain. 

By  no  such  rule  would  Gaftor  Kirk  be  tried  ; 
First  in  the  year  he  led  a  blooming  bride, 
And  stood  a  wither'd  elder  at  her  side. 
Oh  !  Nathan  !  Nathan  !  at  thy  years  trepann'd, 
To  take  a  v/anton  harlot  by  the  hand  ! 
Thou,  who  wert  used  so  tartly  to  exi)ress 
Thy  sense  of  matrimonial  hajipincss. 
Till  every  youth,  whose  banns  at  church  were  read, 

•  All'isioua  of  this  kind  are  to  bo  found  in  the  "  FaLrj-  Queen."    See  tho  end  of  the  I'lrst 
Duuk,  and  other  places. 
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Strove  not  to  meet,  or  meeting,  hung  his  head  ; 
And  every  lass  forbore  at  thee  to  look, 
A  sly  old  fish,  too  cunning  for  the  hook  ; 
And  now  at  sixty,  that  pert  dame  to  see 
Of  all  thy  savings  mistress,  and  of  thee  ; 
Now  will  the  lads,  rememb'ring  insults  past. 
Cry,  "  What,  the  wise  one  in  the  trap  at  last ! " 

Fie  !  Nathan  !  fie  !  to  let  an  artful  jade 
The  close  recesses  of  thine  heart  invade  ; 
"What  grievous  pangs,  what  suffering  she'll  impart  ! 
And  fill  with  anguish  that  rebellious  heart ; 
For  thou  wilt  strive  incessantly,  in  vain. 
By  threatening  speech  thy  freedom  to  regain  : 
But  she  for  conquest  married,  nor  will  prove 
A  dupe  to  thee,  thine  anger  or  thy  love  ; 
Clamorous  her  tongue  will  be  : — of  either  sex. 
She'll  gather  friends  around  thee  and  perplex 
Thy  doubtful  soul  ; — thy  money  she  will  waste 
In  the  vain  ramblings  of  a  vulgar  taste  ; 
And  will  be  happy  to  exert  her  power. 
In  every  eye,  in  thine,  at  every  hour. 

Then  wilt  thou  bluster — "  No  !  I  will  not  rest, 
And  see  consumed  each  shilling  of  my  chest :  " 
Thou  wilt  be  valiant — "  When  thy  cousins  call, 
I  will  abuse  and  shut  my  door  on  all :" 
Thou  wilt  be  cruel ! — "  What  the  law  allows. 
That  be  thy  portion,  my  ungrateful  spouse  ! 
Nor  other  shillings  shalt  thou  then  receive  ; 
And  when  I  die — What  !  may  I  this  believe? 
Are  these  true  tender  tears  ?  and  does  my  Kitty  grieve  i 
Ah  !  crafty  vixen,  thine  old  man  has  fears  ; 
But  weep  no  more  !  I'm  melted  by  thy  tears  : 
Spare  but  my  money  ;  thou  shalt  rule  me  still, 
And  see  thy  cousins  : — there  !  I  burn  the  will. " 

Thus,  with  example  sad,  our  year  began, 
A  wanton  vixen  and  a  weary  man  ; 
"  But  had  this  tale  in  other  guise  been  told," 
Young  let  the  lover  be,  the  lady  old, 
And  that  disparity  of  years  shall  prove 
No  bane  of  peace,  although  some  l)ar  to  love  : 
'Tis  not  the  worst,  our  nuptial  ties  among. 
That  joins  the  ancient  bride  and  bridegroom  young  ; — 
Young  wives,  like  changing  winds,  their  power  display 
By  shitting  points  antl  varying  day  by  day  ; 
Now  zep'nyrs  mild,  now  whirlwinds  in  their  force, 
They  sometimes  speed,  but  oftin  thwart  our  course 
And  much  experienced  should  that  pilot  be 
Who  sails  with  them  on  life's  tompcstucms  se;\. 
Btit  like  a  trade-wind  is  the  ancicTit  dame, 
Mild  to  your  wish  and  every  day  the  same  ; 
Steady  as  time,  no  sudden  sijualls  you  tear, 
But  set  full  sail  and  with  assurance  steer  ; 
Till  every  danger  in  your  way  be  passVl, 
And  then  she  gently,  mildly  breathes  her  last 
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Rich  you  arrive  in  port,  awhile  remain, 

And  for  a  second  venture  sail  again. 

For  this,  blithe  Donald  southwaid  made  his  way. 

And  left  the  lasses  on  the  banks  of  Tay  ; 

Him  to  a  neighbouring  garden  fortune  sent. 

Whom  we  beheld,  aspiringly  content : 

Patient  and  mild  he  sought  the  dame  to  please, 

Who  ruled  the  kitchen  and  who  bore  the  keys. 

Fair  Lucy  first,  the  laundry's  grace  and  pride,_ 

With  smiles  and  gracious  looks,  her  fortune  tried  ; 

But  all  in  vain  she  praised  his  "  pawky  eyue," 

Where  never  fondness  was  for  Lucy  seen  : 

Him  the  mild  Susan,  boast  of  dairies,  loved, 

And  found  him  civil,  cautious,  and  unmoved  : 

From  many  a  h-agrant  simple,  Catherine's  skill 

Drew  oil  and  essence  fi-om  tlie  boiling  still ; 

But  not  her  warmth,  nor  all  her  winning  ways, 

From  his  cool  phlegm  could  Donald's  spirit  raise  : 

Of  beauty  heedless,  with  the  merry  mute. 

To  Mistress  Dobson  he  preferr'd  his  suit  ; 

There  proved  his  service,  there  address'd  his  vows, 

And  saw  her  mistress, — friend, — protectress, — spouse  ; 

A  butler  now,  he  thanks  his  powerful  bride. 

And,  like  her  keys,  keeps  constant  at  her  side. 
Next  at  our  altar  stood  a  luckless  pair, 

Brought  by  strong  passions  and  a  warrant  there  ; 

By  long  rent  cloak,  hung  loosely,  strove  the  bride. 

From  every  eye,  what  all  perceived,  to  hide, 

While  the  boy-bridegroom,  shuffling  in  his  pace. 

Now  hid  awhile  and  then  exposed  his  face  ; 

As  shame  alternately  with  anger  strove, 

The  brain  confused  with  muddy  ale,  to  move  : 

In  haste  and  stammering  he  perform'd  his  part. 

And  look'd  the  rage  that  rankled  in  his  heart 

(So  will  each  lover  inly  curse  his  fate. 

Too  soon  made  happy  and  made  wise  too  late) : 

I  saw  his  features  take  a  savage  gloom. 

And  deeply  threaten  for  the  days  to  come. 

Low  spake  the  lass,  and  lisp'd  and  minced  the  while, 

Look'd  on  the  lad,  and  faintly  tried  to  smile  ; 

With  soften'd  speech  and  humbled  tone  she  strove 

To  stir  the  embers  of  departed  love  : 

While  he,  a  tyrant,  frowning  walk'd  before, 

Felt  the  poor  purse,  and  sought  the  public  door, 

She  sadly  following,  in  submission  went. 

And  saw  the  final  shilling  loully  spent ; 

Then  to  her  father's  hut  the  pair  withdrew, 

And  bade  to  love  and  comfort  long  adieu  1 

Ah  !  fly  temptation,  youth,  refrain  !  refrain  ! 
I  preach  for  ever  ;  but  I  preach  in  vain  ! 
Two  summers  since,  I  saw  at  Lammas  fair 
The  sweetest  flower  that  ever  blossom'd  there, 
When  Phuibe  Dawson  gaily  cross'd  the  g^een, 
In  haate  to  see,  and  happy  to  be  seen  : 


32  CRABBE'S  POEMS. 

Her  air,  her  manners,  all  who  saw  admired  ; 

Courteous  though  coy,  and  gentle  though  retired  ; 

The  joj'  of  youth  and  health  her  eyes  display'd, 

And  ease  of  heart  her  every  look  convey'd  ; 

A  native  skill  her  simple  robes  express'd, 

As  with  untutor'd  elegance  she  dress'd  ; 

The  lads  around  admired  so  fair  a  sight. 

And  Phcebe  felt,  and  felt  she  gave,  delight. 

Admirers  soon  of  every  age  she  gain'd. 

Her  beauty  won  them  and  her  worth  retain'd  ; 

Envy  itself  could  no  contempt  display, 

They  wish'd  her  well,  whom  yet  they  wish'd  away. 

Correct  in  thought,  she  judged  a  servant's  place 

Preserved  a  rustic  beaut}'  Irom  disgrace  ; 

But  yet  on  Sunday  eve,  in  freedom's  hour, 

V/ith  secret  joy  she  felt  that  beauty's  power, 

When  some  proud  bliss  upon  the  heart  would  steal. 

That,  poor  or  rich,  a  beauty  still  must  feel. 

At  length  the  youth  ordain'd  to  move  her  breast. 
Before  the  swains  with  bolder  spirit  press'd  ; 
With  looks  less  timid  made  his  passion  known. 
And  pleased  by  manners  most  tuilike  her  own  ; 
Loud  though  in  love,  and  confident  though  young  ; 
Fierce  in  his  air,  and  voluble  of  tongue  ; 
By  trade  a  tailor,  though,  in  scorn  of  trade, 
He  served  the  Squire,  and  brush'd  the  coat  he  made. 
Yet  now,  would  Plioibe  her  consent  afford. 
Her  slave  alone,  again  he'd  mount  the  board  ; 
With  her  should  years  of  growing  love  be  spent. 
And  growing  wealth  ; — she  sigh'd  and  look'd  consent. 
Now,  through  the  lane,  up  hill,  and  'cross  the  green 
(Seen  by  but  few,  and  blushing  to  be  seen — 
Dejected,  thoughtful,  anxious,  and  afraid), 
Led  by  the  lover,  walk'd  the  silent  maid  ; 
Slow  through  the  meadows  roved  they,  many  a  mile, 
Toy'd  by  each  bank,  and  trifled  at  each  stile  ; 
Where,  as  he  {tainted  every  blissful  view. 
And  highly  colour'd  what  he  strongly  drew, 
The  pensive  damsel,  prone  to  tender  fears, 
Dinun'd  the  false  prospect  with  projihetic  tears. — 
Thus  pass'd  th'  allotted  hours,  till  lingering  late. 
The  lover  loitcr'd  at  the  master's  gate  ; 
There  he  pronounced  adieu  !  and  yet  would  stay, 
Till  chidden — .soothed — entreated — forced  away  ; 
Ho  would  of  coldness,  though  indulged,  complain. 
And  oft  retire,  and  oft  return  again  ; 
When,  if  his  teasing  vex'd  her  gentle  mind, 
The  grief  assumed  compoH'd  her  to  be  kind  ! 
For  he  would  proof  of  plighted  kindness  crave, 
That  she  resented  first,  and  then  forgave  ; 
And  to  his  grief  and  penance  yielded  more 
Than  his  presumption  had  required  before. 

Ah  !  ily  temptation,  youth  ;  refrain  !  refrain 
Each  yielding  maid  and  each  presuming  swain 
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Lo  !  now  with  red  rent  cloak  and  bonnet  black, 
And  torn  green  gown  loose  hanging  at  her  back. 
One  who  an  infant  in  her  arms  sustains, 
And  seems  in  patience  striving  with  her  pains  ; 
Pinch'd  are  her  looks,  as  one  who  pines  for  bread. 
Whose  cares  are  growng  and  whose  hopes  are  fled ; 
Pale  her  parch'd  hps,  hei-  heavy  eyes  sunk  low. 
And  tears  unnoticed  from  their  channels  flow  ; 
Serene  her  manner,  till  some  sudden  pain 
Frets  the  meek  soul,  and  then  she's  calm  again  ; — 
Her  broken  pitcher  to  the  pool  she  takes. 
And  every  step  with  cautious  terror  makes  ; 
For  not  alone  that  infant  in  her  arms. 
But  nearer  cause,  her  anxious  soul  alarms. 
With  water  burthen'd,  then  she  picks  her  way, 
Slowly  and  cautious,  in  the  clinging  clay  ; 
Till,  ui  mid-green,  she  trusts  a  place  unsound. 
And  deeply  plunges  in  th'  adhesive  ground  ; 

Thence,  but  with  pain,  her  slender  foot  she  takes. 

While  hope  the  mind  as  strength  the  frame  forsakes  : 

For  when  so  full  the  cup  of  sorrow  grows, 

Add  but  a  drop,  it  instantly  o'erttows. 

And  now  her  path,  but  not  her  peace,  she  gains. 

Safe  from  her  task,  but  shivering  with  her  pains  ; 

Her  home  she  reaches,  open  leaves  the  door, 

And  placing  first  her  infant  on  the  floor. 

She  bares  her  bosom  to  the  wind,  and  sits. 

And  sobbing  struggles  with  the  rising  fits  : 

In  vain  they  come,  she  feels  th'  inflating  grief, 

That  shuts  the  swelling  bosom  from  relief ; 

That  speaks  in  feeble  cries  a  soul  distress'd. 

Or  the  sad  laugh  that  cannot  be  repress'd. 

The  neighbour  matron  leaves  her  wheel  and  flics 

With  all  the  aid  her  poverty  supplies  ; 

Unfee'd,  the  calls  of  nature  she  obeys. 

Not  led  by  profit,  nor  allured  by  praise  ; 

And  waiting  long,  till  these  contentions  cease. 

She  speaks  of  comfort,  and  departs  in  peace. 
Friend  of  distress  !  the  mourner  feels  thy  aid  ; 

She  cannot  pay  thee,  but  thou  wilt  be  paid. 

But  who  this  child  of  weakness,  want,  and  care  ? 

'Tis  Phoebe  Dawson,  pride  of  Lammas  Fair ; 

Who  took  her  lover  for  his  sparkling  eyes, 

Expressions  warm,  and  love-inspiring  lies  : 

Compsission  first  assail'd  her  gentle  heart. 

For  all  his  suffering,  all  his  bosom's  smart : 

"  And  then  his  prayers  !  they  would  a  savage  move, 

And  win  the  coldest  of  the  sex  to  love  : " — 

But  ah  !  too  soon  his  looks  success  declared. 

Too  late  her  loss  the  marriage-rite  repair'd  ; 

The  faithless  flatterer  then  his  vows  forgot, 

A  captious  tyrant  or  a  noisy  sot : 

If  |>rosent,  railing,  till  he  saw  her  pain'd  ; 

If  absent,  spending  what  their  labom-s  gain'd  ; 
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Till  that  fair  form  in  want  and  sickness  pined, 
And  hope  and  comfort  fled  that  gentle  mind. 
Then  fly  temptation,  youth  ;  resist,  refrain  ! 
Nor  let  me  preach  for  ever  and  in  vain  ! 
Next  came  a  well-dress'd  pair,  who  left  their  coach. 
And  made,  in  long  procession,  slow  approach  ; 
For  this  gay  bride  had  many  a  female  friend, 
And  youths  were  there,  this  favour'd  youth  t'  attend  : 
Silent,  nor  wanting  due  respect,  the  crowd 
Stood  humbly  round,  and  gratulation  bow'd  ; 
But  not  that  silent  crowd,  in  wonder  fix'd. 
Not  numerous  friends,  who  praise  and  envy  mix'd. 
Nor  nymphs  attending  near  to  swell  the  pride 
Of  one  more  fair,  the  ever-smiling  bride  ; 
Nor  that  gay  bride,  adorn'd  with  every  grace. 
Nor  love  nor  joy  triumphant  in  her  face, 
Could  from  the  youth's  sad  signs  of  sorrow  chase  : 
Why  didst  thou  grieve  ?  wealth,  pleasure,  freedom  thine ; 
Vex'd  it  thy  soul  that  freedom  to  resign  ? 
Spake  Scandal  truth  ?  "  Thou  didst  not  then  intend 
So  soon  to  bring  thy  wooing  to  an  end  1" 
Or,  was  it,  as  our  prating  rustics  say. 
To  end  as  soon,  but  in  a  different  way  ? 
'Tis  told  thy  Phillis  is  a  skilful  dame, 
"Who  play'd  uninjured  with  the  dangerous  flame ; 
That,  while,  like  Lovelace,  thou  thy  coat  display'd. 
And  hid  the  snare  for  her  afiFection  laid. 
Thee,  with  her  net,  she  found  the  means  to  catch. 
And  at  the  amorous  see-saw  won  the  match  : 
Yet  others  tell,  the  captain  fix'd  thy  doubt ; 
He'd  call  thee  brother,  or  he'd  call  thee  out : — 
But  rest  the  motive — all  reti-cat  too  late, 
Joy  like  thy  bride's  should  on  thy  brow  have  sate  ; 
The  deed  had  then  appear'd  thine  own  intent, 
A  glorious  day,  by  gracious  fortune  sent. 
In  each  revolving  year  to  be  in  triumph  spent. 
Then  in  few  weeks  that  cloudy  brow  had  been 
Without  a  wonder  or  a  whisper  seen  ; 
And  none  had  been  so  weak  as  to  inquire 
"  Why  pouts  my  Lady  ?"  or  "  Why  frowns  the  Squire  ?" 

How  fair  these  names,  how  much  unlike  they  look 
To  all  the  blun-'d  subscriptions  in  my  book  : 
The  bridegroom's  letters  stand  in  row  above. 
Tapering  yet  stout,  like  pine-trees  in  his  grove  ; 
While  free  and  fine  the  bride's  appear  below, 
As  light  and  slender  as  her  jasmines  grow. 
Jtark  now  in  what  confusion  stoop  or  stand 
The  crooked  scrawls  of  many  a  clownish  hand  ; 
Now  out,  now  in,  they  droop,  they  fall,  they  rise, 
Like  raw  recruits  drawn  forth  for  exercise  ; 
Ere  yet  reform'd  and  modell'd  by  the  drill, 
The  free-born  legs  stand  striding  as  they  will. 

Much  have  I  tried  to  guide  the  fist  along. 
But  still  the  blunderers  placed  their  blottings  wrong  : 
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Behold  these  marks  uncouth  !  how  strange  that  men 

Who  guide  the  plough  should  fail  to  guide  the  pen ; 

For  half  a  mile  the  furrows  even  lie  ; 

For  half  an  inch  the  letters  stand  awry  ;— 

Our  peasants,  strong  and  sturdy  in  the  field, 

Cannot  these  ai-ms  of  idle  students  wield  : 

Like  them,  in  feudal  days,  their  valiant  lords 

Resign'd  the  pen  and  gi-asp'd  their  conqu'ring  swords  ; 

They  to  robed  clerks  and  poor  dependent  men 

Left  the  light  duties  of  the  peaceful  pen  ; 

Nor  to  their  ladies  wrote,  but  sought  to  prove, 

By  deeds  of  death,  their  hearts  were  fiU'd  with  love. 

But  yet,  small  arts  have  charms  for  female  eyes  ; 
Our  rustic  nymphs  the  beau  and  scholar  prize  ; 
Unletter'd  swains  and  ploughmen  coarse  they  slight, 
For  those  who  dress,  and  amorous  scrolls  indite. 

For  Lucy  Collins  happier  days  had  been. 
Had  footman  Daniel  scorn'd  his  native  green. 
Or  when  he  came  an  idle  coxcomb  down. 
Had  he  his  love  reserved  for  lass  in  town  ; 
To  Stephen  Hill  she  then  had  pledged  her  truth,— 
A  sturdy,  sober,  kind,  unpolish'd  youth  : 
But  from  the  day,  that  fatal  day  she  spied 
The  pride  of  Daniel,  Daniel  was  her  pride. 
In  all  concerns  was  Stephen  just  and  true  ; 
But  coarse  his  doublet  was  and  patch'd  in  view, 
And  felt  his  stockings  were,  and  blacker  than  his  shoe ; 
While  Daniel's  hnen  all  was  fine  and  fair, — 
His  master  wore  it,  and  he  deign' d  to  wear 
(To  wear  his  livery  some  respect  might  prove  ; 
To  wear  his  linen  must  be  sign  of  love ) : 
Blue  was  his  coat,  unsoil'd  by  spot  or  stain  ; 
His  hose  were  silk,  his  shoes  ot  Spanish  grain  ; 
A  silver  knot  his  breadth  of  shoulder  bore  ; 
A  diamond  buckle  blazed  his  breast  before — 
Diamond  ho  swore  it  was  !  and  show'd  it  as  he  swore  ; 
Rings  on  his  fingers  shone  ;  his  milk-white  hand 
Could  pick-tooth  case  and  box  for  snuff  command  : 
And  thus,  with  clouded  cane,  a  fop  complete. 
He  stalk 'd,  the  jest  and  glory  of  the  street. 
Join'd  with  these  powers,  he  could  so  sweetly  sing, 
Talk  with  such  toss,  and  saunter  with  such  swing  ; 
Laugh  with  such  glee,  and  trillc  with  such  art. 
That  Lucy's  promise  fail'd  to  shield  her  heart, 

Stephen,  meantime,  to  ease  his  amorous  cares, 
Fix'd  his  full  mind  upon  his  farm's  affairs  ; 
Two  pigs,  a  cow,  and  wethers  half  a  score. 
Increased  his  stock,  and  still  he  look'd  for  more. 
He  for  his  acres  few  so  duly  paid, 
That  yet  more  acres  to  his  lot  were  laid  : 
Till  our  chaste  nymphs  no  longer  felt  disdain, 
And  pnident  matrons  prnised  the  frugal  swain  ; 
Who  thriving  well  through  many  a  fruitful  year, 
Now  clothed  himself  anew,  and  acted  overseer. 
U  2 
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Just  then  poor  Lucy,  from  her  friend  in  town 
Fled  in  pure  fear,  and  came  a  beggar  down  ; 
Trembling,  at  Stephen's  door  she  knock'd  for  bread, 
Was  chidden  first,  next  pitied,  and  then  fed  ; 
Then  sat  at  Stephen's  board,  then  shared  in  Stephen's  bed  ; 
All  hope  of  marriage  lost  in  her  disgrace, 
He  mourns  a  flame  revived,  and  she  a  love  of  lace. 

Now  to  be  wed  a  well-match'd  couple  came  ; 
Twice  had  old  Lodge  been  tied,  and  twice  the  dame  ; 
Tottering  they  came  and  toying  (odious  scene  !) 
And  fond  and  simple,  as  they'd  always  been. 
Children  from  wedlock  we  by  laws  restrain  ; 
Why  not  prevent  them  when  they're  such  again  ? 
Why  not  forbid  the  doting  souls  to  prove 
Th'  indecent  fondling  of  preposterous  love  ? 
In  spite  of  prudence,  uncontroll'd  by  shame, 
The  amorous  senior  woos  the  toothless  dame. 
Relating  idly,  at  the  closing  eve. 
The  youthful  follies  he  disdains  to  leave  ; 
Till  j'outhful  follies  wake  a  transient  fire, 
When  arm  in  arm  they  totter  and  retire. 

So  a  fond  pair  of  solemn  bii'ds  all  day 
Blink  in  their  seat  and  doze  the  hours  away  ; 
Tlien  by  the  moon  awaken'd,  forth  they  move. 
And  fright  the  songsters  with  their  cheerless  love ; 
So  two  sere  trees,  dry,  stunted,  and  unsound, 
Each  other  catch,  when  dropping  to  the  ground  ; 
Entwine  their  wither'd  arms  'gainst  wind  and  weather, 
And  shake  their  leafless  heads  and  drop  together : 
So  two  eold  limbs,  touch'd  by  Galvani's  wire, 
Move  with  new  life,  and  feel  awaken'd  fire  ; 
Quivering  awhile,  their  flaccid  forms  remain. 
Then  turn  to  cold  torpidity  again. 

"But  ever  frowns  your  Hymen ?  man  and  maid 
Are  all  repenting,  suffering,  or  botray'd  1 " 
Forbid  it.  Love  !  we  have  our  couples  here 
Who  hail  the  day  in  each  revolving  year : 
Tiiese  are  with  us  as  in  the  world  around  ; 
Tliey  are  not  frequent,  but  they  may  be  found. 

Our  farmers  too,  what  though  they  fail  to  prove. 
In  Hymen's  bonds,  the  tonderest  slaves  of  lovo 
(Nor,  like  those  pairs  whom  sentiment  unites. 
Feel  they  the  fervour  of  the  mind's  delights) ; 
Yet  coarsely  kind  and  comfortably  gay. 
They  heap  the  board  and  hail  the  happy  day  : 
And  though  the  bride,  now  freed  from  school,  admits. 
Of  pride  implanted  there,  some  transient  fits  ; 
Yet  soon  she  casts  her  girlish  flights  aside, 
And  in  substantial  blessings  rests  her  pride. 
No  more  she  moves  in  measured  steps  ;  no  more 
Rims,  with  bewildcr'd  ear,  her  music  o'or  ; 
No  more  recites  her  French  the  hinds  among, 
But  chides  her  maidens  in  her  mother-tongue  ; 
Her  tambour-frame  she  leaves  and  diet  spare, 
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Plain  work  and  plenty  with  her  house  to  share  ; 
Till,  all  her  varnish  lost  in  few  short  years. 
In  all  her  worth  the  farmer's  wife  appears. 

Yet  not  the  ancient  kind  ;  nor  she  who  gave 
Her  soul  to  gain — a  mistress  and  a  slave  : 
"Who,  not  to  sleep  allow'd  the  needful  time  ; 
To  whom  repose  was  loss,  and  sport  a  crime  ; 
Who,  in  her  meanest  room  (and  all  were  mean), 
A  noisy  drudge,  from  morn  till  night  was  seen  ; — 
But  she,  the  daughter,  boasts  a  decent  room. 
Adorn 'd  with  carpet,  form'd  in  Wilton's  loom  ; 
Fair  prints  along  the  paper'd  wall  are  spread  ; 
There,  Werter  sees  the  sportive  children  fed, 
And  Charlotte,  here,  bewails  her  lover  dead. 

'Tis  here,  assembled,  while  in  space  apart 
Their  husbands,  drinking,  warm  the  opening  heart, 
Our  neighbouring  dames,  on  festal  days,  unite, 
With  tongues  more  fluent  and  with  hearts  as  light ; 
Theirs  is  that  art,  which  English  wives  alone 
Profess — a  boast  and  privilege  their  own  ; 
An  art  it  is  where  each  at  once  attends 
To  all,  and  claims  attention  from  her  friends. 
When  they  engage  the  tongue,  the  eye,  the  ear, 
Reply  when  listenuig,  and  when  speaking  hear  • 
The  ready  converse  knows  no  dull  delays, 
"  But  double  are  the  pains,  and  double  be  the  praise."* 

Yet  not  to  those  alone  who  bear  command 
Heaven  gives  a  heart  to  hail  the  marriage  band  ; 
Among  their  servants,  we  the  pairs  can  show 
Who  much  to  love  and  more  to  prudence  owe ; 
Kcuben  and  Rachel,  though  as  fond  as  doves. 
Were  yet  discreet  and  cautious  in  their  loves  ; 
Nor  would  attend  to  Cupid's  wild  commands, 
Till  cool  reflection  bade  them  join  thuir  hands  : 
When  both  were  poor,  they  thought  it  argued  ill 
Of  hasty  love  to  make  them  poorer  still  ; 
Year  after  year,  with  savings  long  laid  by, 
They  bought  the  future  dwelling's  full  supply  ; 
Hor  frugal  fancy  cull'd  the  smaller  ware, 
The  weightier  purchase  ask'd  her  Reuben's  care  ; 
Together  then  their  last  year's  gain  they  threw, 
And  lo  !  an  auction'd  bed,  with  curtains  neat  and  new. 

Thus  both,  as  prudence  counsell'd,  wisely  stay'd, 
And  cheerful  then  the  calls  of  Love  obey'd  : 
What  if,  when  Rachel  gave  her  hand,  'twas  one 
Embrown'd  by  winter's  ico  and  summer's  sun  '( 
What  if,  in  Reuben's  hair  the  female  eye 
Usurping  grey  among  the  bhick  could  spj'  ? 
What  if,  in  both,  life's  bloomy  flush  was  lost. 
And  their  full  autumn  felt  the  mellowing  frost? 
■Yet  time,  that  blow'd  the  rose  of  youth  away, 
Had  left  the  vigorous  stem  without  decay  ; 
Like  those  tall  elms  in  Farmer  Franktord's  ground, 
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They'll  grow  no  more, — but  all  their  growth  is  sound  ; 

By  time  confirm'd  and  rooted  in  the  land, 

The  storms  they've  stood,  still  promise  they  shall  stand 

These  are  the  happier  pairs,  their  life  has  rest, 
Their  hopes  are  strong,  their  humble  portioH  blest. 
While  those  more  rash  to  hasty  marriage  led. 
Lament  th'  impatience  which  now  stints  their  bread  : 
When  such  their  union,  j'ears  their  cares  increase, 
Their  love  grows  colder,  and  their  pleasures  cease  ; 
In  health  just  fed,  in  sickness  just  relieved. 
By  hardships  harass'd  and  by  children  grieved  ; 
In  petty  quarrels  and  in  peevish  strife 
The  once  fond  couple  waste  the  spring  of  life  ; 
But  when  to  age  mature  those  children  grown, 
Find  hopes  and  homes,  and  hardships  of  their  own. 
The  harass'd  couple  feel  their  lingering  woes 
Receding  slowly  till  they  find  repose. 
Complaints  and  murmurs  then  are  laid  aside 
(By  reason  these  subdued,  and  those  by  pride)  ; 
And,  taught  by  care,  the  patient  man  and  wife 
Agree  to  share  the  bitter-sweet  of  life 
(Life  that  has  sorrow  much  and  sorrow's  cure. 
Where  they  who  most  enjoy  shall  much  endure)  ; 
Their  rest,  their  labours,  duties,  sufferings,  prayers, 
Compose  the  soul,  and  lit  it  for  its  cares  ; 
Their  graves  before  them  and  their  griefs  behind, 
Have  each  a  med'cine  for  the  rustic  mind  ; 
Nor  has  ho  care  to  whom  his  wealth  shall  go, 
Or  who  shall  labour  with  his  spade  and  hoe  ; 
.         But  as  he  lends  the  strength  that  yet  remains. 
And  some  dead  neighbour  on  his  bier  sustains 
(One  with  whom  oft  he  whirl'd  the  bounding  flail, 
Toss'd  the  broad  quoit,  or  took  th'  inspiring  ale), 
"  For  me  "  (he  meditates)  "  shall  soon  be  doho 
This  friendly  duty  when  my  race  be  run  ; 
'Twas  first  in  trouble  as  in  error  pass'd. 
Dark  clouds  and  stormy  cares  whole  years  o'ercast. 
But  calm  my  setting  day,  and  sunshine  smiles  at  last : 
My  vices  punish'd,  and  my  follies  spent. 
Not  loth  to  die,  but  yet  to  live  content, 
I  rest : " — then  casting  on  the  grave  his  eye. 
His  friend  compels  a  tear,  and  his  own  griefs  a  sigh. 

Last  on  my  list  appears  a  match  of  love. 
And  one  of  virtue  ; — happy  may  it  prove  ! — 
Sir  Edward  Archer  is  an  amorous  knight, 
And  maidens  chaste  and  lovely  shun  his  sight ; 
His  bailiff's  daughter  suited  much  his  taste, 
For  Fanny  Price  was  lovely  and  was  chaste  ; 
To  her  the  knight  with  gentle  looks  drew  near, 
And  timid  voice  assumed  to  banish  fear  : — 

"  Hope  of  my  life,  dear  sovereign  of  my  breast, 
Which  since  I  knew  thee,  knows  not  joy  nor  rest  ; 
Know,  thou  art  all  that  my  delighted  eyes. 
My  fondest  thoughts,  my  proudest  wishes  prize  ; 


THE  PARISH   REGISTER— MARRIAGES.  39 

And  is  that  bosom  (what  on  earth  so  fair  !) 

To  cradle  some  coarse  peasant's  sprawling  heir, 

To  be  that  pillow  which  some  surly  swain 

May  treat  with  scorn  and  agonize  with  pain  ? 

Art  thou,  sweet  maid,  a  ploughman's  wants  to  share, 

To  dread  his  insult,  to  support  his  care, 

To  hear  his  follies,  his  contempt  to  prove. 

And  (oh  !  the  torment !)  to  endure  his  love  ; 

Till  want  and  deep  regret  those  charms  destroy. 

That  time  would  spare,  if  time  were  pass'd  in  joy? 

With  him,  in  varied  pains,  from  morn  till  night, 

Your  hours  shall  pass  ;  yourself  a  ruffian's  right ; 

Your  softest  bed  shall  be  the  knotted  wool  ; 

Your  purest  drink  the  waters  of  the  pool ; 

Your  sweetest  food  will  but  your  life  sustain  : 

And  your  best  pleasui-e  be  a  rest  from  pain  ; 

While,  through  each  year,  as  health  and  strength  abate, 

You'll  weep  your  woes  and  wonder  at  your  fate  ; 

And  crj',  '  Behold, '  as  life's  last  cares  come  on, 

*  My  burthen  's  growing  when  my  strength  is  gone.' 

"Now  turn  with  me,  and  all  the  young  desire, 
That  taste  can  form,  that  fancy  can  require  ; 
All  that  excites  enjoyment,  or  procures 
Wealth,  health,  respect,  delight,  and  love,  are  yours : 
Sparkling,  in  cups  of  gold,  j'our  wine  shall  flow, 
Orace  that  fair  hand,  in  that  dear  bosom  glow  : 
Fruits  of  each  clime,  and  flowers,  through  all  the  year. 
Shall  on  your  walls  and  in  your  walks  appear  : 
Where  all  beholding,  shall  your  praise  repeat. 
No  fruit  so  tempting,  and  no  flower  so  sweet : 
The  softest  carpets  in  j'our  rooms  shall  lie. 
Pictures  of  happiest  love  shall  meet  your  eye, 
And  tallest  mirrors  reaching  to  the  floor. 
Shall  show  you  all  the  object  I  adore  ; 
Who,  by  the  hands  of  wealth  and  fashion  dress' d. 
By  slaves  attended  and  by  friends  caress'd. 
Shall  move,  a  wonder,  through  the  public  ways. 
And  hear  the  whispers  of  adoring  praise. 
Your  female  friends,  though  gayest  of  the  gay, 
Shall  see  you  happy,  and  shall,  sighing,  say, 
While  smother'd  envy  rises  in  the  breast, — 
'  Oh  !  that  we  lived  so  beauteous  and  so  blest ! ' 

"Come,  then,  my  mistress,  and  my  wife  ;  for  she 
Who  trusts  my  honour  is  the  wife  for  mo  ; 
Your  slave,  your  husband,  and  your  friend  employ 
In  search  of  pleasures  we  may  both  enjoy." 

To  this,  the  damsel,  meekly  firm,  replied  : 
"  My  mother  loved,  was  married,  toifd,  and  died  : 
With  joys  she'd  griefs,  had  troubles  in  her  course, 
But  not  one  grief  was  pointed  by  remorse  : 
My  mind  is  tix'd,  to  Heaven  I  resign, 
And  bo  her  love,  her  life,  her  comforts  mine." 

Tyrants  have  wept ;  and  those  with  hearts  of  steel, 
Unused  the  anguish  of  the  heart  to  heal, 
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Have  yet  tlie  transient  power  of  virtue  known. 
And  felt  th'  imparted  joy  promote  their  own. 

Our  knight  relenting,  now  befriends  a  youth, 
Who  to  the  yielding  maid  had  vow'd  his  truth  ; 
And  finds  in  that  fair  deed  a  sacred  joy, 
That  will  not  perish,  and  that  cannot  cloy ; — 
A  living  joy,  that  shall  its  spirit  keep. 
When  every  beauty  fades,  and  all  the  passions  sleep. 


PART  III. 

BUELAL3. 

True  Christian  Eesignatlon  not  frequently  to  be  seen— The  Register  a  melancholy  Eecovd 
— A  dying  Man,  who  at  length  sends  for  a  Priest :  for  what  puri'ose  ?  answered— Old 
Collett  of  the  Inn,  an  lustance  of  Dr.  Young's  slow-sudden  Death  :  his  Character  and 
Conducts— The  Manners  and  Management  of  the  Widow  Goe  :  her  successful  Attention 
to  Business  :  her  Decease  unexpected — the  Infant  Boy  of  Gerard  Ablett  dies  :  Reflections 
on  his  Death,  and  the  SurviTor  his  Sister-Twin— The  Funeral  of  the  deceased  Lady  of 
the  Manor  described  :  her  neglected  Mansion  :  Undertaker  and  Train  :  the  Character 
which  her  Monument  will  hereafter  display — Bwrial  of  an  Ancient  Maiden  :  some  former 
drawbaek  on  her  Virgin  Fame  ;  Description  of  her  House  and  Household  :  her  Manners, 
Apprehensions,  Death— Isaac  Ashford,  a  virtuous  Peasant,  dies  :  his  manly  Character  : 
Reluctance  to  enter  the  Poor-house  ;  and  why — Misfortune  and  Derangement  of  In- 
tellect in  Robin  Diugley :  whence  they  proceeded  :  he  is  not  restrained  by  Misery  from 
a  wandering  Life  :  his  various  returns  to  his  Parish  :  his  final  Return — Wife  of  Farmer 
Fraukford  dies  in  Prime  of  Life  :  Affliction  in  consequence  of  such  Death  :  melancholy 
View  of  her  House,  Ac,  on  her  Family's  Return  from  her  Funeral ;  Address  to  Sorrow 
— Leah  Cousins,  a  Midwife  :  her  Character  ;  and  successful  Practice  ;  at  length  opposed 
by  Dr.  Glibb  :  Opposition  in  the  Parish  ;  Ai"gument  of  the  Doctor  ;  of  Leah  ;  her  Failure 
and  Decease — Burial  of  Roger  Cuff,  a  Sailor  ;  his  Enmity  to  his  Family ;  how  it  origi- 
nated :  his  Experiment  and  its  Conseiiuence — The  Register  terminates — A  Bell  heard  : 
Inquiry  for  whom  ?  The  Sexton — Character  of  Old  Dibble,  and  the  five  Rectors  whom 
he  served— Reflections— Conclusion. 

There  was,  'tis  said,  and  I  believe,  a  time 
When  humble  Christians  died  with  views  sublime  ; 
"When  all  were  ready  for  their  faith  to  bleed. 
But  few  to  write  or  wrangle  for  their  creed  ; 
When  lively  Faith  upheld  the  sinking  heart. 
And  friends,  assured  to  meet,  prepared  to  part ; 
When  Love  felt  hope,  when  Sorrow  grew  serene. 
And  all  was  comfort  in  the  death-bed  scene. 

Alas  !  when  now  the  gloomy  king  they  wait, 
'Tis  weakness  yielding  to  resistless  fate  ; 
Like  v?retched  men  upon  the  ocean  cast. 
They  labour  hard  and  struggle  to  the  last ; 
"Hope  against  hope,"  and  wildly  gaze  around. 
In  search  of  help  that  never  shall  be  found  : 
Nor,  till  the  last  strong  billow  stops  the  breath. 
Will  they  believe  thorn  in  the  jaws  of  Death  ! 

When  these  my  Records  I  reflecting  read, 
And  find  what  ills  these  numerous  births  succeed  ; 
What  powerful  griefs  these  nuptial  ties  attend  ; 
With  what  regi-et  these  painful  journeys  end  ; 
When  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave  I  look, 
Mino  I  conceive  a  melancholy  book. 
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Where  now  is  perfect  resignation  seen  ? 
Alas  !  it  is  not  on  the  village  gieen  : — 
I've  seldom  known,  though  I  have  often  read, 
Of  happy  peasants  on  their  dying  bed  ; 
Whose  looks  proclaim'd  that  sunshine  of  the  breast, 
That  more  than  hope,  that  Heaven  itself  express'd. 

What  I  behold  are  feverish  fits  of  strife, 
'Twixt  fears  of  dying  and  desire  of  life  : 
Those  earthly  hopes,  that  to  the  last  endure  ; 
Those  fears,  that  hopes  superior  fail  to  cure  ; 
At  best  a  sad  submission  to  the  doom, 
Which,  turning  from  the  danger,  lets  it  come. 

Sick  lies  the  man,  bewilder'd,  lost,  afraid. 
His  spirits  vanquish'd,  and  his  strength  decay'd  ; 
No  hope  the  friend,  the  nurse,  the  doctor  lend — 
"  Call  then  a  priest,  and  tit  him  for  his  end." 
A  priest  is  call'd  ;  'tis  now,  alas  !  too  late, 
Death  enters  with  him  at  the  cottage  gate  ; 
Or  time  allow'd — he  goes,  assured  to  find 
The  self-commending,  all-confiding  mind  ; 
And  sighs  to  hear,  what  wc  may  justly  call 
Death's  common-place,  the  train  of  thought  in  all. 

"  True  I'm  a  sinner,"  feebly  he  begins, 
"  But  trust  in  mercy  to  forgive  my  sins  " 
(Such  cool  confession  no  past  crimes  excite  ! 
Such  claim  on  mercy  seems  the  sinner's  right  !) 
"  I  know  mankind  are  frail,  that  God  is  just. 
And  pardons  those  who  in  his  mercy  trust  ; 
We're  sorely  tempted  in  a  world  like  this — 
All  men  have  done,  and  I  like  all,  amiss  ; 
But  now,  if  spared,  it  is  my  full  intent 
On  all  the  past  to  ponder  and  repent  : 
Wrongs  against  mo  I  pardon,  great  and  small, 
And  if  I  die,  I  die  in  peace  with  all." 

His  merits  thus,  and  not  his  Sins  confcss'd, 
He  speaks  his  hopes,  and  leaves  to  Heaven  the  rest. 
Alas  !  are  these  the  prospects,  dull  and  cold, 
That  dying  Christians  to  their  priests  unfold  ? 
Or  mends  the  prospect  when  th'  enthusiast  cries, 
"  I  die  assured  !"  and  in  a  rapture  dies  ? 

Ah,  where  that  humble,  self-abasing  mind, 
With  that  confiding  spirit,  shall  we  find  ; 
The  mind  that,  feeling  what  repentance  brings, 
Dejection's  terrors  and  Contrition's  stings. 
Feels  then  the  hope  that  mounts  all  care  above. 
And  the  pure  joy  that  ilows  from  pardoning  love  ? 

Such  have  I  seen  in  death,  and  much  deplore. 
So  many  dying — that  I  see  no  more  : 
Lo  !  now  my  Kecords,  where  I  grieve  to  trace 
How  Death  has  triumph'd  in  so  short  a  space  ; 
Who  are  the  dead,  how  died  they,  1  relate, 
And  snatch  some  portion  of  their  acts  from  fate. 

With  Andrew  Collett  we  the  year  begin. 
The  blind,  fat  landlord  of  the  Old  Crown  Inn, — 
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Big  as  his  butt,  and,  for  the  selfsame  use, 

To  take  in  stores  of  strong  fermenting  juice. 

On  his  huge  chair  beside  the  fire  he  sate, 

In  revel  chief,  and  umpire  in  debate  ; 

Each  night  his  string  of  vulgar  tales  he  told. 

When  ale  was  cheap  and  bachelors  were  bold  : 

His  heroes  all  were  famous  in  their  days. 

Cheats  were  his  boast,  and  drunkards  had  his  praise: 

"  One,  in  three  draughts,  three  mugs  of  ale  took  down, 

As  mugs  were  then — the  champion  of  the  Crown  ; 

For  thrice  three  days  another  lived  on  ale. 

And  knew  no  change  but  that  of  mild  and  stale ; 

Two  thirsty  soakers  watch'd  a  vessel's  side. 

When  he  the  tap,  with  dext'rous  hand,  applied  ; 

Nor  from  their  seats  departed,  till  they  found 

That  butt  was  out,  and  heard  the  mournful  sound." 

He  praised  a  poacher,  precious  child  of  fun  ! 
Who  shot  the  keeper  with  his  own  spring  gun  ; 
Nor  less  the  smuggler  who  th'  exciseman  tied, 
And  left  him  hanging  at  the  birch-wood  side, 
There  to  expire  ; — but  one  who  saw  him  hang 
Cut  the  good  cord — a  traitor  of  the  gang. 

His  own  exploits  with  boastful  glee  he  told. 
What  ponds  he  emptied  and  what  pikes  he  sold  ; 
And  how,  when  blest  with  sight,  alert  and  gay, 
The  night's  amusements  kept  him  through  the  day. 

He  sang  the  praises  of  those  times,  when  all 
"  For  cards  and  dice,  as  for  their  drink,  might  call ; 
When  justice  wink'd  on  every  jovial  crew. 
And  ten-pins  tumbled  in  the  jiarson's  view." 

He  told  when  angry  wives,  provoked  to  rail, 
Or  drive  a  third-day  drunkard  from  his  ale, 
What  were  his  triumphs,  and  how  great  the  skill 
That  won  the  vex'd  virago  to  his  will  ; 
Who  raving  came  ; — then  talk'd  in  milder  strain, — 
Then  wept,  then  drank,  and  pledged  her  spouse  again. 

Such  were  his  themes  :  how  knaves  o'er  laws  prevail, 
Or,  when  made  captives,  how  they  fly  from  jail  ; 
The  young  how  brave,  how  subtle  were  the  old  : 
And  oaths  attested  all  that  Folly  told. 

On  death  like  his  what  name  shall  wo  bestow. 
So  very  sudden  !  yet  so  vei-y  slow  ^ 
'Twas  slow  : — Disease,  augmenting  year  by  year, 
Show'd  the  grim  king  by  gradual  steps  brought  near  : 
'Twas  not  less  sudden  ;  in  the  night  ho  died  ; 
He  drank,  he  swore,  be  jested,  and  ho  lied  ; 
Thus  aiding  folly  with  departing  breath  : — 
"  Beware,  Lorenzo,  the  slow-sudden  death." 

Next  died  the  Widow  Goe,  an  active  dame. 
Famed  ten  miles  round,  and  worthy  all  her  fame  ; 
She  lost  her  husband  when  their  loves  were  young. 
But  kept  her  farm,  her  credit,  and  her  tongue  : 
Full  thirty  years  she  ruled,  with  matchless  skill, 
With  guiding  judgment  and  resistless  will ; 
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Advice  she  scom'd,  rebellions  she  suppress'd, 

And  sons  and  servants  bow'd  at  her  behest. 

Like  that  great  man's,  who  to  his  Saviour  came, 

Were  the  strong  words  of  this  commanding  dame  : — 

"  Come,"  if  she  said,  they  came  ;  if  "  Go,"  were  gone  ; 

And  if  "  Do  this," — that  instant  it  was  done  : 

Her  maidens  told  she  was  all  eye  and  ear. 

In  darkness  saw,  and  could  at  distance  hear  ; 

No  parish  business  in  the  place  could  stir. 

Without  direction  or  assent  from  her  ; 

In  turn  she  took  each  office  as  it  fell. 

Knew  all  their  duties  and  discharged  them  well ; 

The  lazy  vagrants  in  her  presence  shook, 

And  pregnant  damsels  fear'd  her  stem  rebuke  ; 

She  look'd  on  want  with  judgment  clear  and  cool. 

And  folt  with  reason  and  bestow'd  by  rule  ; 

She  match'd  both  sons  and  daughters  to  her  mind. 

And  lent  them  eyes,  for  Love,  she  heard,  was  blind  ; 

Yet  ceaseless  still  she  throve,  alert,  alive, 

The  working  bee,  in  full  or  empty  hive  ; 

Busy  and  careful,  like  that  working  bee. 

No  time  for  love  nor  tender  cares  had  she  ; 

But  when  our  farmers  made  their  amorous  vows, 

She  talk'd  of  market-steeds  and  patent  ploughs. 

Not  unemploy'd  her  evenings  pass'd  away, 

Amusement  closed,  as  business  waked  the  day  ; 

When  to  her  toilet's  brief  concern  she  ran. 

And  conversation  with  her  friends  began. 

Who  all  were  welcome,  what  they  saw,  to  share  ; 

And  joyous  neighbours  praised  her  Christmas  fare. 

That  none  around  might,  in  their  scorn,  complain 

Of  Gossip  Goe  as  greedy  in  her  gain. 

Thus  long  she  reign'd,  admired,  if  not  approved  ; 
Praised,  if  not  honour'd  ;  fear'd,  if  not  beloved  ; — 
When,  as  the  busy  days  of  spring  drew  near. 
That  call'd  for  all  the  forecast  of  the  year  ; 
When  lively  hope  the  rising  crops  surve3''d. 
And  April  promised  what  September  paid  ; 
When  stray'd  her  lambs  where  gorse  and  greenweed  grow  ; 
When  rose  her  gi-ass  in  licher  vales  below  ; 
When  pleased  she  look'd  on  all  the  smiling  land, 
And  view'd  the  hinds,  who  wrought  at  her  command 
(Poultry  in  groups  still  follow'd  where  she  went)  ; 
Then  dread  o'ercame  her, — that  her  days  were  spent. 

"  Bless  me  !  I  die,  and  not  a  warning  given, — 
With  much  to  do  on  earth,  and  all  for  Hoav'n  ! — 
No  reparation  for  my  soul's  afl'aii-s. 
No  leave  petition'd  for  the  barn's  repairs  ; 
Accounts  perplex'd,  my  interest  yet  unpaid, 
!My  mind  imsettled,  and  my  will  unmade  ; — 
A  lawyer  haste,  and  in  your  way,  a  priest  ; 
And  let  me  die  in  one  good  work  at  least." 
She  spake,  and  trembling,  dropp'd  upon  her  knees, 
Heaven  in  her  eye  and  in  her  baud  her  keys  ; 
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And  still  the  more  she  found  her  life  decay, 
With  greater  force  she  grasp'd  those  signs  of  sway  : 
Then  fell  and  died  ! — In  haste  her  sons  drew  near. 
And  dropp'd,  in  haste,  the  tributary  tear  ; 
Then  from  th'  adhering  clasp  the  keys  unbound, 
And  consolation  for  their  sorrows  found. 

Death  has  his  infant  train  ;  his  bony  arm 
Strikes  from  the  baby  cheek  the  rosy  charm  ; 
The  brightest  eye  his  glazing  film  makes  dim, 
And  his  cold  touch  sets  fast  the  lithest  limb  : 
He  seized  the  sick'ning  boy  to  Gerard  lent, 
When  three  days'  life,  in  feeble  cries,  were  spent ; 
In  pain  brought  forth,  those  painfiil  hours  to  stay. 
To  breathe  in  pain  and  sigh  its  soul  away  ! 

"  But  why  thus  lent,  if  thus  recall'd  again. 
To  cause  and  feel,  to  live  and  die  in  pain  ? " 
Or  rather  say,  Why  grievous  these  appear, 
If  all  it  pays  for  Heaven's  eternal  year  ; 
If  these  sad  sobs  and  piteous  sighs  secure 
Dehghts  that  live,  when  worlds  no  more  endure  ? 

The  sister  spirit  long  may  lodge  below, 
And  pains  from  nature,  pains  from  reason,  know  : 
Through  all  the  common  ills  of  life  may  run. 
By  hope  perverted  and  by  love  undone  ; 
a' wife's  distress,  a  mother's  pangs,  may  dread, 
And  widow's  tears,  in  bitter  anguish,  shed  ; 
May  at  old  age  arrive  through  numerous  banns, 
With  children's  children  in  those  feeble  arms  : 
Nor  till  by  years  of  want  and  grief  oppress' d. 
Shall  the  sad  spirit  flee  and  be  at  rest  ! 

Yet  happier  therefore  shall  we  deem  the  boy, 
Secured  from  anxious  care  and  dangero\is  joy  'J 

Not  so  !  for  then  would  love  divine  in  vain 
Send  all  the  burthens  weary  men  sustain  ; 
All  that  now  curb  the  passions  when  they  rage, 
The  checks  of  youth  and  the  regrets  of  age  ; 
All  that  now  bid  us  hope,  believe,  endure. 
Our  sorrow's  comfort  and  our  vice's  cure  ; 
All  that  for  Heaven's  high  joys  the  spirits  train, 
And  charity,  the  crown  of  all,  were  vain. 

Say,  will  you  call  the  breathless  infant  blest. 
Because  no  cares  the  silent  grave  molest  ? 
So  would  you  deem  the  imrsling  from  the  wing 
Untimely  thrust  and  never  train 'd  to  sing  ; 
But  far  more  blest  the  bird  whose  grateful  voice 
Sings  its  own  joy  and  makes  the  woods  rejoice. 
Though,  while  untaught,  ere  yet  ho  charm'd  the  ear. 
Hard  were  his  trials  and  his  pains  severe  ! 

Next  died  the  Lady  who  yon  Hall  possess'd. 
And  here  they  brought  her  noble  bones  to  rest. 
In  town  she  dwelt  ; — forsaken  stood  the  Hall  : 
Worms  ate  the  floors,  the  tap'stry  fled  the  wall: 
No  fire  the  kitchen's  cheerless  grate  display 'd  ; 
No  cheerful  light  the  long-closed  sash  convey'd : 
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The  crawling  worm,  that  turns  a  summer  fly, 
Here  spun  his  shroud,  and  laid  him  up  to  die 
The  winter  death  : — upon  the  bed  of  state. 
The  bat  shrill  shrieking  woo'd  his  flickering  mate  ; 
To  empty  rooms  the  curious  came  no  more  ; 
From  empty  cellars  turn'd  the  angry  poor. 
And  sm-ly  beggars  cursed  the  ever-bolted  door. 
To  one  small  room  the  steward  found  his  way 
Where  tenants  follow'd  to  complain  and  pay  ; 
Yet  no  complaint  before  the  Lady  came. 
The  feehng  servant  spared  the  feeble  dame  ; 
Who  baw  her  farms  with  his  observing  eyes. 
And  answer'd  all  requests  with  his  replies  : — 
She  came  not  down,  her  falling  groves  to  view  ; 
Why  should  she  know,  what  one  so  faithful  knew  ? 
Why  come,  from  many  clamorous  tongues  to  hear 
What  one  so  just  might  whisper  in  her  ear  ? 
Her  oaks  or  acres,  why  with  care  explore  ; 
Why  learn  the  wants,  the  sufferings  of  the  poor  ; 
When  one  so  knowing  all  their  worth  could  trace, 
And  one  so  piteous  govern'd  in  her  place? 

Lo  !  now,  what  dismal  sons  of  Darkness  come. 
To  bear  this  daughter  of  Indulgence  home  ; 
Tragedians  all,  and  well-arranged  in  black  ! 
Who  nature,  feeling,  force,  expression  lack  ; 
Who  cause  no  tear,  but  gloomily  pass  by. 
And  shake  their  sables  in  the  wearied  eye. 
That  turns  disgusted  from  the  pompous  scene, 
Proud  without  grandeur,  with  profusion  mean  ! 
The  tear  for  kindness  past  affection  owes  ; 
For  worth  deceased  the  sigh  from  reason  flows  ; 
E'en  well-feign'd  passion  for  our  sorrows  call, 
And  real  tears  for  mimic  miseries  fall : 
But  this  poor  farce  has  neither  truth  nor  art, 
To  please  the  fancy  or  to  touch  the  heart ; 
Unlike  the  darkness  of  the  sky,  that  pours 
On  the  drj'  ground  its  fertilizing  showers  ; 
Unlike  to  that  which  strikes  the  soul  with  dread, 
Wlien  thunders  roar  and  forky  fires  are  shed  ; 
Dark  but  not  awful,  dismal  but  yet  mean, 
With  anxious  bustle  moves  the  cumbrous  scene ; 
Presents  no  objects  tender  or  profound. 
But  spreads  its  cold  unmeaning  gloom  around. 

When  woes  are  feign' d,  how  ill  sucli  forms  api')car, 
And  oh  !  how  needless,  when  the  woe  's  sincere. 

Slow  to  the  vault  they  come,  with  heavy  tread, 
Bending  beneath  the  Lady  and  her  lead  ; 
A  case  of  elm  surrounds  that  ponderous  chest, 
Close  on  that  case  the  crimson  velvet 's  prcss'd  ; 
Ungenerous  this,  that  to  the  worm  denies, 
With  niggard  caution,  his  appointed  prize  ; 
For  now,  ere  yet  he  works  his  tedious  way, 
1'hro\igh  cloth  and  wood  and  metal  to  his  prey, 
That  prey  dissolving  shall  a  mass  remain, 
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That  fancy  loathes,  and  worms  themselves  disdain. 

But  see  !  the  master-mourner  makes  his  waj^, 
To  end  his  office  for  the  cofBn'd  clay  ; 
Pleased  that  our  rustic  men  and  maids  behold 
His  plate  like  silver,  and  his  studs  like  gold. 
As  they  approach  to  spell  the  age,  the  name. 
And  all  the  titles  of  th'  illustrious  dame. — 
This  as  (my  duty  done)  some  scholar  read, 
A  village  father  look'd  disdain,  and  said  : 
"  Away,  my  friends  !  why  take  such  pains  to  know 
What  some  brave  marble  soon  in  church  shall  show  ? 
Where  not  alone  her  gracious  name  shall  stand, 
But  how  she  lived — the  blessings  of  the  land  ; 
How  much  we  all  deplored  the  noble  dead. 
What  groans  we  utter'd  and  what  tears  we  shed  ; 
Tears,  true  as  those  which  in  the  sleepy  eyes 
Of  weeping  cherubs  on  the  stone  shaU  rise  ; 
Tears,  true  as  those  which,  ere  she  lound  her  grave, 
The  noble  Lady  to  our  sorrows  gave." 

Down  by  the  church-way  walk,  and  where  the  brook 
Winds  round  the  chancel  like  a  shepherd's  crook  ; 
In  that  small  house,  with  those  green  pales  before, 
Where  jasmine  trails  on  either  side  the  door  ; 
Where  those  dark  shrubs,  that  now  grow  wild  at  will, 
Were  clipp'd  in  form  and  tantalized  with  skill ; 
Where  cockles  blanch 'd  and  pebbles  neatly  spread, 
Form'd  shining  borders  for  the  larkspurs'  bed  ; — 
There  lived  a  lady,  wise,  austere,  and  nice. 
Who  show'd  her  virtue  by  her  scorn  of  vice  ; 
In  the  dear  fashions  of  her  youth  she  dress' d, 
A  pea-green  Joseph  was  her  favounte  vest  ; 
Erect  she  stood,  she  walk'd  with  stately  mien. 
Tight  was  her  length  of  stays,  and  she  was  tall  and  loan. 

There  long  she  lived  in  maiden  state  immured. 
From  looks  of  love  and  treacherous  man  secured  ; 
Though  evil  fame— (but  that  was  long  before) — 
Had  blown  her  dubious  blast  at  Catherine's  door  : 
A  captain  thither,  rich  from  India  came. 
And  though  a  cousin  call'd,  it  touch'd  her  fame  : 
Her  annual  stipend  rose  from  his  behest. 
And  all  the  long-prized  treasures  she  possess'd  — 
If  aught  like  joy  awhile  appcar'd  to  stay 
In  that  stern  face,  and  chase  those  frowns  away, 
'Twas  when  her  treasures  she  disposed  for  view 
And  heard  the  praises  to  their  splendour  dtie  ; 
Silks  beyond  price,  so  rich,  they'd  stand  alono, 
And  diamonds  blazing  on  the  buckled  zone  ; 
Rows  of  rare  pearls  by  curious  workmen  set. 
And  bracelets  fair  in  box  of  glossy  jet  ; 
Bright  polish'd  ambor,  precious  from  its  size. 
Or  forms  the  fairest  I'ancy  could  devise  ; 
Her  drawers  of  cedar,  shut  with  secret  springs, 
Conceal'd  the  watch  of  gold  and  rubied  rings  ; 
Letters,  long  proofs  of  love,  and  verses  fine. 
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Round  the  pink'd  rims  of  crisped  Valentine. 
Her  china-closet,  cause  of  daily  care, 
For  woman's  wonder  held  her  pencill'd  ware  ; 
That  pictured  wealth  of  China  and  Japan, 
Like  its  cold  mistress  shunn'd  the  eye  of  man. 

Her  neat  small  room,  adom'd  with  maiden  taste, 
A  clipp'd  French  puppy,  first  of  favourites,  graced  ; 
A  parrot  next,  but  dead  and  stufFd  with  art 
(For  Poll,  when  living,  lost  the  lady's  heart. 
And  then  his  life  ;  for  he  was  heard  to  speak 
Such  fi'ightful  words  as  tinged  his  lady's  cheek) : 
Unhappy  bird  !  who  had  no  power  to  prove, 
Save  by  such  speech,  his  gratitude  and  love. 
A  grey  old  cat  his  whiskers  lick'd  beside ; 
A  type  of  sadness  in  the  house  of  pride. 
The  polish'd  surface  of  an  India  chest, 
A  glassy  globe,  in  frame  of  ivory,  press' d  ; 
Where  swam  two  finny  creatures  ;  one  of  gold, 
Of  silver  one  ;  both  beaiiteous  to  behold  : — 
All  these  were  form'd,  the  guiding  taste  to  suit ; 
The  beast  well-manner'd,  and  the  fishes  mute. 
A  widow'd  aunt  was  there,  compell'd  by  need 
The  nymph  to  flatter  and  her  tribe  to  feed  ; 
Who  veiling  well  her  scorn,  endured  the  clog. 
Mute  as  the  fish  and  fawning  as  the  dog. 

As  years  increased,  these  treasures,  her  delight, 
Arose  in  value  in  their  owner's  sight : 
A  miser  knows  that,  view  it  as  he  will, 
A  guinea  kept  is  but  a  g^iinea  still ; 
And  so  he  puts  it  to  its  proper  use. 
That  something  more  this  guinea  may  produce  ; 
But  silks  and  rings,  in  the  jiossessor's  eyes. 
The  oft'ner  seen,  the  more  in  value  rise. 
And  thus  are  wisely  hoarded  to  bestow 
The  kind  of  pleasure  that  with  years  will  grow. 

But  what  avail'd  their  worth — if  worth  had  they— 
In  the  sad  summer  of  her  slow  decay  ? 

Then  we  beheld  her  turn  an  anxious  look 
From  ti-unks  and  chests,  and  fix  it  on  her  book, — 
A  rich-bound  Book  of  Prayer  the  captain  gave 
(Some  princess  had  it,  or  was  said  to  have). 
And  then  once  more  on  all  her  stores  look  I'ound, 
And  draw  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound. 
That  told,  "Alas  !  how  hard  from  tliese  to  part. 
And  for  new  ho{)es  anfl  habits  form  the  heart  ! 
What  shall  I  do  (she  cried),  my  peace  of  mind 
To  gain  in  dying,  and  to  die  resign'd  ?" 

"  Hear,"  we  retum'd  ; — "  these  baubles  cast  aside, 
Nor  give  thy  God  a  rival  in  thy  pride  ; 
Thy  closets  shut,  and  ope  thy  kitchen's  door  ; 
There  own  thy  failings,  here  invite  the  poor  ; 
A  friend  of  Mammon  let  thy  bounty  make  ; 
For  widows'  prayers,  thy  vanities  forsake  ; 
And  let  the  hungry  of  thy  pride  partake  : 
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Then  shall  thy  inward  eye  with  joy  survey 
The  angel  Mercy  tempering  Death's  delay  !  " 

Alas  !  'twas  hard  ;  the  treasure  still  had  charms, 
Hope  still  its  flatterj',  sickness  its  alarms  ; 
Still  was  the  same  unsettled,  clouded  view. 
And  the  same  plaintive  cry,  "  What  shall  I  do  ? " 

Nor  change  appear' d  ;  for  when  her  race  was  run, 
Doubtful  we  all  exclaim'd,  "  What  has  been  done  ? " 
Apart  she  lived,  and  still  she  lies  alone  ; 
'  Yon  earthy  heap  awaits  the  flattering  stone 

On  which  invention  shall  be  long  employ'd, 
To  show  the  various  worth  of  Catherine  LJoyd. 

Next  to  these  ladies,  but  in  nought  allied, 
A  noble  peasant,  Isaac  Ashford,  died. 
Noble  he  was,  contemning  all  things  mean. 
His  truth  unquestion'd,  and  his  soul  serene  : 
Of  no  man's  presence  Isaac  felt  afraid  ; 
At  no  man's  question  Isaac  look'd  dismay'd  : 
Shame  knew  him  not,  he  dreaded  no  disgrace  ; 
Truth,  simple  tiiith,  was  written  in  his  face  : 
Yet  while  the  serious  thought  his  soul  approved. 
Cheerful  he  seem'd,  and  gentleness  he  loved  ; 
To  bliss  domestic  he  his  heart  resign'd. 
And  with  the  firmest  had  the  fondest  mind  ; 
Were  6thers  joyful,  he  look'd  smiling  on. 
And  gave  allowance  where  he  needed  none  ; 
Good  he  refused  with  future  ill  to  buy. 
Nor  knevr  a  joy  that  caused  reflection's  sigh  ; 
A  friend  to  virtue,  his  unclouded  breast 
No  envy  stung,  no  jealousy  distress'd 
(Bane  of  the  poor  !  it  wounds  their  weaker  mind, 
To  miss  one  favour  which  their  neighbours  find)  ; 
Yet  far  was  he  from  stoic  pride  removed  ; 
He  felt  humanely,  and  ho  warmly  loved  : 
I  mark'd  his  action  when  his  infant  died. 
And  his  old  neighbour  for  offence  was  tried  ; 
The  still  tears  stealing  down  that  furrow'd  cheek. 
Spoke  pity,  plainer  than  the  tongue  can  speak. 
If  pride  were  his,  'twas  not  their  vulgar  pride, 
Who,  in  their  base  contempt,  the  great  deride  ; 
Nor  pride  in  Icarning,^ — though  my  clerk  agreed, 
If  fate  should  call  him.  Ashford  might  succeed  ; 
Nor  pride  in  rustic  skill,  although  we  knew 
None  his  superior,  and  his  equals  few  : — 
But  if  that  spirit  in  his  soul  had  place. 
It  was  the  jealous  pride  that  shuns  di.sgi-ace  ; 
A  pride  in  honest  fame,  by  virtue  gain'd. 
In  sturdy  boys  to  virtuous  labours  train'd  ; 
Pride  in  the  power  that  guards  his  country's  coast, 
Anil  all  that  Englishmen  enjoy  and  boast ; 
Pride  in  a  life  that  slander's  tongue  defied, — 
In  fact  a  noble  passion,  misnamed  Pride, 

lie  had  no  party's  rage,  no  sect'ry's  whim  ; 
ChiTstian  and  countrymau  was  all  with  him  : 
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True  to  his  clmrch  lie  came  ;  no  Sunday  shower 
Kept  him  at  home  in  that  important  hour  ; 
Nor  his  firm  feet  could  one  persuading  sect. 
By  the  strong  glare  of  their  new  light  direct  : — 
"On  hope,  in  mine  own  sober  light,  I  gaze, 
But  should  be  bhnd,  and  lose  it,  in  your  blaze." 

In  times  severe,  when  many  a  sturdy  swain 
Felt  it  his  pride,  his  comfort  to  complain  ; 
Isaac  their  wants  would  soothe,  his  own  would  hide, 
And  feel  in  that  his  comfort  and  his  pride. 

At  length  he  found,  when  seventy  years  were  run, 
His  strength  departed  and  his  labour  done  ; 
When  he,  save  honest  fame,  retain'd  no  more. 
But  lost  his  wife,  and  saw  his  children  poor  : 
'Twas  then  a  spark  of — saj'  not  discontent — 
Struck  on  his  mind,  and  thus  he  gave  it  vent : — 

"  Kind  are  your  laws  ('tis  not  to  be  denied), 
That  in  j-on  house  for  ruin'd  age  provide. 
And  they  are  just  ;— when  young  we  give  you  all, 
And  for  assistance  in  our  weakness  call.— 
Why  then  this  proud  reluctance  to  be  fed. 
To  join  your  poor,  and  eat  the  parish  bread? 
But  yet  I  linger,  loth  with  him  to  feed. 
Who  gains  his  plenty  by  the  sons  of  need  ; 
He  who,  by  contract,  all  your  paupers  took, 
And  gauges  stomachs  with  an  anxious  look  : 
On  some  old  master  I  could  well  depend  ; 
See  him  with  joy  and  thank  him  as  a  friend  ; 
But  ill  on  him  who  doles  the  day's  supply, 
And  counts  our  chances  who  at  night  may  die  : 
Yet  help  me,  Heav'u  !  and  let  me  not  complain 
Of  what  I  suffer,  but  my  fate  sustain." 

Such  were  his  thoughts,  and  so  resign'd  he  grew  ; 
Daily  he  placed  the  workhouse  in  his  view  ! 
But  came  not  there  ;  for  sudden  was  his  fate, 
He  dropp'd,  expiring,  at  his  cottage  gate. 

I  feel  his  absence  in  the  hours  of  prayer. 
And  view  his  seat,  and  sigh  for  Isaac  there  : 
I  see  no  more  these  white  locks  thinly  spread 
Round  the  bald  polish  of  that  honour'd  head  ; 
No  more  that  awful  glance  on  playful  wiglit, 
ConipeU'il  to  kneel  and  tremble  at  the  sight. 
To  fold  his  fingers,  all  in  dread  the  while, 
Till  Mister  Ashlord  soften'd  to  a  smile  ; 
No  more  that  meek  and  suppliant  look  in  prayer. 
Nor  the  pure  faith  (to  give  it  force),  are  there  : — 
But  he  is  blest,  and  I  lament  no  more 
A  wise  good  man  contented  to  be  poor. 

Then  died  a  rambler  ;  not  the  one  who  sails, 
And  trucks,  for  female  iiivours,  beads  and  nails  ; 
Not  one  who  posts  from  jilaco  to  place— of  men 
And  manners  treating  with  a  flying  pen  ; 
Not  he  who  climbs,  for  prospects,  Suowdon's  height. 
And  chides  the  clouds  that  intercept  the  sight ; 
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No  curious  shell,  rare  plant,  or  brilliant  spar, 
Enticed  oui'  traveller  from  bis  home  so  fur  ; 
But  all  the  reason  bj'  himself  assign'd 
For  so  much  rambling,  was  a  restless  mind  ; 
As  on,  from  place  to  place,  without  intent. 
Without  reflection,  Robin  Dingley  went. 

Not  thus  by  nature  : — never  man  was  found 
Less  prone  to  wander  from  his  parish  bound  : 
Claudian's  old  man,  to  whom  all  scenes  were  new, 
Save  those  where  he  and  where  his  apples  grew, 
Eesembled  Robin,  who  around  would  look, 
And  his  horizon  for  the  earth's  mistook. 

To  this  poor  swain  a  keen  attorney  came  ; — 
"  I  give  thee  joj%  good  fellow  !  on  thy  name  ; 
The  rich  old  Dingley 's  dead  ; — no  child  has  he, 
Nor  wife,  nor  will  ;  his  all  is  left  for  thee  : 
To  be  his  fortune's  heir  thy  claim  is  good  ; 
Thou  hast  the  name,  and  we  will  prove  the  blood." 
The  claim  was  made  ;  'twas  tried, — it  would  not  stand 
They  proved  the  blood,  but  were  refused  the  land. 

Assured  of  wealth,  this  man  of  simple  heart 
To  every  friend  had  predisposed  a  pai-t ; 
His  wife  had  hopes  indulged  of  various  kind  ; 
The  three  Miss  Dingleys  had  their  school  assign'd. 
Masters  were  sought  for  what  they  each  required, 
And  books  were  bought  and  harpsichords  were  hired  ; 
So  high  was  hope  :— the  failure  touch'd  his  brain, 
And  Robin  never  was  liimself  again  ; 
Yet  he  no  wrath,  no  angi-j'  wish  express'd. 
But  tried,  in  vain,  to  lai)our  or  to  rest ; 
Then  cast  his  bundle  on  his  back,  and  went 
He  knew  not  whither,  nor  for  what  intent. 

Years  fled  ; — of  Robin  all  remembrance  past. 
When  home  he  wander'd  in  his  rags  at  last : 
A  sailor's  jacket  on  his  limbs  was  thrown, 
A  sailor's  story  he  had  made  his  own  ; 
Had  sufler'd  battles,  prisons,  tempests,  storms, 
Encountering  Death  in  all  his  ugliest  forms  : 
His  checks  were  haggard,  hollow  was  his  eye, 
Where  madness  lurk'd  conceal'd  in  miser}' ; 
Want,  and  th'  ungentle  world,  had  taught  a  part. 
And  piomptcd  cunning  to  that  simple  heart : 
"  He  now  bethought  him,  he  would  roam  no  more, 
But  live  at  home  and  labour  as  before." 

Here  clothed  and  led,  no  sooner  he  began 
To  roimd  and  redden,  than  away  he  I'an  ; 
His  wife  was  dead,  their  children  past  his  aid  ; 
So,  immolcstcd,  from  his  home  he  stray 'd  : 
Six  years  elajised,  when,  worn  with  want  and  pain. 
Came  Robin,  wrapt  in  all  his  rags  again  : 
We  chide,  we  pity  ; — placed  among  our  poor. 
He  fed  again,  and  was  a  man  once  moro. 

As  when  a  gnunt  and  hungry  fox  is  found, 
Eutrapp'd  alive  in  some  rich  hunter's  ground  ; 
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Fed  for  the  field,  although  each  day 's  a  feast, 
Fatten  you  raav,  but  never  tame  the  beast ; 
A  bouse  protects  him,  savoury  viands  sustain  ;— 
But  loose  bis  neck,  and  oft'  be  goes  again  : 
So  stole  our  vagrant  from  bis  warm  retreat. 
To  rove  a  prowler  and  be  duera'd  a  cheat. 

Hard  was  bis  fare  ;  for  him  at  length  we  saw 
In  cart  convey'd  and  laid  supine  on  straw. 
His  feeble  voice  now  spoke  a  sinking  heart ; 
His  groans  now  told  the  motions  of  the  cart ; 
And  when  it  stopp'd,  he  tried  in  vain  to  stand  ; 
Closed  was  his  eye,  and  clench'd  his  clammy  hand  ; 
Life  ebb'd  apace,  and  our  best  aid  no  more 
Could  his  weak  sense  or  dying  heart  restore  : 
But  now  he  fell,  a  victim  to  the  snare 
That  vile  attorneys  for  the  weak  prepare  ;— 
They  who  when  profit  or  resentment  call, 
Heed  not  the  groaning  victim  they  enthrall. 

Then  died  lamented  in  the  strength  of  life, 
A  valued  mother  and  a  faithful  wife; 
Call'd  not  away  when  time  had  loosed  each  hold 
On  the  fond  heart,  and  each  desire  grew  cold  ; 
But  when,  to  all  that  knit  us  to  our  kind. 
She  felt  fast-bound,  as  charity  can  bind  ;— 
Not  when  the  ills  of  age,  its  pain,  its  care. 
The  drooping  s]iirit  for  its  fate  prepare  ; 
And,  each  attection  failing,  leaves  the  heart 
Loosed  from  life's  charm,  and  willing  to  depai't ; 
But  all  her  ties  the  strong  invader  broke. 
In  all  their  strength,  by  one  tremendous  stroke  ! 
Sudden  and  swift  the  eager  pest  came  on. 
And  terror  grew,  til'  eveiy  hope  was  gone  ; 
Still  those  around  appear'd  for  hope  to  seek  ! 
But  view'd  the  sick  and  were  afraid  to  speak. 
Slowly  they  bore,  with  solemn  step,  the  dead : 

When  grief  grew  loud  and  bitter  tears  were  shed. 

My  part  began  ;  a  crowd  diew  near  the  place, 

Awe  in  each  eye,  alarm  in  every  face  : 

So  swift  the  ill,  and  of  so  fierce  a  kind, 

That  fear  with  pity  mingled  in  each  mind  ; 

Friends  with  the  husband  came  tbeir  griefs  to  blend  ; 

For  Goodman  Frankford  was  to  all  a  friend. 

Q'he  last-born  boy  they  hold  above  the  bier, 

He  knew  not  grief,  but  cries  expross'd  his  fear  ; 

Each  ditforenl  age  and  sex  reveal'd  its  paiu. 

In  now  a  louder,  now  a  lower  strain  ; 

Wbilothe  mot.'k  father  listening  to  tbeir  tones, 

Swell'd  the  full  cadence  of  the  grief  by  groans. 
Tho  elder  sister  strove  her  pangs  to  hide, 

And  soothing  words  to  younger  minds  applied  : 

"  Bo  still,  bo  j.atient  ;"  oft  she  strove  to  stay  ; 

But  fail'd  as  oft,  and  weeping  turn'd  aw.-iy. 
Curious  and  sad,  upon  the  fresh  dug  hill 

The  village  lads  stood  melancholy  still ; 
K  2 
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And  idle  cldldren,  wandering  to  and  fro, 
As  Nature  guided,  took  the  tone  of  woo. 

Arrived  at  home,  how  then  they  gazed  around 
On  every  place — where  she — no  more  was  found  ; — 
The  seat  at  table  she  was  wont  to  fill ; 
The  fire-side  chair,  still  set,  but  vacant  still ; 
The  garden-walks,  a  labour  all  her  own  ; 
The  latticed  bower,  with  trailing  shrubs  o'ergrown  ; 
The  Sunday  pew  she  fill'd  with  all  her  race, — 
Each  place  of  hers,  was  now  a  sacred  place, — 
That,  while  it  call'd  up  sorrows  in  the  eyes. 
Pierced  the  full  heart  and  forced  them  still  to  rise. 

Oh  sacred  sorrow  !  by  whom  souls  are  tried, 
Sent  not  to  punish  mortals,  but  to  guide  ; 
If  thou  art  mine  (and  who  shall  proudly  dare 
To  tell  his  Malcer  he  has  had  his  share  ! ) 
Still  let  me  feel  for  what  thy  pangs  are  sent. 
And  be  my  guide,  and  not  my  punishment ! 

Of  Leah  Cousins  next  the  name  appears, 
With  honours  crown'd  and  blest  with  length  of  j'ears. 
Save  that  she  lived  to  feel,  in  life's  decay. 
The  pleasure  die,  the  honours  drop  away  : 
A  matron  she,  whom  every  village  wife 
View'd  as  the  help  and  guardian  of  her  life ; 
Fathers  and  sous,  indebted  to  her  aid, 
Respect  to  her  and  her  profession  paid  ; 
Who  in  the  house  of  plenty  largely  fed, 
Yet  took  her  station  at  the  pauper's  bed  ; 
Nor  from  that  duty  could  be  bribed  again. 
While  fear  or  danger  urged  her  to  remain  : 
Jn  her  experience  all  her  friends  relied  ; 
Heaven  was  her  help,  and  Nature  was  her  guide. 

Thus  Leah  lived  ;  long  trusted,  much  caress'd. 
Till  a  town  dame  a  youthful  fanner  bless'd  ; 
A  gay  vain  bride,  who  would  example  give 
To  that  poor  village  where  she  deign'd  to  live  ; 
Some  few  months  past,  she  sent,  in  hour  of  need, 
For  Doctor  Glibb,  who  came  with  wondrous  speed  : 
Two  days  he  waited,  all  his  art  applied. 
To  save  the  mother  when  her  infant  died  : — 
"  'Twas  well  I  came,"  at  last  he  deign'd  to  say  ; 
"  'Twas  wondrous  well ;  " — and  proudly  rode  away. 

The  news  ran  round  ; — "  How  vast  the  doctor's  pow'r  ! 
He  saved  the  lady  in  the  trying  hour  ; 
Saved  her  from  death,  when  she  was  dead  to  hope, 
And  her  fond  husband  had  resign'd  her  up  : 
So  all,  like  her,  may  evil  fate  defy, 
If  Docttir  Glibb,  with  saving  hand,  be  nigh." 
Fame  (now  his  friend),  fear,  novelty,  and  whim, 
And  fashion,  sent  the  varying  sex  to  him  : 
From  this,  contention  in  the  village  rose  ; 
And  tkesi'  the  dame  espoused  ;  the  doctor  those ; 
The  wealtliier  part  to  him  and  science  went ; 
With  luck  and  her  the  poor  rernain'd  content. 
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The  matron  si.^h'd,  for  slio  was  vex'd  at  heart, 
With  so  much  profit,  so  much  fame,  to  part : 
"So  long  successful  in  my  art,"  she  cried, 
"  And  this  proud  man,  so  young  and  so  untried  !" 

"  Nay,"  said  the  doctor,  "  dare  you  trust  your  wives, 
The  joy,  the  pride,  the  solace  of  j'our  lives, 
To  one  who  acts,  and  knows  no  reason  why, 
But  trusts,  poor  hag  !  to  luck  for  an  ally  ? — 
Who,  on  experience,  can  her  claims  advance, 
And  own  the  powers  of  accident  and  chance  ? 
A  whining  dame,  who  prays  in  danger's  view 
(A  proof  she  knows  not  what  beside  to  do)  ; 
What's  her  experience  ?    In  the  time  that's  gone, 
Blundering  she  wrought,  and  still  she  blunders  on  : — 
And  what  is  Nature  ?  One  who  acts  in  aid 
Of  gossips  half  asleep  and  half  afraid  : 
With  such  allies  I  scorn  my  fame  to  blend. 
Skill  is  my  luck,  and  courage  is  my  friend  : 
No  slave  to  Nature,  'tis  my  chief  delight 
To  win  my  way  and  act  in  her  despite  :  — 
Trust  then  my  art,  that,  in  itself  complete, 
Needs  no  assistance,  and  fears  no  detuat.'' 

Warm'd  by  her  well-spiced  ale  and  aiding  pipe, 
The  angry  matron  grew  for  contest  ripe. 

"  Can  you,"  she  said,  "  ungrateful  and  unjust. 
Before  experience,  ostentation  trust  ? 
What  is  your  hazard,  foolish  daughters,  tell  ? 
If  safe,  you're  certain  ;  if  secure,  you're  well : 
That  I  have  luck  must  friend  and  foe  confess; 
And  what's  good  judgment  but  a  lucky  guess  ? 
He  boasts  but  what  ho  can  do  :— will  you  vwa. 
From  me,  your  friend  !  who,  all  he  boasts,  have  done  ? 
By  proud  and  learned  words  his  powers  are  known  ; 
By  healthy  boys  and  handsome  girls  my  own  : 
Wives  !  fothers  !  children  !  by  my  help  you  live  ; 
Has  this  pale  doctor  more  than  life  to  give? 
No  stunted  cripple  hops  the  village  round  ; 
Your  hands  are  active  and  your  heads  are  sound; 
My  lads  are  all  your  fields  and  flocks  require  ; 
My  lasses  all  those  sturdy  lads  admire. 
Can  this  proud  leech,  with  all  his  boasted  skill. 
Amend  the  soul  or  body,  wit  or  will  ? 
Does  he  fr>r  courts  the  sons  of  farmers  frame. 
Or  make  the  daughter  difter  from  the  dame  ? 
Or,  whom  he  brings  into  this  world  of  woe, 
Prepares  he  them  their  part  to  undergo  ? 
If  not,  this  stranger  from  your  doors  repel. 
And  be  content  to  ie  and  bo  we//." 

She  spake  ;  lint,  ah  !  with  words  too  strong  and  plam ; 
Her  warmth  offended,  and  her  truth  was  vain  : 
The  maiiii  left  her,  and  tho  frieudly./c'ic. 
If  never  colder,  yet  they  older  grow  ; 
Till,  unemploy'd,  she  felt  her  spirits  droop. 
And  took,  insidious  aid  !  th'  inspiring  ciii> ; 
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Grew  poor  and  peevish  as  her  powers  decay 'd, 
And  propp'd  the  tottering  frame  with  stronger  aid. 
Then  died  !  I  saw  our  careful  swains  convey, 
From  this  our  changeful  world,  the  matroJi's  clay. 
Who  to  this  world,  at  least,  with  equal  care, 
Brought  them  its  changes,  good  and  ill,  to  share. 

Now  to  his  grave  was  Roger  Cufl'convey'd, 
And  strong  resentment's  lingering  spirit  laid. 
Shipwrcck'd  in  youth,  he  home  return'd,  and  found 
His  brethren  three — and  thrice  they  wish'd  him  di-own'd. 
"  Is  this  a  landsman's  love  <  Be  certain  then. 
We  part  for  ever  ! "  and  they  cried,  "Amen  !" 

His  words  were  truth's  : — Some  forty  summers  fled, 
His  brethren  died  ;  his  kin  supposed  him  dead  : 
Three  nephews  these,  one  sprightly  niece,  and  one. 
Less  near  in  blood, — they  call'd  him  svrly  John, ; 
He  work'd  in  woods  apart  from  all  his  kind. 
Fierce  were  his  looks  and  moody  was  his  mind. 

For  home  the  sailor  now  began  to  sigh  : — 
"  The  dogs  are  dead,  and  I'll  return  and  die  : 
When  all  I  have,  my  gains,  in  years  of  care, 
The  younger  Cuffs  with  kinder  souls  shall  share — 
Yet  hold  !  I'm  rich  ; — with  one  consent  they'll  say, 
'You're  welcome,  uncle,  as  the  flowers  in  May,' 
No  ;  I'll  disguise  me,  be  in  tatters  dress'd, 
And  best  befriend  the  lads  who  treat  me  best." 

Now  all  his  kindred — neither  rich  nor  poor — 
Kept  the  wolf  Want  some  distance  from  the  door. 

In  piteous  plight  ho  knock'd  at  George's  gate. 
And  begg'd  for  aid,  as  he  described  his  state  : 
But  stern  was  George  :— "  Let  them  who  had  thee  strong, 
Help  thee  to  drag  thy  weaken'd  frame  along  ; 
To  us  a  stranger,  while  your  limbs  would  move, 
From  us  depart,  and  try  a  stranger's  love  : — 
"  Ha  !  dost  thou  mui-mur  ?"  for,  in  Roger's  throat 
Was  "Rascal  !"  rising  with  disdainfid  note. 

To  pious  James  he  then  his  praj'er  addross'd  ; — 
"  Good-lack,"  quoth  James,  "thy  sorrowS'pierce  my  breast; 
And,  had  I  wealth,  as  have  my  brethren  twain. 
One  board  should  feed  us,  and  one  roof  contain  : 
But  plead  I  will  thy  cause,  and  I  will  pray  : 
And  so  fi'.rewell !  Heaven  help  thco  on  thy  way  ! " 

"  Scoundrel !"  said  Roger  (but  ajiart) ; — and  told 
His  case  to  Peter  : — Peter  too  was  cold  : 
"  The  rates  are  high  ;  wo  have  a-many  poor; 
But  I  will  think," — he  said,  and  shut  the  door. 

Then  the  gay  niece  the  seeming  jianper  press'd  : — 
"Turn,  Nancy,  turn,  and  view  this  foi-m  distress'd  : 
Akin  to  thine  is  this  declining  frame. 
And  this  poor  beggar  claims  an  uncle's  name." 

"  Avaunt !  begone  !"  the  courteous  maiden  said, 
"Thou  vile  impostor  !  Uncle  Roger's  dead  : 
I  hate  thee,  beast ;  thy  look  my  spirit  shocks  ; 
Oh  !  that  I  saw  thee  starving  m.  the  stocks ! " 
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"  My  gentle  niece,"  he  said — and  sought  the  wood  : — 
"I  hunger,  fellow  ;  prithee  give  me  food  !" 

"  Give  !  am  I  rich  ?     This  hatchet  take,  and  try 
Thy  proper  strength,  nor  give  those  limbs  the  lie  ; 
Work,  feed  thyself,  to  thine  own  powers  appeal. 
Nor  whine  out  woes  thine  own  right  hand  can  heal ; 
And  while  that  hand  is  thine,  and  thine  a  leg, 
Scorn  of  the  proud  or  of  the  base  to  beg." 

"  Come,  surly  John,  thy  wealthy  kinsman  view," 
Old  Roger  said  ; — "  thy  words  are  brave  and  true  ; 
Come,  live  with  me  :  we'll  vex  those  scoundrel  boys, 
And  that  prim  shrew  shall,  envying,  hear  our  joys. — 
Tobacco's  glorious  fume  all  day  we'll  share, 
With  beef  and  brandy  kill  all  kinds  of  care; 
We'll  beer  and  biscuit  on  our  tal)le  heap, 
And  rail  at  rascals,  till  we  fall  asleep." 

Such  was  their  life  ;  but  when  the  woodman  died. 
His  grieving  kin  for  Roger's  smiles  applied — 
In  vain  ;  he  shut,  with  stern  rebuke,  the  door. 
And  djing,  built  a  refuge  for  the  poor, 
With  this  restriction,  that  no  C«^  should  share 
One  meal,  or  shelter  for  one  moment  there. 

My  Record  ends : — But  hark  !  e'en  now  I  hear 
The  bell  of  death,  and  know  not  whose  to  fear  : 
Our  farmers  all,  and  all  our  hinds  were  well ; 
In  no  man's  cottage  danger  seem'd  to  dwell  : — 
Yet  death  of  man  proclaim  these  heavy  chimes. 
For  thrice  they  sound,  with  pausing  space,  three  times. 

"  Go  ;  of  my  sexton  seek,  whose  days  are  sped  1 — 
What !  he,  himself ! — and  is  old  Dibble  dead  ? " 
His  eightieth  j^ear  he  reach'd,  still  undecay'd, 
And  rectors  five  to  one  close  vault  convey'd  : — 
But  he  is  gone  ;  his  care  and  skill  I  lose. 
And  gain  a  mournful  subject  for  my  muse  : 
His  masters  lost,  he'd  oft  in  tin-n  deplore. 
And  kindly  add, — "  Heaven  grant  1  lose  no  more  !" 
Yet,  while  he  spake,  a  sly  and  pleasant  glance 
Appear'd  at  variance  with  his  complaisance  : 
For,  as  he  told  their  fate  and  varying  worth. 
He  archly  look'd, — "I  yet  may  bear  thee  forth." 
"  When  first  (ho  so  began)  my  trade  I  plied, 
Good  master  Addle  was  the  parish  guide  ; 
His  clerk  and  sexton,  I  beheld  with  fear, 
His  stride  majestic,  and  his  frown  severe  ; 
A  noble  pillar  of  the  church  he  stood, 
Adorn '<1  with  college  gown  and  parish  hood  : 
Then  as  he  paced  the  hallow'd  aisles  about, 
He  fill'd  the  seven-fold  surplice  fairly  out ! 
But  in  his  pulpit  wearied  down  with  prayer. 
He  sat  and  seem'd  as  in  his  study's  chair  ; 
For  while  the  anthem  swell'd,  and  when  it  ceased, 
Th'  expecting  people  vicw'd  their  slumbering  priest ; 
Who,  dozing,  die(l. — Our  Parson  Peclo  was  next : 
'  I  will  not  spare  you,'  was  his  favourite  text ; 
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Nor  did  he  spare,  but  raised  them  many  a  pound  ; 
E'en  me  he  mulct  for  my  poor  rood  of  ground  ; 
Yet  cai'ed  he  nought  but  with  a  gibing  speech, 
'What  should  I  do,'  quoth  he,  'but  what  I  preach?' 
His  j^icrcing  jokes  (and  he'd  a  plenteous  store) 
Were  daily  ofler'd  both  to  rich  and  poor  ; 
His  scorn,  his  love,  in  playful  words  he  spoke ; 
His  pity,  praise,  and  promise,  were  a  joke  : 
But  though  so  young  and  blest  with  spirits  high, 
He  died  as  grave  as  any  judge  could  die  : 
The  strong  attack  subdued  his  hvely  powers, — 
His  was  the  grave,  and  Doctor  Grandspear  ours. 

"  Then  were  there  golden  times  the  village  round  ; 
In  his  abundance  all  appear'd  t'  abound  ; 
Liberal  and  rich,  a  plenteous  board  he  spread. 
E'en  cool  Dissenters  at  his  table  fed  ; 
Who  wish'd  and  hoped, — and  thought  a  man  so  kind, 
A  way  to  Heaven,  though  not  their  own,  might  find. 
To  them,  to  all,  he  was  polite  and  free. 
Kind  to  the  poor,  and,  ah  !  most  kind  to  me  ! 
'  Ralph,'  would  he  say,  '  Ralph  Dibble,  thou  art  old  ; 
That  doublet  fit,  'twill  keep  thee  from  the  cold  : 
How  does  my  sexton  ? — What !  the  times  are  hard  ; 
Drive  that  stout  pig,  and  pen  him  in  thy  yard.' 
But  most,  his  rev'rence  loved  a  mirthful  jest : — 
'Thy  coat  is  thin  ;  why,  man,  thourt  hareiy  dress'd  ; 
It's  worn  to  th'  thread  :  but  I  have  nappy  beer  ; 
Clap  that  within,  and  see  how  they  \\\\\  wear  ! ' 

"Gay  days  were  these  ;  but  they  were  quickly  past ; 
When  first  he  came,  we  found  he  couldn't  last : 
A  whoreson  cough  (and  at  the  fall  of  leaf) 
Upset  him  quite  ; — but  what's  the  gain  of  grief  ? 

"Then  came  the  author  rector  :  his  delight 
Was  all  in  books  ;  to  read  them  or  to  write  : 
Women  and  men  he  strove  alike  to  shun, 
And  hunied  homeward  when  his  tasks  were  done  ; 
Courteous  enough,  but  careless  what  he  said. 
For  points  of  learning  he  reserved  his  head  ; 
And  when  addressing  either  poor  or  rich. 
He  knew  no  better  than  his  cassock  which  : 
He,  like  an  osier  was  of  pliant  kind, 
Erect  by  nature,  but  to  bend  inclined  ; 
Not  hke  a  creeper  falling  to  the  ground. 
Or  moanlj^  catching  on  the  neighbours  round  : 
Careless  was  he  of  svu'plice,  hood,  and  band, — 
And  kindly  took  them  as  they  came  to  hand, 
Nor,  like  the  doctor,  wore  a  world  of  hat. 
As  if  he  sought  for  dignity  in  that : 
He  talk'd,  ho  gave,  but  not  with  cautious  rules  ; 
Nor  turn'd  from  gipsies,  vagabonds,  or  fools ; 
It  was  his  nature,  but  they  thought  it  whim. 
And  so  our  beaux  and  beauties  turn'd  from  him. 
Of  questions,  much  he  wrote,  proibund  and  dark, — 
How  spake  the  scrncnt,  and  where  stopp'd  the  ark  ; 
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From  what  fai-  land  the  queen  of  Sheba  came  ; 
Who  Salem's  priest,  and  what  his  father's  name  ; 
He  made  the  Song  of  Songs  its  mysteries  yield, 
And  Revelations  to  the  world  reveal'd. 
He  sleeps  i'  the  aisle, — but  not  a  stone  records 
His  name  or  fame,  his  actions  or  his  words  : 
And  truth,  your  reverence,  when  I  look  around. 
And  mark  the  tombs  in  our  sepulchral  ground 
(Though  dare  I  not  of  one  man's  hope  to  doubt), 
I'd  join  the  party  who  repose  without. 

"  Next  came  a  youth  from  Cambridge,  and  in  truth 
He  was  a  sober  and  a  comely  youth  ; 
He  blush'd  in  meekness  as  a  modest  man. 
And  gain'd  attention  ere  his  task  began  ; 
When  preaching,  seldom  ventured  on  reproof. 
But  touch'd  his  neighbours  tenderly  enough. 
Him,  in  his  youth,  a  clamorous  sect  assail'd. 
Advised  and  censured,  flatter'd,- — and  prevail'd. — 
Then  did  he  much  his  sober  hearers  vex. 
Confound  the  simple,  and  the  sad  perplex  ; 
To  a  new  style  his  reverence  rashly  took  ; 
Loud  grew  his  voice,  to  threat'ning  swell'd  his  look  ; 
Above,  below,  on  either  side  he  gazed. 
Amazing  all,  and  most  himself  amazed  : 
No  more  he  read  his  preachments  pure  and  plain. 
But  launch'd  outright,  and  rose  and  sank  again  : 
At  times  he  smiled  in  scorn,  at  times  he  wept. 
And  such  sad  coil  with  words  of  vengeance  kept. 
That  our  best  sleepers  started  as  they  slept. 

"  'Conviction  comes  like  lightning,'  he  would  cry  ; 
'  In  vain  you  seek  it,  and  in  vain  j'ou  fly  ; 
'Tis  like  the  rushing  of  the  mighty  wind, 
Unseen  its  progress,  but  its  power  you  find  ; 
It  strikes  the  child  ere  yet  its  reason  wakes  ; 
His  reason  fled,  the  ancient  sire  it  shakes  ; 
The  proud,  leam'd  man,  and  him  who  loves  to  know 
How  and  ti'om  whence  those  gusts  of  grace  will  blow. 
It  shuns, — but  sinners  in  their  way  impedes, 
And  sots  and  harlots  visits  in  their  deeds  : 
Of  faith  and  penance  it  supplies  the  place ; 
Assures  the  vilest  that  they  live  by  grace, 
And,  without  running,  makes  them  win  the  race.' 

"Such  was  the  doctrine  our  young  proi)het  taught  ; 
And  here  conviction,  there  confusion  wrought ! 
When  his  thin  cheek  assumed  a  deadly  hue, 
And  all  the  rose  to  one  small  spot  withdrew  : 
They  call'd  it  hectic  ;  'twas  a  fiery  flush. 
More  fix'd  and  deeper  than  the  maiden  blush  ; 
Hi.s  paler  lips  the  ])ear]y  teeth  disclosed, 
And  lab'ring  lungs  the  length'ning  speech  opposed. 
No  more  his  span-girth  shanks  and  quiv'ring  thighs 
Upheld  a  body  of  the  smaller  size  ; 
But  down  ho  sank  ujion  his  dying  bed, 
And  gloomy  crotchets  fiU'd  his  wandering  head. 
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"  '  Spite  of  my  faith,  all-saving  faith,'  he  cried, 
'  I  fear  of  worldly  works  the  wicked  pride  ; 
Poor  as  I  am,  degraded,  abject,  blind. 
The  good  I've  wrought  still  rankles  in  my  mind  ; 
My  alms-deeds  all,  and  every  deed  I've  done  ; 
My  moral  rags  defile  me  every  one  ; 
It  should  not  be  : — what  say'st  thou  !  tell  me,  Kalph.' 
Quoth  I,  '  Your  reverence,  I  believe  you're  safe  ; 
Your  faith  's  your  prop,  nor  have  you  pass'd  such  time 
In  life's  good  works  as  swell  them  to  a  crime. 
If  I  of  pardon  for  my  sins  were  sure. 
About  my  goodness  I  would  rest  secure.' 

"  Such  was  his  end,  and  mine  approaches  fast ; 
I've  seen  my  best  of  preachers, — and  my  last." — 
He  bow'd,  and  archly  smiled  at  what  he  said, 
Civil  but  sly  :— "  And  is  old  Dibble  dead  ?" 

Yes,  he  is  gone  :  and  we  are  going  all ; 
Ijike  flowers  we  wither,  and  like  leaves  we  fall ; — 
Here,  with  an  infant,  joyful  sponsors  come, 
Then  bear  the  new-made  Christian  to  its  home  • 
A  few  short  years  anfl  we  behold  him  stand 
To  ask  a  blessing  with  his  bride  in  hand  : 
A  few,  still  seeming  shorter,  and  we  hear 
His  widow  weeping  at  her  husband's  bier. 
Thus,  as  the  months  succeed,  shall  infants  take 
Their  names  ;  thus  parents  shall  the  child  forsake  ; 
Thus  brides  again  and  bridegrooms  blithe  shall  kneel, 
By  love  or  law  compell'd  their  vows  to  seal, 
Ere  I  again,  or  one  like  me,  explore 
These  simple  Annals  of  the  Village  Poor. 
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When  the  sad  soul,  by  care  and  grief  oppress'd, 

Looks  round  the  world,  but  looks  in  vain  for  rest ; 

When  every  object  that  appears  in  view 

Partakes  her  prloom  and  seems  dejected  too  ; 

Where  shall  affliction  from  itself  retire  ? 

Where  fade  away  and  placidly  expire  ? 

Alas  !  we  fly  to  silent  scenes  in  vain  ; 

Care  blasts  the  honours  of  the  flowery  plain  : 

Care  veils  in  clouds  the  sun's  meridian  beam, 

Sighs  through  the  grove  and  murmurs  in  the  stream  ; 

For  when  the  soul  is  labouring  in  despair, 

In  vain  the  l)ody  breathes  a  purer  air  : 

No  storm-toss'd  sailor  sighs  for  slumbering  seas  ; — 

He  dreads  the  tempest,  but  invokes  the  breeze; 

On  the  smooth  mirror  of  the  deep  resides 

Reflected  woe,  and  o'er  unruffled  tides 

The  ghost  of  every  former  danger  glides. 

Thus,  in  the  calms  of  life,  we  only  see 

A  steadier  image  of  our  misery  ; 

But  lively  gales  and  gently  clouded  skies 

Disperse  the  sad  reflections  as  they  rise  ; 

And  busy  thoughts  and  little  cares  avail 

To  ease  the  mind,  when  rest  and  reason  fail. 

When  the  dull  thought,  by  no  designs  employ'd, 

Dwells  on  the  past,  or  suffbr'd  or  enjoy'd, 

We  bleed  anew  in  every  fonner  grief. 

And  joys  departed  furnish  no  relief. 
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Not  Hope  herself,  with  all  her  flattering  art, 

Can  cure  this  stubborn  sickness  of  the  heart : 

The  soul  disdains  each  comfort  she  prepares, 

And  anxious  searches  for  congenial  cares  ; 

Those  lenient  cares,  which  with  our  own  combined, 

By  mix'd  sensations  ease  th'  afflicted  mind, 

And  steal  our  grief  away,  and  leave  their  own  behind  ; 

A  lighter  grief!  which  feeling  hearts  endure 

Without  regret,  nor  e'en  demand  a  cure  ; 

But  what  strange  art,  what  magic  can  dispose 
The  troubled  mind  to  change  its  native  woes  ? 
Or  lead  us  willing  from  ourselves,  to  see 
Others  more  wretched,  more  undone  than  we  ? 
This  Books  can  do  ; — nor  this  alone  ;  they  give 
New  views  to  life,  and  teach  us  how  to  live  ; 
They  soothe  the  grieved,  the  stubborn  they  chastise, 
Fools  they  admonish,  and  confirm  the  wise  : 
Their  aid  they  yield  to  all  ;  they  never  shun 
The  man  of  sorrow,  nor  the  wretch  undone  :    , 
Unlike  the  hard,  the  selfish,  and  the  proud, 
They  fly  not  sullen  from  the  suppliant  crowd  ; 
Nor  tell  to  various  people  various  things. 
But  show  to  subjects  what  they  show  to  kings. 

Come,  Child  of  Care  !  to  make  thy  soul  serene. 
Approach  the  treasures  of  this  tranquil  scene  ; 
Survey  the  dome,  and  as  the  doors  unfold. 
The  soul's  best  cure,  in  all  her  cares,  behold  ! 
Where  mental  wealth  the  poor  in  thought  may  find. 
And  mental  physic  the  diseased  in  mind  ; 
See  here  the  balms  that  passion's  wounds  assuage  ; 
See  coolers  hero  that  damp  the  fire  of  rage  ; 
Here  alt'ratives,  by  slow  degrees  control 
The  chronic  habits  of  the  sickly  soul ; 
And  round  the  heart  and  o'er  the  aching  head. 
Mild  opiates  here  their  sober  influence  shed. 
Now  bid  thy  soul  man's  busy  scenes  exclude. 
And  view  composed  this  silent  multitude  : — 
Silent  they  are  ;  but  though  deprived  of  sound. 
Here  all  the  living  languages  abound  ; 
Here  all  that  live  no  more  ;  preserved  they  lie. 
In  tombs  that  open  to  the  curious  eye. 

Blest  be  the  gracious  Power  who  taught  mankind 
To  stamp  a  lasting  image  of  the  mind  ! 
Beasts  may  convey,  ami  tuneful  birds  m.ay  sing, 
Their  mutual  feelings,  in  the  opening  spring  ; 
But  Man  alone  has  skill  and  power  to  send 
The  heart's  warm  dictates  to  the  disbint  friend  ; 
'Tis  his  alone  to  ])lease,  instruct,  advise 
Ages  remote,  and  nations  yet  to  rise. 

In  sweet  repose,  when  Labour's  children  sleep, 
When  Joy  forgets  to  smile  and  Care  to  weep. 
When  Passion  slumbers  in  the  lover's  breast. 
And  Fear  and  Guilt  partake  the  balm  of  rest. 
Why  then  denies  the  studious  man  to  share 
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Man's  common  good,  who  feels  his  common  care  ? 

Because  the  hope  is  his,  that  bids  him  fiy 
Night's  soft  repose,  and  sleep's  mild  power  defy  ; 
That  after  ages  may  repeat  his  praise. 
And  fame's  fair  meed  be  his,  for  length  of  days. 
Delightful  prospect  !  when  we  leave  behind 
A  worthy  offspring  of  the  fruitful  mind  ! 
Which,  bora  and  nursed  through  many  an  anxious  da}', 
Shall  all  our  labour,  all  our  cares  repay. 

Yet  all  are  not  these  births  of  noble  kind, 
Not  all  the  children  of  a  vigorous  mind  ; 
But  where  the  wisest  should  alone  preside, 
The  weak  would  rule  us,  and  the  blind  would  guide  ; 
Nay,  man's  best  eflbrts  taste  of  man,  and  show 
The  poor  and  troubled  source  from  which  they  flow  ; 
Where  most  he  triumphs,  we  his  wants  perceive, 
And  for  his  weakness  in  his  wisdom  grieve. 
But  though  imperfect  all,  yet  Wisdom  loves 
This  seat  serene,  and  Virtue's  self  approves  : — 
Here  come  the  grie\ed,  a  change  of  thought  to  find  ; 
The  curious  here  to  feed  a  craving  mind  ; 
Here  the  devout  their  peaceful  temple  choose  ; 
And  here  the  poet  meets  his  favouring  Muse. 

With  awe  around  these  silent  walks  I  tread  ; 
These  are  the  lasting  mansions  of  the  dead  : — 
"  The  dead  !  "  methinks  a  thousand  tongues  reply  ; 
"  These  are  the  tombs  of  such  as  cannot  die  ! 
Crown'd  with  eternal  fame,  thej'  sit  sublime. 
And  laugh  at  all  the  little  strife  of  time. " 

Hail,  then,  immortals  !  ye  who  shine  above, 
Each,  in  his  sphere,  the  literary  Jove  ; 
And  ye  the  common  people  of  these  skies, 
A  humbler  crowd  of  nameless  deities  ; 
Whether  'tis  yours  to  lead  the  willing  mind 
Through  Hintory's  mazes,  and  the  turnings  find  j 
Or,  whether  led  by  Science,  ye  retire, 
Lost  and  bewilder'd  in  the  vast  desire  ; 
Whether  the  Muse  invites  you  to  her  bowers. 
And  crowns  your  placid  brows  with  living  flowers  ; 
Or  godlike  Wisdom  teaches  you  to  show 
The  noblest  road  to  happiness  below  ; 
Or  men  and  manners  prompt  the  easy  page 
To  mark  the  flying  follies  of  the  age  : 
Whatever  good  ye  boast,  that  good  impart ; 
Inform  the  head  and  rectify  the  heart. 

Lo,  all  in  silence,  all  in  order  stand. 
And  mighty  folios  first,  a  lordly  band  ; 
Then  quartos  their  woll-order'd  ranks  maintain, 
And  light  octavos  fill  a  spacious  plain  : 
See  yonder,  ranged  in  more  frequented  rows, 
A  humbler  band  of  duodecimos  ; 
While  undistinguish'd  trifles  swell  the  scene, 
The  last  new  j)lay  and  fritter'd  magazine. 
Thus  'tis  in  life,  where  fii'st  the  proud,  the  great, 


62  crabbe's  poems. 

In  leagued  assembly  keep  their  cumbrous  state  ; 
Heavy  and  huge  they  fill  the  world  with  dread. 
Are  much  admireil,  and  are  but  little  read  : 
The  commons  next,  a  middle  rank  are  found  ; 
Professions  fruitful  pour  their  offspring  round  ; 
Reasoners  and  wits  are  next  their  place  allow'd, 
And  last,  of  vulgar  tribes,  a  countless  crowd. 

First  let  us  view  the  form,  the  size,  the  dress  ; 
For  these  the  manners — nay,  the  mind  express  ; 
That  weight  of  wood,  with  leathern  coat  o'erlaid  ; 
Those  ample  clasps  of  solid  metal  made  ; 
The  close-press'd  leaves,  unclosed  for  many  an  age  ; 
The  dull  red  edging  of  the  well-fill'd  page  ; 
On  the  broad  back  the  stubborn  ridges  roll'd. 
Where  yet  the  title  stands  in  tamish'd  gold  ;  ■ 
These  all  a  sage  and  labour'd  work  proclaim, 
A  painful  candidate  for  lasting  fame  : 
No  idle  wit,  no  trifling  verse  can  lurk 
In  the  deep  bosom  of  that  weighty  work  ; 
No  playful  thoughts  degrade  the  solemn  stylo, 
Nor  one  light  sentence  claims  a  transient  smile. 

Hence,  in  these  times,  untouch'd  the  pages  lie, 
And  slumber  out  their  immortality  : 
They  had  their  Any,  when,  after  all  his  toil. 
His  morning  study,  and  his  midnight  oil, 
At  length  an  author's  one  great  •work  appear' d. 
By  patient  hope  and  length  of  days  endear'd  : 
Expecting  nations  hail'd  it  from  the  press  ; 
Poetic  friends  prefix'd  each  kind  address  ; 
Princes  and  kings  received  the  pond'rous  gift, 
And  ladies  read  the  work  they  could  not  lift. 
Fashion,  though  Folly's  child,  and  guide  of  fool.s, 
Rules  o'en  the  wisest,  and  in  learning  rules  ; 
From  crowds  and  courts  to  Wisdom's  seat  she  gooa 
And  reigns  triumphant  o'er  her  mother's  foes. 
For  lo  !  these  fav'rites  of  the  ancient  mode 
Lie  all  neglected,  like  the  Birthday  Ode. 

Ah  !  needless  now  this  weight  of  massy  chain  ;  * 
Safe  in  themselves,  the  onco-lovod  works  remain  ; 
No  readers  now  invade  their  still  retreat. 
None  try  to  steal  them  from  their  parent  seat ; 
Like  ancient  beauties,  they  may  now  discard 
Chains,  bolts,  m\A  locks,  and  lie  without  a  guard. 

Our  patient  fathers  trifling  themes  laid  by, 
And  roll'd,  o'er  labour'd  works,  th'  attentive  eye  ; 
Pago  after  page  the  much-enduring  men 
Explored  the  deeps  and  shallows  of  the  pen  : 
Till,  every  former  note  and  comment  knowTi, 
They  mark'd  the  spacious  margin  with  their  own  ; 
Minute  corrections  prove  their  studious  care  ; 
The  little  index,  pointing,  told  us  whore  ; 
And  many  an  emendation  show'd  the  age 

•  In  old  libraries,  works-  of  value  niid  importMice  were  faatcned  to  their  places  by  « 
lentil  otclijiiu,  aiul  might  so  be  perused,  but  not  taken  awaj-. 
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Look'd  far  beyond  tho  rubric  title-page. 

Our  nicer  palates  lighter  labours  seek, 
Cloy'd  with  a  folio  numher  once  a  week  ; 
Bibles,  with  cuts  and  comments,  thus  go  down  : 
E'en  light  Voltaire  is  number'd  through  the  town  : 
Thus  physic  flies  abroad,  and  thus  the  law. 
From  men  of  study,  and  from  men  of  straw  ; 
Abstracts,  abridgments,  please  the  fickle  times. 
Pamphlets  and  plays,  and  politics  and  rhymes  : 
But  though  to  write  be  now  a  task  of  ease. 
The  task  is  hard  by  manly  arts  to  please, 
When  all  our  weakness  is  exposed  to  view. 
And  half  our  judges  are  our  rivals  too. 

Amid  these  works,  on  which  the  eager  eye 
Delights  to  fix,  or  glides  reluctant  bj', 
When  all  combined,  their  decent  pomp  display, 
Where  shall  we  first  our  early  offering  pay  ? — 

To  thee.  Divinity  !  to  thee,  the  light 
And  guide  of  mortals  through  their  mental  night ; 
By  whom  we  learn  our  hopes  and  fears  to  guide  ; 
To  bear  with  pain  and  to  contend  with  pride  ; 
When  grieved,  to  pray  ;  when  injui-ed,  to  forgive  ; 
And  with  the  world  in  charity  to  live. 

Not  tnitlis  like  these  inspired  that  numerous  race 
Whose  pious  labours  fill  this  ample  space  ; 
But  questions  nice,  where  doubt  on  doubt  arose, 
Awaked  to  war  the  long-contending  foes. 
For  dubious  meanings,  Icarn'd  polemics  strove. 
And  wars  on  faith  prevented  works  of  love  ; 
The  brands  of  discord  far  around  were  hurl'd. 
And  holy  wrath  inflamed  a  sinful  world  : — 
Dull  though  impatient,  peevish  though  devout. 
With  wit  disgusting,  and  despised  without ; 
Saints  in  design,  in  execution  men. 
Peace  in  their  looks,  and  vengeance  in  their  pen, 

Methinks  1  see,  a»d  sicken  at  the  sight, 
Spirits  of  spleen  from  yonder  pile  alight ; 
Spirits  who  laromptod  every  damning  page, 
With  pontiff  pride  and  still-increasing  rage  : 
Lo  !  how  they  stretch  their  gloomy  wings  around. 
And  lash  ^^•ith  furious  strokes  the  trembling  ground  ! 
They  pray,  they  fight,  they  murder,  and  they  weej), — 
Wolves  in  their  vengeance,  in  theu"  manners  sheep  ; 
Too  well  they  act  the  prophet's  fatal  part. 
Denouncing  evil  with  a  zealous  heart ; 
And  each,  like  Jonah,  is  displeased  if  God 
Repent  his  anger,  or  withhold  his  rod. 
But  here  the  dormant  fury  rests  unsought, 
And  Zeal  sleeiis  soundly  by  the  foes  she  fought ; 
Here  all  tho  rage  of  controversy  ends. 
And  riviil  zealots  rest  like  bosom  friends  : 
An  Athanasi.an  hero,  in  deep  repose. 
Sleeps  with  the  fiercest  of  his  Arian  foes  ; 
Socinians  here  with  Calviuists  abide, 
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And  thin  partitions  angry  chiefs  divide  ; 

Hero  wily  Jesuits  simple  Quakers  meet. 

And  Bellarmine  has  rest  at  Luther's  feet. 

Great  authors,  for  the  church's  glory  fired, 

Are  for  the  church's  peace  to  rest  retired  ; 

And  close  beside,  a  mystic,  maudlin  race. 

Lie  "  Crumbs  of  Comfort  for  the  Babes  of  Grace." 

Against  her  foes  Religion  well  defends 
Her  sacred  truths,  but  often  fears  her  friends  : 
If  learn'd,  their  pi-ide,  if  weak,  their  zeal,  she  dreads, 
And  their  hearts'  weakness  who  have  soundest  heads ; 
But  most  she  fears  the  controversial  pen. 
The  holy  strife  of  disputatious  men  ; 
Who  the  blest  Gospel's  peaceful  page  explore, 
Only  to  fight  against  its  precepts  more. 

Near  to  these  seats  behold  yon  slender  frames, 
All  closely  fill'd  and  mark'd  with  modern  names  ; 
Where  no  foir  science  ever  shows  her  face, 
Few  sparks  of  genius,  and  no  spark  of  grace  ; 
There  sceptics  rest,  a  still  increasing  throng, 
And  stretch  their  widening  wings  ten  thousand  strong  ; 
Some  in  close  fight  their  dubious  claims  maintain  ; 
Some  skirmish  lightly,  fly,  and  fight  again  ; 
Coldly  profane,  and  impiously  gay, 
Their  end  the  same,  though  various  in  their  way. 

When  first  Religion  came  to  bless  the  land. 
Her  friends  were  then  a  firm  believing  hand  ; 
To  doubt  was  then  to  plunge  in  guilt  extreme. 
And  all  was  gospel  that  a  monk  could  dream  ; 
Insulting  Reason  fled  the  grov'lling  soul. 
For  Fear  to  guide,  and  visions  to  control : 
But  now,  when  Reason  has  assumed  her  throne, 
She,  in  her  turn,  demands  to  reign  alone  ; 
Rejecting  all  that  lies  beyond  her  view. 
And  being  judge,  will  be  a  witness  too  : 
Insulted  Faith  then  leaves  the  doubtful  mind. 
To  seek  for  truth,  without  a  power  to  find  : 
Ah  !  when  will  both  iu  friendly  beams  unite, 
And  pour  on  erring  man  resistless  light  i 
Next  to  the  seats,  well  stored  with  works  divine, 
An  ample  space.  Philosophy  !  is  thine  ; 
Our  reason's  guide,  by  whose  assisting  light 
We  trace  the  moral  bounds  of  wrong  and  nght ; 
Our  guide  through  nature,  from  the  sterile  clay. 
To  the  bright  orbs  of  yon  celestial  way  ! 
'Tis  thine,  the  great,  the  golden  chain  to  trace. 
Which  runs  through  all,  connecting  race  with  race  ; 
Save  where  those  puzzling,  stubborn  links  remain, 
Which  thy  uifcrior  light  pursues  iu  vain  : — 

How  vice  and  virtue  in  the  soul  contend  ; 
How  widely  differ,  yet  how  nearly  blend  ; 
What  various  passions  war  on  either  part. 
And  now  confirm,  now  melt  the  yielding  heart : 
How  Fancy  loves  around  the  world  to  stray, 
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While  Judg-ment  slowly  picks  his  sober  way  ; 
The  stores  ot  memory,  and  the  flights  sublinie 
Of  genius,  bound  by  neither  space  nor  time  ; — 
All  these  divine  Philosophy  explores, 
Till,  lost  in  awe,  she  wonders  and  adores. 

From  these,  descending  to  the  earth,  she  turns 
And  matter,  in  its  various  forms,  discerns  ; 
She  parts  the  beamy  light  with  skill  profound. 
Metes  the  thin  air,  and  weighs  the  flying  sound  ; 
'Tis  hers  the  lightning  from  the  clouds  to  call, 
And  teach  the  fiery  mischief  where  to  fall. 

Yet  more  her  volumes  teach, — on  these  we  look 
As  abstracts  drawn  from  Nature's  larger  book  : 
Here,  first  described,  the  toi-pid  earth  appears, 
And  next,  the  vegetable  robe  it  wears  ; 
Where  flow'ry  tribes,  in  valleys,  fields,  and  groves, 
Nurse  the  still  flame,  and  teed  the  silent  loves  ; 
Loves  where  no  grief,  nor  joy,  nor  bliss,  nor  pain, 
Warm  the  glad  heart  or  vex  the  labouring  brain  ; 
But  as  the  green  blood  moves  along  the  blade, 
The  bed  of  Flora  on  the  branch  is  made  ; 
Where,  without  passion  love  instinctive  lives, 
And  gives  new  life,  unconscious  that  it  gives. 
Advancing  still  in  Nature's  maze,  we  trace, 
In  dens  and  burning  plains,  her  savage  race 
With  those  tame  tribes  who  on  their  lord  attend, 
And  find  in  man  a  master  and  a  friend  ; 
Man  crowns  the  scene,  a  world  of  wonders  new, 
A  moral  world,  that  well  demands  our  view. 

This  world  is  here  ;  for,  of  more  lofty  kind. 
These  neighbouring  volumes  reason  on  the  mind  ; 
They  paint  the  state  of  man  ere  yet  endued 
With  knowledge  ;— man,  poor,  ignorant,  and  rude  ; 
Then,  as  his  state  improves,  their  pages  swell, 
And  all  its  cares,  and  all  its  comforts,  tell  : 
Here  we  behold  how  inexperience  buys. 
At  little  price,  the  wisdom  of  the  wise  ; 
Without  the  troubles  of  an  active  state, 
Without  the  cares  and  dangers  of  the  great, 
Without  the  miseries  of  the  poor,  we  know 
What  wisdom,  wealth,  and  poverty  bestow  ; 
Wo  see  how  reason  calms  the  raging  mind. 
And  how  contending  passions  urge  mankind  : 
Some,  won  by  virtue,  glow  with  sacred  fire  ; 
Some,  lured  by  vice,  indulge  the  low  desire  ; 
Whilst  others,  won  by  either,  now  pursue 
The  guilty  chase,  now  keep  the  good  in  view ; 
For  ever  wretched,  with  themselves  at  strife, 
They  lead  a  juizzlcd,  vex'd,  uncertain  life  ; 
For  transient  vice  bequeaths  a  lingering  pain. 
Which  transient  virtue  seeks  to  cure  in  vain. 

Whilst  thus  engaged,  high  views  enlarge  the  soul, 
New  interests  draw,  new  principles  control : 
Nor  thus  the  soul  alono  resigns  ner  grief, 
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But  here  the  tortured  body  finds  relief ; 

For  see  where  yonder  sage  Arachnb  shapes 

Her  subtile  gin,  that  not  a  fly  escapes  ! 

There  Physic  fills  the  space,  and  far  around. 

Pile  above  pile  her  learned  works  abound  : 

Glorious  their  aim — to  ease  the  labouring  heart ; 

To  war  with  Death,  and  stop  his  flying  dart ; 

To  ti'ace  the  source  whence  the  fierce  contest  grow. 

And  life's  short  lease  on  easier  terms  renew  ; 

To  calm  the  phrensy  of  the  burning  brain  ; 

To  heal  the  tortures  of  imploring  pain  ; 

Or,  when  more  powerful  ills  all  efforts  brave. 

To  ease  the  victim  no  device  can  save, 

And  smooth  the  stormy  passage  to  the  grave. 

But  man,  who  knows  no  good  unmix'd  and  pure. 
Oft  finds  a  poison  where  he  sought  a  cure  ; 
For  grave  deceivers  lodge  their  labours  here. 
And  cloud  the  science  they  pretend  to  clear  ; 
Scourges  for  sin,  the  soleuni  tribe  are  sent ; 
Like  fire  and  storms,  they  call  us  to  repent  ; 
But  storms  subside,  and  fires  forget  to  rage. 
These  are  eternal  scourges  of  the  age  ; 
'Tis  not  enough  that  each  terrific  hand 
Spreads  desolation  round  a  guilty  land  ; 
But,  train'd  to  ill,  and  harden'd  by  its  crimes, 
Their  pen  relentless  kills  through  future  times. 

Say,  j'e,  who  search  these  records  of  the  dead — 
Who  read  huge  works,  to  boast  what  ye  have  lead, 
Can  all  the  real  knowledge  ye  possess. 
Or  those — if  such  there  are — who  more  than  guess, 
Atone  for  each  impostor's  wild  mistakes. 
And  mend  the  blunders  pride  or  folly  makes  ? 

What  thought  so  wild,  what  airj'  dream  so  light, 
That  will  not  prompt  a  theorist  to  write  ? 
What  art  so  prevalent,  what  proof  so  sti-ong. 
That  will  convince  him  his  attempt  is  wrong  ? 
One  in  the  solids  finds  each  lurking  ill, 
Kor  grants  the  passive  fluids  power  to  kill ; 
A  learned  friend  some  subtler  reason  brings. 
Absolves  the  channels,  but  condemns  their  springs  ; 
The  subtile  nerves,  that  shun  the  doctor's  eye, 
Escape  no  more  his  subtler  theory  ; 
The  vital  heat,  that  warms  tbe  labouring  heart, 
Lends  a  fair  system  to  these  sons  oi  art ; 
The  vital  air,  a  pure  and  subtile  stream. 
Serves  a  foundation  for  iu\  airy  scheme, 
Assists  the  doctor,  and  supports  his  dream. 
Some  have  their  favourite  ills,  and  each  disease 
Is  but  a  younger  branch  that  kills  from  these  ; 
One  to  the  gout  contracts  all  human  pain  ; 
He  views  it  raging  in  the  frantic  brain  ; 
Finds  it  in  fevers  all  his  efforts  mar. 
And  sees  it  lurking  ui  the  cold  catarrh  : 
Bilious  by  some,  by  others  nervous  seen. 
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Rage  the  fantastic  demons  of  the  spleen  ; 

And  ever}'  symptom  of  the  strange  disease 

With  every  system  of  the  sage  agrees. 
Ye  frigid  tribe,  on  whom  I  wasted  long 

The  tedious  hours,  and  ne'er  indulged  in  song  ; 

Ye  first  seducers  of  my  easy  heart, 

Who  promised  knowledge  ye  could  not  impart ; 

Ye  dull  dehiders,  truth's  destructive  foes  ; 

Ye  sons  of  fiction,  clad  in  stupid  prose  ; 

Ye  treacherous  leaders,  who,  yourselves  in  doubt, 

Light  up  false  fires,  and  send  us  far  abo\it  ; — 

Still  may  yon  spider  round  your  pages  spin. 

Subtile  and  slow,  her  emblematic  gin  ! 

Buried  in  dust  and  lost  in  silence,  dwell. 

Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  friends — farewell ; 
Near  these,  and  where  the  setting  sun  displays, 

Through  the  dim  window,  his  departing  rays. 

And  gilds  yon  columns,  there,  on  either  side, 

The  huge  abridgments  of  the  Law  abide  ; 

Fruitful  as  vice  the  dread  correctors  stand, 

And  spread  their  guardian  terrors  round  the  land  ; 

Yet,  as  the  best  that  human  care  can  do 
Is  mix'd  with  error,  oft  with  evil  too, 

Skill'd  in  deceit,  and  practised  to  evade, 

Knaves  stand  secure,  for  whom  these  laws  were  made. 

And  justice  vainly  each  expedient  tries. 

While  art  eludes  it,  or  while  power  defies. 

"Ah  !  happy  age,"  the  youthful  poet  sings, 

"  When  the  "free  nations  knew  not  laws  nor  kings  ; 

When  all  were  blest  to  share  a  common  store. 

And  none  were  proud  of  wealth,  for  none  were  poor  ; 

Nor  wars  nor  tumults  vex'd  each  still  domain. 

No  thirst  of  empire,  no  desire  of  gain  ; 

No  proud  great  man,  nor  one  who  would  be  great, 

Drove  modest  merit  from  its  proper  state  ; 

Nor  into  distant  climes  would  Avarice  roam. 

To  fetch  delights  for  Luxury  at  home  : 

Bound  by  no  ties  which  kept  the  soul  in  awe. 

They  dwelt  at  liberty,  and  love  was  law  !  " 

"  Mistaken  youth  I  each  nation  first  was  rud^. 
Each  man  a  cheerless  son  of  solitude. 
To  whom  no  joys  of  social  life  wore  known. 
None  felt  a  care  that  was  not  all  his  own  ; 
Or  in  some  languid  clime  his  abject  soul 
Bow'd  to  a  little  tyrant's  stern  control  ; 
A  slave,  with  slaves  his  monarch's  throne  ho  raised. 
And  in  rude  song  his  ruder  idol  praised  ; 
The  meaner  cares  of  life  were  all  he  knew  ; 
Bounded  his  pleasures,  and  his  wishes  few  ; 
But  when  by  slow  degrees  the  Arts  arose. 
And  Science  waken'd  from  her  long  repose  ; 
When  Commerce,  rising  from  the  bod  of  ease. 
Ran  round  the  land,  and  pointed  to  the  seas  j 
When  Emulation,  born  with  jealous  eye, 
F  2 
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And  Avarice,  lent  their  spurs  to  iudnstry ; 
Then  one  by  one  the  minierous  laws  were  made, 
Those  to  control,  and  these  to  succour  trade  ; 
To  curb  the  insolence  ot  rude  command, 
To  snatch  the  victim  from  the  usurer's  hand  ; 
To  awe  the  bold,  to  yield  the  wrong'd  redress, 
And  feed  the  poor  with  Luxury's  excess." 

Like  some  vast  flood,  unbounded,  fierce,  and  strong, 
His  nature  leads  ungovern'd  man  along  ; 
Like  mighty  bulwarks  made  to  stem  that  tide. 
The  laws  are  form'd,  and  placed  on  ev'ry  side  ; 
Whene'er  it  breaks  the  bounds  by  these  decreed. 
New  statutes  rise,  and  stronger  laws  succeed  ; 
More  and  more  gentle  grows  the  dying  stream. 
More  and  more  strong  the  rising  bulwarks  seem  ; 
Till,  like  a  miner  working  sure  and  slow. 
Luxury  creeps  on,  and  ruins  all  below  ; 
The  basis  sinks,  the  ample  piles  decay ; 
The  stately  fabric  shakes  and  falls  away  ; 
Primeval  want  and  ignorance  come  on, 
But  freedom,  that  exalts  the  savage  state,  is  gone. 

Next,  History  ranks  ; — there  full  in  front  she  lies, 
And  every  nation  her  dread  tale  supplies  ; 
Yet  History  has  her  doubts,  and  every  age 
With  sceptic  queries  marks  the  passing  page  ; 
Records  of  old  nor  later  date  are  clear. 
Too  distant  those,  and  these  are  placed  too  near  ; 
There  time  conceals  the  objects  from  our  view, 
Here  our  own  passions  and  a  writer's  too  : 
Yet,  in  these  volumes,  see  how  states  arose  ! 
Guarded  by  virtue  from  surrounding  foes  ; 
Their  virtue  lost,  and  of  their  triumphs  vain,  ! 

Lo  !  how  they  sunk  to  slaverj'  again  ! 
Satiate  with  power,  of  fiime  and  wealth  possess'd, 
A  nation  grows  too  glorious  to  be  blest ; 
Conspicuous  made,  she  stands  the  mark  of  all. 
And  toes  join  foes  to  triumph  in  her  fall. 

Thus  speaks  the  page  that  paints  ambition's  race. 
The  monarch's  pride,  his  glory,  his  disgrace  ; 
The  headlong  course,  that  madd'ning  heroes  run, 
How  soon  triumphant,  and  how  soon  imdone  ; 
How  slaves,  turn'd  tyrants,  offer  crowns  to  sale, 
And  each  fall'n  nation's  melancholy  tale. 

Lo  !  where  of  late  the  Book  of  Martyrs  stood, 
Old  pious  tracts,  and  Bibles  bound  in  wood  ; 
There,  such  the  taste  of  our  degenerate  age, 
Stand  the  profane  delusions  ot  the  Stage  : 
Yet  Virtue  ovms  the  Tragic  Muse  a  friend. 
Fable  her  means,  morality  her  end  ; 
For  this  she  rules  all  passions  in  their  turns. 
And  now  the  bosom  bleeds,  and  now  it  bums  ; 
Pity  with  weeping  eye  surveys  her  bowl. 
Her  anger  swells,  her  terror  chills  the  soul  ; 
She  makes  the  vUe  to  virtue  }ield  applause, 
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And  own  her  sceptre  while  they  break  her  laws  ; 

For  vice  in  others  is  abhorr'd  of  all, 

And  villains  triumph  when  the  worthless  fall. 

Not  thus  her  sister  Comedy  prevails, 
Who  shoots  at  Folly,  for  her  arrow  fails  ; 
Folly,  by  Dulness  arm'd,  eludes  the  wound, 
And  harmless  sees  the  feather'd  shafts  rebound  ; 
Unhurt  she  stands,  applauds  the  archer's  skill, 
Laughs  at  her  malice,  and  is  Folly  still. 
Yet  well  the  ]\Iuse  portrays,  in  fancied  scenes. 
What  pride  will  stoop  to,  what  profession  means  ; 
How  formal  fools  the  tarce  of  state  applaud  ; 
How  caution  watches  at  the  lips  of  fraud  ; 
The  wordy  variance  of  domestic  life  ; 
The  tyrant  husband,  the  retorting  wife  ; 
The  snares  for  innocence,  the  lie  of  trade, 
And  the  smooth  tongue's  habitual  masquerade. 

With  her  the  Virtues  too  obtain  a  place, 
Each  gentle  passion,  each  becoming  grace  ; 
The  social  joy  in  life's  securer  road. 
Its  easy  pleasure,  its  substantial  good  ; 
The  happy  thought  that  conscious  virtue  gives, 
And  all  that  ought  to  hve,  and  all  that  lives. 

But  who  are  these  ?    Methinks  a  noble  mien 
And  awhil  grandeur  in  their  form  are  seen, 
Now  in  disgrace  :  what  though  by  time  is  spread 
Polluting  dust  o'er  every  reverend  head  ; 
What  though  beneath  yon  gilded  tribe  they  lio. 
And  dull  observers  pass  insulting  by  : 
Forbid  it  shame,  forbid  it  decent  awe. 
What  seems  so  grave,  should  no  attention  draw 
Come,  let  us  then  with  reverend  step  advance. 
And  greet — the  ancient  worthies  of  Romance. 

Hence,  ye  profane  !  I  feel  a  former  dread, 
A  thousand  visions  float  around  my  head  : 
Hark  !  hollow  blasts  through  empty  courts  resound. 
And  shadowy  forms  with  staring  eyes  stalk  round  ; 
See  !  moats  and  bridges,  walls  and  castles  rise. 
Ghosts,  iairies,  demons,  dance  beloro  our  eyes  ; 
Lo  !  magic  verse  inscribed  on  golden  gate. 
And  bloody  hand  that  beckons  on  to  late  : — 
"And  who  art  thou,  thou  little  page,  unfold  ? 
Say,  doth  my  lord  my  Claribcl  withhold? 
Go  tell  him  straight.  Sir  Knif,dit,  thou  must  resign 
The  captive  queen  ; — for  Claribcl  is  mine." 
Away  he  flies  ;  and  now  for  bloody  deeds. 
Black  suits  of  armour,  masks,  and  foaming  steeds  ; 
The  giant  falls  ;  his  recreant  throat  I  seize. 
And  from  his  corslet  take  the  massy  keys  : — 
Dukes,  lords,  anil  knights,  in  long  procession  move. 
Released  from  bondage  with  my  virgin  love  :  — 
She  comes  !  she  comes  !  in  all  the  charms  of  youth, 
Unequall'd  love,  and  unsuspected  trutii  ! 

Ah  !  happy  ho  who  thus,  in  magic  themes. 


70  crabbe's  poems. 

O'er  worlds  bewitch'd  in  early  rapture  dreams. 
Where  wild  Enchantment  waves  her  potent  wand. 
And  Fancy's  beauties  fill  her  fairy  land  ; 
Whore  doubtlul  objects  strange  desires  excite. 
And  Fear  and  Ignorance  afford  delight. 

But  lost,  for  ever  lost,  to  me  these  joys. 
Which  Fv,eason  scatters,  and  which  Time  destroys  ; 
Too  dearly  bought :  maturer  judgment  calls 
My  busied  mind  from  tales  and  madrigals  ; 
My  doughty  giants  all  are  slain  or  fled, 
And  all  my  knights — blue,  green,  and  yellow — dead  ! 
No  more  the  midnight  fairy  ti'ibo  I  view. 
All  in  the  merry  moonshine  tippling  dew  ; 
E'en  the  last  lingering  fiction  of  the  brain. 
The  churchyard  ghost,  is  now  at  rest  again  ; 
And  all  these  wayward  wanderings  of  my  youth 
Fly  Reason's  power,  and  shun  the  light  of  Truth, 

With  Fiction  then  does  real  joy  reside, 
And  is  our  reason  the  delusive  guide  ? 
Is  it  then  right  to  dream  the  sirens  sing  ? 
Or  mount  enraptured  on  the  dragon's  wing  ? 
No  ;  'tis  the  infant  mind,  to  care  unknown, 
That  makes  th'  imagined  paradise  its  own  ; 
Soon  as  reflectii)ns  in  the  bosom  rise, 
Light  slumbers  vanish  fi-om  the  clouded  eyes  : 
The  tear  and  smile,  that  once  together  rose, 
Are  then  divorced  ;  the  head  and  heart  are  foes  : 
Enchantment  bows  to  Wisdom's  serious  i)lan, 
And  Pain  and  Prudence  make  and  mar  the  man. 

While  thus,  of  power  and  fancied  empire  vain. 
With  various  thoughts  my  mind  I  entertain  ; 
While  books,  my  slaves,  with  tyrant  hand  I  seine. 
Pleased  with  the  pride  that  will  not  let  them  please, 
Sudden  I  find  terrific  thoughts  arise, 
And  sympathetic  sorrow  fills  my  eyes  ; 
For,  lo  !  while  yet  my  heart  admits  the  wound, 
I  see  the  CRITIC  army  ranged  around. 

Foes  to  our  race  !  if  ever  ye  have  known 
A  father's  fears  Ibr  offspring  of  your  own  ; 
If  ever,  smiling  o'er  a  lucky  line, 
Ye  thought  the  sudden  sentiment  divine, 
Then  paused  and  doubted,  and  then,  tired  of  doubt. 
With  rage  as  sudden  dash'd  the  stanz.a  out ; — 
If,  after  fearing  much  and  pausing  long, 
Yo  ventured  on  the  world  your  labour'd  song, 
And  from  the  crusty  critics  of  those  days 
Implored  the  feeble  tribute  of  their  jiraise  ; 
Remember  now  the  fears  that  moved  you  then. 
And,  spite  of  truth,  let  mercy  guide  your  pen. 

What  vent'rous  race  are  oin-s  !  what  mighty  foes 
Lie  waiting  all  around  them  to  opi)ose  ! 
What  treacherous  friends  betray  them  to  the  fight  ! 
What  dangers  threaten  them  :— yet  still  they  write  : 
A  hapless  tribe  !  to  every  evil  born. 
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Whom  villains  hate,  and  fools  affect  to  scorn  : 
Strangers  they  come,  amid  a  world  of  woe, 
And  taste  the  largest  portion  ere  they  go. 

Pensive  I  spoke,  and  cast  mine  eyes  around  ; 
The  roof,  methought,  return'd  a  solemn  sound  ; 
Each  column  seem'd  to  shake,  and  clouds,  like  smoke, 
From  dusty  piles  and  ancient  volumes  broke  ; 
Gathering  above,  like  mists  condensed  they  seem. 
Exhaled  in  summer  from  the  rushy  stream  ;  _ 
Like  flowing  robes  they  now  appear,  and  twine 
Round  the  large  members  of  a  form  divine  ; 
His  silver  beard,  that  swept  his  aged  breast. 
His  piercing  eye,  that  inward  light  express' d. 
Were  seen, — but  clouds  and  darkness  veil'd  the  rest. 
Fear  chill'd  my  heart :  to  one  of  mortal  race, 
How  awful  seem'd  the  Genius  of  the  place  ! 
So  in  Cimmerian  shores,  Ulysses  saw 
His  parent-shade,  and  shrunk  in  pious  awe  ; 
Like  him  I  stood,  and  wrapp'd  in  thought  profound, 
When  from  the  pitying  power  broke  forth  a  solemn  sound  :— 

"  Care  lives  with  all ;  no  rules,  no  precepts  save 
The  wise  from  woe,  no  fortitude  the  brave  ; 
Grief  is  to  man  as  certain  as  the  grave  : 
Tempests  and  storms  in  life's  whole  progress  rise, 
And  hope  shines  dimly  through  o'erclouded  skies  ; 
Some  drops  of  comfort  on  the  favour'd  fall, 
But  showers  of  sorrow  are  the  lot  of  all : 
Partial  to  talents,  then,  shall  Heav'n  withdraw 
Th'  aiflicting  rod,  or  break  the  general  law  ? 
Shall  he  who  soars,  inspired  by  loftier  views, 
Life's  little  cares  and  little  pains  refuse  ? 
Shall  he  not  rather  feel  a  double  share 
Of  mortal  woe,  when  doubly  arm'd  to  bear  ? 

"  Hard  is  his  fate  who  builds  his  peace  of  mind 
On  the  precarious  mercy  of  mankind  ; 
Who  hopes  for  wild  and  visionary  things. 
And  mounts  o'er  unknown  seas  with  vent'rous  wings  ; 
But  as,  of  various  evils  that  befall 
The  human  race,  some  portion  goes  to  all ; 
To  him,  perhaps,  the  milder  lot's  assigned 
Who  feels  his  consolation  in  his  mind, 
And,  lock'd  within  his  bosom,  bears  about 
A  mental  chann  for  every  care  without. 
E'en  in  the  pangs  of  each  domestic  grief. 
Or  health  or  vigorous  hope  aflords  relief ; 
And  every  wound  the  tortured  bosom  feels. 
Or  virtue  bears,  or  some  preserver  heals  ; 
Some  generous  friend,  of  ample  power  possess'd  ; 
Some  feeling  heart,  that  bleeds  for  the  distress'd  ; 
Some  breast  that  glows  with  virtues  all  divine  ; 
Some  noble  Rutland,  misery's  friend  and  thine. 

"  Nor  say,  the  Muse's  song,  the  Poet's  pen. 
Merit  the  scorn  they  meet  Irom  little  men. 
With  cautious  freedom  if  the  numbers  flow. 
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Not  wildly  liigh,  nor  pitifully  low  ; 

If  vice  alone  thoir  honest  aims  oppose, 

Why  so  ashamed  their  friends,  so  loud  their  foes  1 

Happy  for  men  in  every  ago  and  clime, 

If  all  the  sons  of  vision  dealt  in  rhjTne. 

Go  on,  then,  Son  of  Vision  !  still  pursue 

Thy  airy  dreams  ;  the  world  is  dreaming  too. 

Ambition's  lofty  views,  the  pomp  of  state, 

The  pride  of  wealth,  the  splendour  of  the  great, 

Stripp'd  of  their  mask,  their  cares  and  troubles  known, 

Ai-e  visions  far  less  happy  than  thy  own  :  _ 

Go  on  !  and  while  the  sons  of  care  complain. 

Be  wisely  gay  and  innocently  vain  ; 

While  serious  souls  are  by  their  fears  undone. 

Blow  sportive  bladders  in  the  beamy  sun, 

And  call  them  worlds  !  and  bid  the  greatest  show 

More  radiant  colours  in  their  worlds  below  : 

Then,  as  they  break,  the  slaves  of  care  reprove. 

And  tell  them.  Such  are  all  the  toys  they  love." 
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This  is  not  a  Time  favourable  to  Poetical  Composition  :  aiid  why — Newspapers  enemies  to 
Literature,  and  their  general  Influence — their  Numbei-s — Tlie  Sunday  Monitor — Their 
general  Cliaru^ter— Their  Effect  upon  Individuals — upon  Society — in  the  Country — The 
Village  Freeholder — What  kind  of  Composition  a  Newspaper  is  ;  and  the  Anmsement  it 
affords— 01  what  Parts  it  is  chiefly  composed — Articles  of  Intelligence  :  Advertisements  : 
the  Stage  :  Quacks  :  Puffing— The  Correspondents  to  a  Newspaper,  political  and  poetical 
— Advice  to  the  latter — Conclusion. 

A  TIME  like  this,  a  busy,  bustling  time. 
Suits  ill  with  writers,  very  ill  with  rhyme  : 
Unheard  we  sing,  when  party  rage  runs  strong, 
And  mightier  madness  checks  the  flowing  song ; 
Or,  should  we  force  the  peaceful  Muse  to  wield 
Her  feeble  arms  amid  the  furious  field. 
Where  party  pens  a  wordy  war  maintain. 
Poor  is  her  anger  and  her  friendship  vain  ; 
And  oft  the  foes  who  feel  her  sting  combine, 
Till  serious  vengeance  pays  an  idle  line  : 
For  party  poets  are  like  wasps,  who  dart 
Death  to  themselves,  and  to  their  foes  but  smart. 

Hard  then  our  fate  :  if  general  themes  wo  choose, 
Neglect  awaits  the  song,  and  chills  tho  Muse  ; 
Or  should  we  sing  the  subject  of  the  day, 
To-morrow's  wonder  puffs  our  praise  away. 
More  blest  the  bards  of  that  poetic  time, 
When  all  found  readers  who  could  find  a  rhyme  ; 
Green  grew  the  bays  on  every  teeming  head. 
And  Gibber  was  enthroned  and  Settle  read. 
Sing,  drooping  Muse,  the  cause  of  thy  decline  ; 
Why  reign  no  more  the  once  triumphant  Nine  ? 
Alas  !  new  charms  the  wavering  many  gain. 
And  rival  sheets  the  reader's  eye  detain  ; 
A  daily  swarm,  that  banish  every  Muse, 
Come  flying  forth,  and  mortals  call  them  News  : 
For  these,  unread,  the  noblest  vohmics  lie  ; 
For  these,  in  sheets  unsoil'd,  the  Muses  die ; 
Unbought,  unblest,  the  virgin  copies  wait 
In  vain  for  fame,  and  sink,  unseen,  to  fate. 

Since,  then,  the  Town  forsaki.'S  us  for  our  foos, 
Tho  smoothest  numbers  for  tho  harshest  prose ; 
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Let  113,  with  generous  acorn,  the  taste  deride, 
And  sing  our  rivals  with  a  rival's  pride. 

Ye  gentle  poeta,  who  so  oft  complain 
That  foul  neglect  is  all  your  labours  gain  ; 
That  pity  only  checks  your  growing  spite 
To  erring  man,  and  prompts  you  still  to  write  ; 
That  your  choice  works  on  humble  stalls  are  laid. 
Or  vainly  grace  the  windows  of  the  trade  ; 
Be  ye  my  friends,  if  friendship  e'er  can  warm 
Those  rival  bosoms  whom  the  Muses  charm  ; 
Think  of  the  common  cause  wherein  we  go. 
Like  gallant  Greeks  against  the  Trojan  foe  ; 
Nor  let  one  peevish  chief  his  leader  blame. 
Till,  crown'd  with  conquest,  we  regain  our  fame  ; 
And  let  ua  join  our  forces  to  subdue 
This  bold,  assuming,  but  succeasful  crew. 

I  sing  of  News,  and  all  those  vapid  sheets 
The  rattling  hawker  vends  through  gaping  streets  ; 
Whate'er  their  name,  whate'er  the  time  they  fly. 
Damp  from  the  press,  to  charm  the  reader's  eye  : 
For  soon  as  morning  dawns  with  roseate  hue. 
The  Herald  of  the  mom  arises  too  ; 
Post  after  Post  succeeds,  and  all  day  long. 
Gazettes  and  Ledgers  swarm,  a  noisy  throng. 
When  evening  comes,  she  comes  with  all  her  tnin 
Of  Ledgers,  Chronicles,  and  Posts  again. 
Like  bats,  appearing  when  the  sun  goes  down. 
From  holes  obscure,  and  comers  of  the  town. 
Of  all  these  triflers,  all  like  these  I  write  ; 
Oh  !  like  my  subject  could  my  song  delight, 
The  crowd  at  Lloyd's  one  poet's  name  should  raise. 
And  all  the  Alley  echo  to  his  praise. 

In  shoals  the  hours  their  constant  numbers  bring; 
Like  insects  waking  to  th'  advancing  spring  ; 
Which  take  their  rise  from  grubs  obscene  that  lie 
Jn  shallow  pools,  or  thence  ascend  the  sky  : 
Such  are  these  base  ephemeras,  so  bom 
To  die  before  the  next  revolving  mom. 

Yet  thus  they  differ  :  insect  tribes  are  lost 
In  the  first  visit  of  a  winter's  frost  ; 
While  these  remain,  a  base  but  constant  breed. 
Whose  swarming  sons  their  short-lived  sires  succeed ; 
No  changing  season  makes  their  number  less. 
Nor  Sunday  shines  a  sabbath  on  the  press  ! 

Then  lo  !  the  sainted  Monitor  is  bom, 
Wliose  pious  face  some  sacred  texts  adorn  : 
As  artful  sinners  cloak  the  secret  sin, 
To  veil  with  seeming  grace  the  guile  within  ; 
So  moral  essays  on  his  front  appear. 
But  all  is  carnal  business  in  the  rear  ; 
The  fresh-coin'd  lie,  the  secret  whLsjier'd  last. 
And  all  the  gleanings  of  the  six  days  pa.'it. 

With  these  retired  through  half  the  Sabbath-day, 
The  Londaa  locmger  yavma  his  hours  away  ; 
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Not  SO,  my  little  flock,  your  preacher  fly  1 
Nor  waste*  the  time  no  worldly  wealth  can  buy ; 
But  let  the  decent  maid  and  sober  clown 
Pray  for  these  idlers  of  the  sinfiil  town  : 
This  day,  at  least,  on  nobler  themes  bestow. 
Nor  give  to  Woodfaix,  or  the  world  below. 

But,  Sunday  pa.st,  what  numbers  flourish  then, 
What  wondrous  labours  of  the  press  and  pen  ; 
Diurnal  most,  some  thrice  each  week  affords. 
Some  only  once, — O  avarice  of  words  ; 
When  thousand  starving  minds  such  manna  seek, 
To  drop  the  precio'is  food  but  once  a  week. 

Endless  it  were  to  sing  the  pyowers  of  all. 
Their  names,  their  numbers  ;  how  they  rise  and  fall : 
Like  baneful  herbs,  the  gazer's  eye  they  seize. 
Rush  to  the  head  and  poison  where  they  please  : 
Like  idle  flies,  a  busy,  buzzing  train, 
They  drop  their  maggots  in  the  trifler's  brain  : 
That  genial  soil  receives  the  fruitful  store, 
And  there  they  grow,  and  breed  a  thousand  more. 

Now  be  their  arts  display'd,  how  first  they  choose 
A  cause  and  party,  as  the  bard  his  Muse  ; 
Inspired  by  these,  with  clamorous  zeal  they  cry, 
And  through  the  town  their  dreams  and  omens  fly  ; 
So  the  Sibylline  leaves  were  blown  about. 
Disjointed  scraps  of  fate  involved  in  doubt ; 
So  idle  dreams,  the  journals  of  the  night. 
Are  right  and  wrong  by  txuTis.  and  mingle  wrong  with  right.— 
Some  champions  for  the  rights  that  prop  the  crown. 
Some  sturdy  patriots  sworn  to  pull  them  down  ; 
Some  neutral  powers,  with  secret  forces  fraught. 
Wishing  for  war,  but  willing  to  be  bought : 
While  some  to  every  side  and  party  go. 
Shift  every  friend,  and  join  with  every  foe  ; 
Like  sturdy  rogues  in  privateers,  they  strike 
This  aide  and  that,  the  foea  of  both  alike, 
A  traitor-crew,  who  thrive  in  troubled  times, 
Fear'd  for  their  force,  and  cotuted  for  their  crimes. 

Chief  to  the  prosperous  side  the  number  sail. 
Fickle  and  false,  they  veer  with  every  gale  ; 
As  birds  that  migrate  from  a  freezing  shore 
In  search  of  warmer  climes  come  skimming  o'er, 
Some  bold  adventurers  first  prepare  to  try 
The  doubtful  simshine  of  the  distant  sky  ; 
But  soon  the  growing  Summer's  certain  sun 
Wins  more  and  more,  till  all  at  last  are  won  : 
So,  on  the  early  prospect  of  disgrace, 
Fly  in  vast  troops  this  apprehensive  race ; 
Instinctive  tribw  !  their  failing  food  they  dread. 
And  buy,  with  timely  change,  their  future  broad. 

Such  are  our  guides  ;  how  many  a  peaceful  head. 
Bom  to  be  stLU,  have  thev'  to  wrangling  led  ; 
How  many  an  honest  zealot,  ^tol'n  trom  trade. 
And  iactious  tools  ot  pious  pastors  made  ! 
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With  clues  like  these  they  thread  the  maze  ol  state. 
These  oracles  explore  to  learn  our  fate  ; 
Pleased  with  the  guides  who  can  so  well  deceive, 
Who  cannot  he  so  last  as  they  believe. 

Oft  lend  I,  loth,  to  some  sage  friend  an  ear 
(For  we  who  will  not  speak  are  doom'd  to  hear) ; 
While  he,  bewilder'd,  tells  his  anxious  thought. 
Infectious  fear  from  tainted  scribblers  caught. 
Or  idiot  hope  ;  for  each  his  mind  assails, 
As  Lloyd's  court-light  or  Stockdale's  gloom  prevails. 
Yet  stand  I  patient  while  bvit  one  declaims,  _ 
Or  gives  dull  comments  on  the  speech  he  maims  : 
But  oh  !  ye  Muses,  keep  your  votary's  feet 
From  tavern-haunts  where  politicians  meet ; 
Where  rector,  doctor,  and  attorney  pause. 
First  on  each  parish,  then  each  public  cause  : 
Indited  roads,  and  rates  that  still  increase  ; 
The  murmuring  poor,  who  will  not  fast  in  peace ; 
Election  zeal  and  friendship,  since  declined  ; 
A  tax  commuted,  or  a  tithe  in  kind  ; 
The  Dutch  and  Germans  kindling  into  strife  ; 
Dull  port  and  poachers  vile  ;  the  serious  ills  of  life. 

Here  comes  the  neighbouring  justice,  pleased  to  guide 
His  Uttle  club,  and  in  the  chair  preside. 
In  private  business  his  commands  prevail, 
On  public  themes  his  reasoning  turns  the  scale ; 
Assenting  silence  soothes  his  happy  ear, 
And,  in  or  out,  his  party  triumphs  here. 

Nor  here  th'  infectious  rage  for  party  stops. 
But  flits  along  from  palaces  to  shops  ; 
Our  weekly  journals  o'er  the  land  abound. 
And  spread  their  plague  and  influenzas  round  ; 
The  village,  too,  the  peaceful,  pleasant  plain, 
Breeds  the  Whig  farmer  and  the  Tory  swain  ; 
Brookes'  and  St.  Alban's  boasts  not,  but,  instead. 
Stares  the  Red  Ram,  and  swings  the  Rodney's  Head  :— 
Hither,  with  all  a  patriot's  care,  comes  he 
Who  owns  the  little  hut  that  makes  him  free  ; 
Whoso  yeai-ly  forty  shillings  buy  the  smile 
Of  mightier  men,  and  never  waste  the  while  ; 
Who  feels  his  freehold's  worth,  and  looks  elate, 
A  little  prop  and  pillar  of  the  state. 

Here  he  delights  the  weekly  news  to  con, 
And  mingle  comments  as  he  blunders  on  ; 
To  swallow  all  their  varying  authors  teach, 
To  spell  a  title,  and  confound  a  speech  : 
Till  with  a  muddled  mind  he  quits  the  news. 
And  claims  his  nation's  license  to  abuse  ; 
Then  joins  the  cry,  "  That  all  the  coiutly  race 
Are  venal  candirlates  for  power  and  place  ;" 
Yet  feels  some  joy,  amid  the  general  vice. 
That  his  own  vote  will  bring  its  wonted  price. 

These  are  the  ills  the  teeming  l^ress  supplies, 
The  pois'nous  springs  from  learning's  fountain  rise ; 
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Not  there  alone  the  wise  their  entrance  find, 

Imparting  useful  light  to  mortals  blind  ; 

But,  blind  themselves,  these  erring  guides  hold  out 

Alluring  lights  to  lead  us  far  about  ; 

Screen'd  by  such  means,  here  Scandal  whets  her  quill, 

Here  Slander  shoots  unseen,  whene'er  she  will ; 

Here  Fraud  and  Falsehood  labour  to  deceive. 

And  F0II3'  aids  them  both,  impatient  to  believe. 

Such,  sons  of  Britain  !  are  the  guides  ye  trust ; 
So  wise  their  counsel,  their  reports  so  just ! — 
Yet,  though  we  cannot  call  their  morals  pure. 
Their  judgment  nice,  or  their  decisions  sure. 
Merit  they  have  to  mightier  works  unknown, 
A  style,  a  manner,  and  a  fate  their  own. 

Wo,  who  for  longer  fame  vrith  labour  strive. 
Are  pain'd  to  keep  our  sickly  works  alive  ; 
Studious  we  toil,  with  patient  care  refine, 
Nor  let  our  love  protect  one  languid  line. 
Severe  ourselves,  at  last  our  works  appear, 
When,  ah  !  we  find  our  readers  more  severe  ; 
For,  after  all  our  care  and  pains,  how  few 
Acquire  applause,  or  keep  it  if  they  do  ! — ■ 
Not  so  these  sheets,  ordain'd  to  happier  fate, 
Praised  through  their  day,  and  but  that  day  their  date 
Their  careless  authors  only  strive  to  join 
As  many  words  as  make  an  even  line  ; 
As  many  lines  as  fill  a  row  complete  ; 
As  many  rows  as  furnish  up  a  sheet : 
From  side  to  side,  with  ready  types  they  run. 
The  measure  's  ended  and  the  work  is  done. 
Oh,  born  with  ease,  how  envied  and  how  blest ! 
Your  fate  to-day,  and  your  to-morrow's  rest. 
To  you  all  readers  turn,  and  they  can  look 
Pleased  on  a  paper,  who  abhor  a  book  ; 
Those  who  ne'er  deign'd  their  Bible  to  peruse, 
Would  think  it  hard  to  be  denied  their  News  ; 
Sinners  and  saints,  the  wisest  with  the  weak. 
Hear  mingle  tastes,  and  one  amusement  seek  ; 
This,  like  the  public  inn,  provides  a  treat. 
Where  each  promiscuous  guest  sits  down  to  eat ; 
And  such  this  mental  food,  as  we  may  call 
Something  to  all  men,  and  to  some  men  all. 

Next  in  what  rare  production  shall  we  trace 
Such  various  subjects  in  so  small  a  space  ? 
As  the  first  ship  upon  the  waters  bore 
Incongruous  kinds  who  never  met  before  ; 
Or  as  some  curious  virtuoso  joins 
In  one  small  room,  moths,  minerals,  and  coins, 
Birds,  beasts,  and  fishes  ;  nor  refuses  place 
To  serpents,  toads,  and  all  the  reptile  race  ; 
So  here  compress'd  within  a  single  sheet, 
Great  things  and  small,  the  mean  and  mighty  meet. 
'Tis  this  which  makes  all  Europe's  V)usine8s  known. 
Yet  here  a  private  man  may  place  his  own  : 
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And,  where  ho  reads  of  Lords  and  Commons,  he 
May  toll  their  honours  that  he  sells  rappee. 

Add  next  th'  amusement  which  the  motley  pago 
Affords  to  either  sox  and  every  age  : 
Lo  !  where  it  comes  before  the  cheerful  fire, — 
Damps  from  the  press  in  smoky  curls  aspire 
(As  from  the  earth  the  sun  exhales  the  dew). 
Ere  we  can  read  the  wonders  that  ensue  : 
Then  eager  every  eye  surveys  the  part 
That  brings  its  favourite  subject  to  the  heart ; 
Grave  politicians  look  for  facts  alone, 
And  gi-avely  add  conjectures  of  their  own  : 
The  sprightly  nymph,  who  never  broke  her  rest 
For  tottering  crowns  or  mighty  lands  oppress'd, 
Finds  broils  and  battles,  but  neglects  them  all 
For  songs  and  suits,  a  birth-day,  or  a  ball : 
The  keen  warm  man  o'oriooks  each  idle  tale 
For  "Moneys  wanted,"  and  "Estates  on  Sale  ;" 
While  some  with  equal  minds  to  all  attend. 
Pleased  with  each  part,  and  grieved  to  find  an  end. 

So  charm  the  news  ;  but  we  who,  far  from  town, 
Wait  till  the  postman  brings  the  packet  down, 
Once  in  the  week,  a  vacant  day  behold, 
And  stay  for  tidings,  till  they're  three  days  old  : 
That  day  arrives  ;  no  welcome  post  appears, 
But  the  dull  morn  a  sullen  aspect  wears  : 
We  meet,  but  ah  !  without  our  wonted  smile. 
To  talk  of  headaches,  and  complain  of  bile  ; 
Sullen  we  ponder  o'er  a  dull  repast. 
Nor  feast  the  body  while  the  mind  must  fast. 

A  master  passion  is  the  love  of  news, 
Not  music  so  commands,  nor  so  the  Muse  : 
Give  poets  claret,  they  grow  idle  soon  ; 
Feed  the  musician  and  he's  out  of  tune  ; 
But  the  sick  mind,  of  this  disease  possess'd, 
Flies  from  all  cure,  and  sickens  when  at  rest. 

Now  sing,  my  Muse,  what  various  parts  comjwse 
These  rival  sheets  of  politics  and  prose. 

First,  from  each  brother's  hoard  a  part  they  draw, 
A  mutual  thoft  that  never  fear'd  a  law  ; 
Whate'or  they  gain,  to  each  man's  portion  fall. 
And  read  it  once,  you  read  it  through  them  all  : 
For  this  their  runners  ramble  day  and  night. 
To  drag  each  lurking  deed  to  open  light  ; 
For  daily  broad  the  dirty  trade  they  "ply. 
Coin  their  fre^h  bdes,  and  live  upon  the  lie  : 
Like  bees  for  honey,  forth  for  news  they  spring, — 
Industrious  creatures  !  over  on  the  wing  ; 
Homo  to  their  several  cells  they  bear  the  store, 
Cull'd  of  all  kinds,  then  roam  abroad  for  more. 

No  anxious  virgin  flies  to  "  fair  Tweed-side  ;" 
No  injured  husband  mourns  his  faithless  bride  ; 
No  duel  dooms  the  fiery  youth  to  bleed  ; 
But  through  the  town  transpires  each  vent'rous  deed. 
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Should  some  fair  frail  one  drive  her  prancing  pair 
Where  rival  peers  contend  to  please  the  fair  ; 
When,  with  new  force,  she  aids  her  conquering  eyes, 
And  beauty  decks  with  all  that  beauty  buys  ; 
Quickly  we  learn  whose  heart  her  influence  feels. 
Whose  acres  melt  before  her  glowing  wheels. 

To  these  a  thousand  idle  themes  succeed, 
Deeds  of  all  kinds,  and  comments  to  each  deed. 
Here  stocks,  the  state  barometers,  we  view. 
That  rise  or  fall  by  causes  known  to  few  ; 
Promotion's  ladder  who  goes  up  or  down  ; 
Who  wed,  or  who  seduced,  atnuse  the  town  ; 
What  nevif-born  heir  has  made  his  father  blest  ; 
What  heir  exults,  his  father  now  at  rest ; 
That  ample  list  the  Tyburn-herald  gives, 
And  each  known  knave,  who  still  for  Tybiu-n  lives. 

So  grows  the  work,  and  now  the  printer  tries 
His  powers  no  more,  but  leans  on  his  allies. 

When  lo  I  the  advertising  tribe  succeed. 
Pay  to  be  read,  yet  find  but  few  will  read  ; 

And  chief  th'  illustrious  race,  whose  drops  and  pills 

Have  patent  powers  to  vanquish  human  ills  :_ 

These,  with  their  cures,  a  constant  aid  remain. 

To  bless  the  pale  composer's  fertile  brain  ; 

Fertile  it  is,  but  still  the  noblest  soil 

Requires  some  pause,  some  intervals  from  toil  ; 

And  they  at  least  a  certain  ease  obtain 

From  Katterfelto's  skill,  and  Graham's  glowing  strain. 
I  too  must  aid,  and  pay  to  see  my  name 

Hung  in  these  dirty  avenues  to  fame  ; 

Nor  pay  in  vain,  if  aught  the  Muse  has  seen. 

And  sung,  could  make  these  avenues  more  clean  ; 

Could  stop  one  slander  ere  it  found  its  way. 

And  give  to  public  scorn  its  helpless  prey. 

By  the  same  aid,  the  Stage  invites  her  friends. 

Add  kindly  tells  the  banquet  she  intends  ; 

Thither  from  real  Ufe  the  many  run, 

With  Siddons  weep,  or  laugh  with  Abingdon  ; 

Pleased  in  fictitious  joy  or  grief,  to  see 

The  mimic  passion  with  their  own  agree  ; 

To  steal  a  few  enchanted  hours  away 

From  care,  and  drop  the  curtain  on  the  day. 

But  who  can  steal  from  self  that  wretched  wight 

Whose  darling  work  is  tried  some  fatal  night? 

Most  wretched  man  !  when,  bane  to  every  bhss. 

Ho  hears  the  serpent-critic's  rising  hiss  ; 

Then  groans  succeetl  ;  nor  traitors  on  the  wheel 

Can  feel  like  him,  or  have  such  pangs  to  foci. 

Nor  end  they  hero  :  next  day  ho  reads  Ills  fall 

In  every  paper  ;  critics  are  they  all  : 

Ho  sees  his  branded  name  with  wild  a.fTright, 

And  hears  again  the  cat-calls  of  the  night. 

Such  help  the  stagk  allords  ;  a  larger  spaco 
Is  fiU'd  by  PUFFS  and  all  the  pulling  race. 
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Physic  had  once  alone  tlje  lofty  style, 

The  well-known  boast,  that  ceased  to  raise  a  smilo  : 

Now  all  the  province  of  that  tribe  invade, 

And  we  abound  in  quacks  of  every  trade. 

The  simple  barber,  once  an  honest  name, 
Cervantes  founded,  Fielding  raised  his  tame  : 
Barber  no  more — a  gay  perfumer  comes, 
On  whose  soft  cheek  his  own  cosmetic  blooms  ; 
Here  he  appears,  each  simple  mind  to  move. 
And  advertises  beauty,  grace,  and  love. 
"  Come,  faded  belles,  who  would  your  youth  renew, 
And  learn  the  wonders  of  Olympian  dew  ; 
Restore  the  roses  that  begin  to  faint. 
Nor  think  celestial  washes  vulgar  paint  ; 
Your  former  features,  airs,  and  arts  assume, 
Circassian  virtues,  with  Circassian  bloom. 
Come,  batter'd  beaux,  whose  locks  are  turned  to  grey, 
And  crop  Discretion's  lying  badge  away  ; 
Read  where  they  vend  these  smart  engaging  things. 
These  flaxen  frontlets  with  elastic  springs  ; 
No  female  eye  the  fair  deception  sees, 
Not  Nature's  self  so  natural  as  these." 

Such  are  their  arts,  but  not  confined  to  them, 
The  Muse  impartial  must  her  sons  condemn  : 
For  they,  degenerate  !  join  the  venal  throng, 
And  puS'  a  lazy  Pegasus  along  : 
More  guilty  these,  by  Nature  less  design'd 
For  little  arts  that  suit  the  vulgar  kind. 
That  barbers'  boys,  who  woulil  to  trade  advance. 
Wish  us  to  call  tliem  smart  friseurs  from  France  ; 
That  he  who  builds  a  chop-house,  on  his  door 
Paints  "  The  true  old  original  Blue  Boar  !  " — 

These  are  the  arts  by  which  a  thousand  live. 
Where  Truth  may  smile,  and  Justice  may  forgive  : — 
But  when,  amid  this  rabble  rout,  we  find 
A  pufBng  poet  to  his  honour  blind  ; 
Who  slily  drops  quotations  all  about. 
Packet  or  post,  and  points  their  merit  out ; 
Who  advertises  what  reviewers  say. 
With  sham  editions  every  second  day  ; 
Who  dares  not  trust  his  ])raiscs  out  of  sight. 
But  hurries  into  fame  with  all  his  might  ; 
Although  the  verso  some  transient  praise  obtains, 
Contempt  is  all  the  anxious  poet  gains. 

Now  Puffs  exhausted.  Advertisements  past, 
Their  Correspondents  stand  exposed  at  last  ; 
Tliose  are  a  numerous  tribe,  to  fame  unknown. 
Who  for  the  public  good  forego  their  own  ; 
Who  volunteers  in  paper-war  engage. 
With  doulilo  portion  of  their  party's  rage  ; 
Such  are  the  Bruti,  Decii,  who  appear 
Wooing  the  printer  for  admission  here  ; 
Whose  generous  souls  can  condescend  to  pray 
For  leave  to  throw  their  precious  time  away. 
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Oh,  cruel  Woodfall  !  when  a  patriot  draws 
His  grey-goose  quill  in  his  dear  country's  cause, 
To  vex  and  maul  a  ministerial  race, 
Can  thy  stern  soul  refuse  the  champion  place  ? 
Alas  !  thou  know'st  not  with  what  anxious  heart 
He  longs  his  best-loved  labours  to  impart ; 
How  he  has  sent  them  to  thy  brethren  round. 
And  still  the  same  unkind  reception  found  : 
At  length  indignant  will  he  damn  the  state, 
Turn  to  his  trade,  and  leave  us  to  our  fate. 

These  Roman  souls,  like  Rome's  great  sons,  are  known 
To  live  in  cells  on  labours  of  their  own. 
Thus  Milo,  could  we  see  the  noble  chief. 
Feeds,  for  his  covmtry's  good,  on  legs  of  beef : 
Camillus  copies  deeds  for  sordid  pay, 
Yet  fights  the  public  battles  twice  a  day. 
E'en  now  the  godlike  Bratus  views  his  score 
ScroU'd  on  the  bar-board  swinging  with  the  door  : 
Where,  tippling  punch,  grave  Cato's  self  you'll  see, 
And  A  mor  Patrice  vending  smuggled  tea. 

Last  in  these  ranks,  and  least,  then*  art's  disgrace. 
Neglected  stand  the  Muses'  meanest  race ; 
Scribblers  who  court  contempt,  whose  verse  the  eye 
Disdainful  views,  and  glances  swdftly  by  : 
This  Poet's  Comer  is  the  place  they  choose, 
A  fatal  nursery  for  an  infant  muse  ; 
Unlike  that  Corner  where  true  Poets  lie. 
These  cannot  live,  and  they  shall  never  die  ; 
Hapless  the  lad  whose  mind  such  dreams  invade, 
And  win  to  verse  the  talents  due  to  trade. 

Curb  then,  0  youth  !  these  raptures  as  they  rise. 
Keep  down  the  evil  spirit  and  be  wise  ; 
Follow  yovu-  calhng,  think  the  Muses  foes, 
Nor  lean  upon  the  pestle  and  compose. 

I  know  your  day-dreams,  and  I  know  the  snare 
Hid  in  your  flow'ry  path,  and  cry  "  Beware  !" 
Thouglitlcss  of  ill,  and  to  the  future  blind, 
A  sudden  couplet  rushes  on  your  mind  ; 
Here  you  may  nameless  print  your  idle  rhymes, 
And  road  your  first-boni  work  a  thousand  times ; 
Th'  infection  spreads,  your  couplet  grows  apace, 
Stanzas  to  Delia's  dog  or  Celia's  face  : 
You  take  a  name  ;  Philander's    odes  are  seen, 
Printed,  and  praised  in  every  magazine  : 
Diarian  sages  gi-eet  their  brother  sage, 
And  your  dark  pages  please  th'  enlighten'd  age. — 
Alas  !  what  years  you  thus  consume  in  vain. 
Ruled  by  this  wretched  bias  of  the  brain  ! 

Go  !  to  your  desks  and  counters  all  return  ; 
Your  sonnets  scatter,  your  acrostics  burn  ; 
Trade,  and  be  rich  ;  or,  slunild  your  careful  sires 
Bequeath  you  wealth,  indulge  the  nobler  lires  ; 
Should  love  of  fame  your  youthful  heart  betray, 
Pursue  fair  tame,  but  in  a  glorious  way, 
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Nor  in  the  idle  scenes  of  Fancy's  painting  stray. 

Of  all  the  good  that  mortal  men  pursue. 
The  Muse  has  least  to  give,  and  gives  to  few  ; 
Like  some  coquettish  fair,  she  leads  us  on, 
With  smiles  and  hopes,  till  youth  and  peace  are  gone  , 
Then,  wed  for  life,  the  restless  wrangling  pair 
Forget  how  constant  one,  and  one  how  fair  : 
Meanwhile  Ambition,  like  a  blooming  bride. 
Brings  power  and  wealth  to  grace  her  lover's  side  ; 
And  though  she  smiles  not  with  such  flattering  charms. 
The  brave  will  sooner  win  her  to  their  arms. 

Then  wed  to  her,  if  Virtue  tie  the  bands, 
Go  spread  your  country's  fame  in  hostile  lands  ; 
Her  court,  her  senate,  or  her  arms  adorn. 
And  let  her  foes  lament  that  you  were  bom  : 
Or  weigh  bar  laws,  their  ancient  rights  defend. 
Though  hosts  oppose,  be  theirs  and  Reason's  friend ; 
Arm'd  with  strong  powers,  in  their  defence  engage, 
And  rise  the  Thuelow  of  the  future  age.  - 
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grbirattb  lo  bis  6racc  tbf  ^nkt  of  ^Idlaiib,  t^-c.  tti. 


PREFACE. 

\Vh  eth  e  r,  if  I  hart  not  been  encouraged  by  some  proofs  of  public  favour, 
I  should  have  written  the  Poem  now  before  the  reader,  is  a  question  vvhicli 
1  cannot  positively  determine  ;  but  I  will  venture  to  assert  that  I  should 
not,  ill  that  case,  have  committed  the  work  to  the  press;  I  should  not 
have  allowed  my  own  opinion  of  it  to  have  led  me  into  fiu'ther  disappoint- 
ment, against  the  voice  of  judges  impartial  and  iiidifferei\t,  from  whose 
sentence  it  had  been  fruitless  to  appeal  :  the  success  of  a  late  publication, 
therefore,  may  be  fairly  assigned  as  the  principal  cause  for  the  appearance 
of  this. 

When  the  ensuing  Letters  were  so  far  written  that  I  could  form  an 
opinion  of  them,  and  when  I  began  to  conceive  tliat  they  might  not  be 
unacceptable  to  the  public,  I  felt  myself  prompted  by  duty,  as  well  as 
interest,  to  put  them  to  the  press ;  I  considered  myself  bound,  by  gratitude 
lor  the  favourable  treatment  I  had  already  received,  to  show  that  I  was 
not  unmiridful  of  it;  and,  however  this  might  be  mixed  with  other  mo- 
tives, it  operated  witli  considerable  force  upon  my  mind,  acting  as  a 
stimulus  to  exertions  naturally  tardy,  and  to  expectations  easily  checked. 

It  must  nevertheless  be  acknowledged  that,  although  such  favourable 
opinion  had  been  formed,  1  was  not  able,  with  the  requisite  impartiality, 
to  determine  the  comparative  value  of  an  unpublished  manuscript  aud  a 
work  sent  into  the  world.  Books,  like  children,  when  established,  have 
doubtless  our  parental  affection  and  good  wishes  ;  we  rejoice  to  hear  tliat 
they  are  donig  well,  and  are  received  and  respected  in  good  company  ; 
but  it  is  to  manuscripts  in  the  study,  as  to  children  in  the  nursery,  that  our 
care,  our  anxiety,  and  our  tenderness  are  jirincipally  directed  :  tlicy  are 
fondled  as  our  enilearing  companions  ;  their  faults  are  corrected  with  the 
lenity  ot  partial  love,  and  their  good  parts  are  exaggerated  by  the  strength 
of  parental  imagination  ;  nor  is  it  easy  even  for  the  more  cool  and  rcas(;n- 
able  among  iiarents,  thus  circumstanced,  to  decide  upon  tiie  comparative 
merits  of  their  oflfspring,  whether  they  be  children  of  the  bed  or  issue  of 
the  brain. 

But  however  favourable  my  own  opinion  may  have  been,  or  may  still 
be,  I  could  not  venture  to  commit  so  long  a  Poem  to  the  press  without 
some  endeavour  to  obtain  the  more  valuable  opinion  of  less  partial  judges. 
at  the  same  time,  I  am  wdling  to  confess  that  I  have  lost  some  portion  of 
the  timidity  once  so  painful,  and  that  I  am  encouraged  to  take  upiui  my- 
self the  decision  of  various  points  whicli  heretofcire  1  entreated  my  friends 
to  decide.  Tliose  fritnds  were  then  my  council  whose  opinion  I  was 
implicitly  to  follow  ;  they  are  now  advisers  whose  ideas  1  am  at  liberty  to 
reject.  This  will  not,  I  hope,  seem  like  arrogance  :  it  would  be  more  safe, 
it  would  be  more  pleasant,  still  to  have  that  reliance  on  the  judgment  of 
others  ;  but  it  cannot  always  be  obtained  :  nor  are  they,  however  friendly 
disposed,  ever  ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  him  whom  they  consider  as 
one  who  ought  by  this  time  to  have  cast  away  the  timidity  of  inexperience, 
and  to  have  acquired  the  courage  that  would  enable  him  to  decide  for 
himself. 
Wnien  it  is  confessed  that  I  have  less  assistance  from  my  friends,  and 
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that  the  appearance  of  this  work  is,  in  a  great  measure,  occasioned  by  the 
success  ot  a  former  ;  some  readers  will,  I  fear,  entertain  the  opinion  that 
the  book  before  them  was  written  in  haste,  and  published  without  due 
examination  and  revival :  should  this  opinion  be  formed,  there  will  doubt- 
less occur  many  faults  which  may  appear  as  originating  in  neglect.  Now, 
readers  are,  I  believe,  disposed  to  treat  with  more  than  common  severity 
those  writers  who  have  been  led  into  presumption  by  the  approbation 
bestowed  on  their  diffidence,  and  into  idleness  and  unconcern  by  the 
praises  given  to  their  attention.  I  am  therefore  even  anxious  it  should  be 
generally  known  that  sufficient  time  and  application  were  bestowed  upon 
this  work,  and  by  this  I  mean  that  no  material  alteration  would  be  effected 
by  delay.  It  is  true  that  this  conlession  removes  one  i)lea  for  the  errors 
of  the  book — want  of  time ;  but,  in  my  opinion,  thei'e  is  not  much  conso- 
lation to  be  drawn  by  reasonable  minds  from  this  resource  :  if  a  work  fails, 
it  appears  to  be  poor  sarisfaction  when  it  is  observed,  that,  if  the  author 
bad  taken  more  care,  the  event  had  been  less  disgraceful. 

When  the  reader  enters  into  the  Poem,  he  will  find  the  author  retired 
from  view,  and  an  imaginary  personage  brought  forward  to  describe  his 
Borough  for  him  ;  to  him  it  seemed  convenient  to  speak  in  the  first 
person  :  but  the  inhabitant  of  a  village,  in  the  centre  of  the  kingdom, 
could  not  appear  in  the  characterof  a  residing  burgess  in  a  large  sea-port. 
And  when,  with  this  pc  int,  was  considered  what  relations  were  to  be 
given,  what  maimers  delineated,  and  what  situations  described,  no  method 
appeared  to  be  so  convenient  as  that  of  borrowing  the  assistance  of  an 
ideal  friend.  By  this  means  the  reader  is  in  some  degree  kept  from  view  of 
any  particular  place,  nor  will  he  perhaps  be  so  likely  to  determine  where 
those  persons  reside,  and  vvhat  their  comiections,  who  are  so  intimately 
known  to  this  man  of  straw. 

From  the  title  of  this  Poem,  some  persons  will,  I  fear,  expect  a  political 
satire,— an  attack  upon  corrupt  principles  in  a  general  view,  or  upon  the 
customs  and  manners  of  some  particular  place  ;  of  these  they  will  find 
nothing  satirized,  nothing  related.  It  may  be  that  graver  readers  would 
have  preferred  a  more  historical  account  of  so  considerable  a  Borough — 
its  charter,  privileges,  trade,  public  structures,  and  subjects  of  this  kind; 
but  I  have  an  apology  for  the  omission  of  these  things,  in  the  difficulty  of 
describing  them,  and  in  the  utter  repugnancy  which  subsists  between  the 
studies  and  objects  of  topography  and  poetry.  What  I  thought  I  could 
best  describe,  that  I  attempted — the  sea,  and  the  country  in  the  imine- 
dialc  vicinity;  the  dwellings,  and  the  inhabitants;  some  incidents  and 
characters,  with  an  exhibition  of  morals  and  manners,  olfensive  perhaps 
to  those  of  extremely  delicate  feelings,  but  sometimes,  I  hope,  neither 
unamiable  nor  unatlecting.  An  Election  indeed  forms  a  part  of  one  Letter, 
but  the  evil  tlicre  described  is  one  not  grt-atly  nor  generally  deplored,  and 
there  are  probably  many  places  of  this  kind  where  it  is  not  felt. 

From  the  variety  of  relations,  characters,  and  descriptions  which  a 
BoRoi'OH  affords,  several  were  rejected  which  a  reader  might  reasonably 
expect  to  have  mi  t  with  :  in  this  case  lie  is  entreated  to  believe  that  these, 
if  they  occurred  to  the  author,  were  considered  by  him  as  beyond  his 
ability,  as  subjects  which  he  could  not  treat  in  a  manner  satisfactory  to 
himself.  Possibly  the  admission  of  some  will  be  thought  to  reipiirc  more 
apology  than  the  rejection  of  others  :  in  such  variety,  it  is  to  be  appre- 
hended, that  almost  evei7  reader  will  find  something  not  according  with 
his  ideas  of  propriety,  or  something  repulsive  to  the  tone  of  his  feelings; 
nor  could  this  he  avoided  hut  by  the  sacrifice  of  every  event,  opinion,  and 
even  expression,  which  could  be  thought  liable  to  produce  such  effect; 
and  this  casting  away  so  largely  of  our  cargo,  through  fears  of  danger, 
though  it  might  help  us  to  clear  it,  would  render  our  vessel  of  little  worth 
when  she  <-anic  into  port.  I  may  likewise  entertain  a  hope,  that  this  very 
variety,  which  gives  scope  to  objection  and  censure,  will  also  afford  a 
better  chance  for  approval  and  satistaclion. 

Of  these  objectionable  jiarts  many  must  he  to  me  unknown  ;  of  others 
some  opinion  may  be  formed,  and  lor  their  admission  some  plea  may  be 
stated. 
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In  the  first  Letter  is  nothing:  which  particnlarly  calls  for  remark,  except 
possibly  the  last  line— griving:  a  promise  to  the  reader  that  he  should  both 
smile  and  sigh  in  the  perusal  of  the  following^  Letters.  This  may  appear 
vain,  and  more  than  an  author  oug;ht  to  promise ;  but  let  it  be  considered 
that  the  character  assumed  is  that  of  a  friend,  who  gives  an  account  ot 
objects,  persons,  and  events  to  his  correspondent,  and  who  was  therefore 
at  liberty,  without  any  imputation  of  this  kind,  to  suppose  in  what  manner 
he  would  be  attected  by  such  descriptions. 

Nothing,  I  trust,  in  the  second  Letter,  which  relates  to  the  imitation  of 
what  are  called  weather-stains  on  buildings,  will  seem  to  any  invidious  or 
offen.sive.  I  wished  to  make  a  comparison  between  those  mitmte  and 
curious  bodies  which  cover  the  surface  of  some  edifices,  and  those  kinds 
of  stam  which  are  formed  ot  boles  and  ochres,  and  laid  on  with  a  brush. 
Now,  as  the  work  of  time  cannot  be  anticipated  in  such  cases,  it  may  be 
very  judicious  to  have  recourse  to  such  expedients  as  will  give  to  a  receut 
struct'ore  the  venerable  appearance  of  antiquity  ;  and  in  this  case,  though 
I  might  still  observe  the  vast  difference  between  the  living  varieties  of 
nature,  and  the  distant  imitation  of  the  artist,  yet  I  would  not  forbear  to 
make  use  of  his  dexterity,  because  he  could  not  clotiie  my  freestone  with 
niucnr,  lichen,  and  dyssim. 

The  wants  and  mortifications  of  a  poor  clergyman  are  the  subjects  of 
one  portion  of  the  third  Letter  ;  and  he  being  represented  as  a  stranger  in 
the  IJorough,  it  may  be  necessary  to  make  some  apology  for  his  appearance 
in  the  poem.  Previous  to  a  late  meeting  ot  a  literary  society  whose  bene- 
volent purpose  is  well  known  to  the  public,  1  was  induced  by  a  friend  to 
compose  a  few  verses,  in  which,  with  the  general  commendation  of  the 
design,  should  he  introduced  a  hint  that  the  bounty  might  be  farther 
extended  ;  these  verses  a  gentleman  did  me  the  honour  to  recite  at  the 
meeting,  and  they  were  printed  as  an  extract  from  the  poem,  to  which,  in 
fact,  they  may  be  called  an  appendage, 

1  am  now  arrived  at  that  part  of  my  work  which  I  may  expect  will  bring 
upon  me  some  animadversion.  Religion  is  a  subject  deeply  interesting  to 
the  minds  of  many,  and  when  these  minds  are  weak,  they  are  often  led  by 
a  warmth  of  feeling  into  the  violence  ot  causeless  reseritineut :  I  am  there- 
fore anxious  that  my  purpose  should  be  understood  ;  and  I  wish  to  point 
out  what  things  they  are  which  an  author  may  hold  up  to  ridicule  and  be 
blameless.  In  referring  to  the  two  principal  divisions  of  enthusiastical 
teachers,  I  have  denominated  them,  as  I  conceive  they  are  generally 
called,  Calmttistic  and  Anniniiin  Methodists.  The  Arminiuiis,  though 
divided,  and  perhaps  subdivided,  are  still,  when  particular  accuracy  is  not 
intended,  considered  as  one  body,  having  had,  for  many  years,  one  head, 
who  is  yet  held  in  high  respect  by  the  varying  members  of  the  present 
day  :  but  the  Calvinistic  societies  are  to  lie  looked  upon  rather  as  se|iarate 
ajid  independent  congregations  i  and  it  is  to  one  of  these  (unconnected, 
as  is  supposed,  with  any  other;  I  more  particularly  allude.  But  while  I  am 
making  use  of  this  division,  1  must  entreat  that  f  may  not  be  considered 
as  one  who  takes  upon  him  to  censure  the  religious  opinions  of  any  society 
or  individual :  the  reader  will  find  that  the  sjiirit  of  the  enthusiast  and 
not  his  opinions,  his  manners  and  not  his  creed,  have  engaged  my  atten- 
tion. I  have  nothing  to  observe  of  the  Calvinist  and  Arininian,  con- 
sidered as  such ;  but  my  remarks  are  pointed  at  the  enthusiast  and  the 
bigot,  at  their  folly  and  their  craft. 

To  those  readers  who  have  seen  thr?  journals  of  the  first  Methodists,  or 
the  extracts  quoted  from  them  by  their  opiiosers*  in  the  early  times  of 
this  spiritual  influenza,  are  sufficiently  known  all  their  leading  notions 
and  peculiarities  ;  so  that  I  have  no  need  to  enter  into  such  unpleasant 
inquiries  in  this  place  ;  1  have  only  to  observe  that  their  tenets  remain  the 
same,  and  have  still  the  former  ellect  on  the  minds  of  the  converted : 
there  is  yet  that  imagined  contention  with  the  jiowers  of  darkness,  that  is 
at  once  so  lamentable  and  so  ludicrous  :  there  is  the  same  oflensive 
familiarity  with  the  Deity,  with  a  full  trust  and  confidence  both  in  the 

•  •'  MfthcdlsU  and  Pftpiats  comiinrt-d  ;"  "  Treatise  on  Grace,"  by  BiBliop  Warbiurton,  4c. 
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immediate  efficacy  of  their  miserably  delivered  supplications,  and  in  the 
reality  of  numberless  small  miracles  wrought  at  their  request  and  for  their 
convenience  :  there  still  exists  that  delusion,  by  which  some  of  the  most 
common  diseases  of  the  body  are  resarded  as  proofs  of  the  malignity  of 
Satan  contending  for  dominion  over  the  soul :  and  there  still  remams  the 
same  wretched  jargon,  composed  of  scriptural  language,  debased  by  vulgar 
expressions,  which  has  a  kind  of  mystic  influence  on  the  mmds  of  the 
ignorant.  It  will  be  recollected  that  it  is  the  abuse  of  those  scriptural 
terms  which  I  conceive  to  be  improper :  they  are  doubtless  most  signifi- 
cant and  ethcacious  when  used  with  propriety ;  but  it  is  painful  to  the 
mind  of  a  soberly  devout  person,  when  he  hears  every  rise  and  fall  of  the 
animal  spirits,  every  whim  and  notion  of  enthusiastic  ignorance,  expressed 
in  the  venerable  language  of  the  Apostles  and  Evangelists. 

The  success  of  these  people  is  great,  but  not  surprising  :  as  the  powers 
they  claim  are  given,  and  come  not  of  education,  many  may,  and  therefore 
do,  fancy  they  are  endowed  with  them  ;  so  that  they  who  do  not  venture 
to  become  preachers,  yet  exert  the  minor  gifts,  and  gain  reputation  for 
the  faculty  of  prayer,  as  soon  as  tliey  can  address  the  Creator  in  darmg 
flights  of  unpremeditated  absurdity.  The  less  indigent  gain  the  praise  of 
hospitality,  and  the  more  harmonious  become  distinguished  in  their 
choirs  :  curiosity  is  kept  alive  by  succession  of  ministers,  and  self-love  is 
flattered  by  the  consideration  that  they  are  the  persons  at  whom  the  world 
wonders;  add  to  this,  tbat,  in  many  of  them,  pride  is  gratified  by  their 
consequence  as  new  members  of  a  sect  whom  their  conversion  pleases, 
and  by  the  liberty  which,  as  seceders,  they  tal<e,  of  speaking  contemptu- 
ously of  the  Church  and  ministers,  whom  they  have  relinquished. 

Of  those  denominated  Cahnnistic  Methodists,  I  had  principally  one  sect 
in  view>  or,  to  adopt  the  term  of  its  founder,  a  church.  Tins  chimh 
consists  of  several  congregations  in  town  and  country,  unknown  perhaps 
in  many  parts  of  tbe  kingdom,  but,  where  known,  the  cause  of  much 
curiosity  and  some  amusement.  To  such  of  my  readers  as  may  judge  an 
enthusiastic  teacher  and  his  peculiarities  to  be  unworthy  any  serious 
attention,  I  would  observe  that  there  is  somethhig  unusually  daring  ir  the 
boast  of  this  man,  who  claims  the  authority  of  a  messenger  sent  from 
God,  and  declares  without  hesitation  that  his  call  was  immediate  ;  that  he 
is  assisted  by  the  sensible  influence  of  the  Spirit,  and  that  miracles  are 
perpetually  wrought  in  his  favour  and  for  his  convenience. 

As  it  was  and  contniues  to  be  my  desire  to  give  proof  that  I  had  advanced 
nothing  respecting  this  extraordinary  person,  his  operations  or  assertions, 
which  might  not  be  readily  justified  by  quotations  from  his  own  writings, 
I  had  collected  several  of  these  and  disposed  them  under  certain  heads ; 
but  I  found  tliat  by  this  means  a  veiy  disproportioned  share  of  attention 
must  he  given  to  the  subject,  and  alter  some  consideration,  I  have 
determined  to  relinquish  the  design;  and  should  any  have  curiosity  to 
search  whether  my  representation  of  the  temper  and  disposition,  the  spirit 
and  manners,  the  knowledge  and  capacity,  of  a  very  popular  teaclier  he 
coiTfcct,  he  is  referred  to  about  fourscore  pamphlets,  whose  titles  wil  be 
found  on  the  covers  of  the  late  editions  of  the  liuiik  of  Faith,  itselt  a 
woiKlerful  performance,  which  (according  to  the  turn  of  mind  in  the 
reader)  will  cither  highly  excite,  or  totally  extinguish,  curiosity.  In  these 
works  will  be  abundantly  seen,  abuse  and  contempt  of  the  Church  of 
■  England  and  its  ministers;  vengeance  and  virulent  denunciation  against 
all  offenders ;  scorn  for  morality  and  heathen  virtue,  with  that  kind  ot 
learning  which  the  author  pos^e-ses,  and  his  peculiar  style  ot  composition. 
A  few  of  the  titles  placed  below  will  give  some  information  to  the  reader 
respecting  the  merit  and  design  of  tliose  performances  * 

As  many  of  the  preacher's  subjects  arc  cimtroverted  and  nice  questions 
in  divinity,  he  has  sometiuies  allowed  himself  relaxation  from  the  seventy 

•  Baibnr,  in  two  parta  ;  Boiul.ChlUl  ;  Cry  of  Little-Faith;  Satan's  I>aw9iiit :  Forty 
StrliiL-a  for  Satjui  ;  Mj  nli  and  <><l„ur  of  Saint*  ;  tl.o  xNak..!  Huw  uf  lio,  ;  Rule  ami  Ruidlc  ; 
Way  and  F,ire  lor  Wayfariii);  M.-n  ;  Utility  of  tl.«  Bool^.,  and  KxcdI.n.y  of  the  P^mh- 
mcnta;  Corresiioudcnco  between  Noctua,  Aur  ita  (the  worda  so  seijarattd),  and  ritUo- 
mela,  Ac. 
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of  study,  and  favoured  his  admirers  with  the  effects  of  an  humbler  kind  of 
inspiration,  viz.,  that  of  the  Muse.  It  must  be  confessed  tliat  these  fliglits 
of  fancy  are  very  humble,  and  have  nothing:  of  that  daring-  and  mysterious 
nature  which  the  prose  of  the  author  leads  us  to  expect.  The  nhuensions 
of  eteniiit  Lore  is  a  title  of  one  of  his  more  learned  productions,  with 
which  might  have  been  expected  (as  a  fit  companion)  The  Bounds  of 
infinite  Grace ;  but  no  such  worlt  appears,  and  possibly  the  author  con- 
sidered one  attempt  of  this  kind  was  sutficient  to  prove  the  extent  and 
direction  of  his  abilities. 

Of  the  whole  of  this  mass  of  inquiry  and  decision,  of  denunciation  and 
instruction  (could  we  suppose  it  read  by  intelligent  persons),  different 
opinions  would  probably  be  formed ;  the  more  indignant  and  severe  would 
condemn  the  whole  as  the  produce  of  craft  and  hypocrisy,  while  the  more 
lenient  would  allow  that  such  things  might  originate  in  the  wandering 
imagination  of  a  drearahig  enthusiast. 

None  of  my  readers  will,  I  trust,  do  me  so  much  injustice  as  to  suppose 
I  have  here  any  other  motive  than  a  vindication  of  what  I  have  advanced 
in  the  verses  which  describe  this  kind  of  character,  or  that  I  had  there  any 
other  purpose  than  to  express  (wliat  I  conceive  to  be)  justifiable  indigna- 
tion against  the  assurance,  the  malignity,  and  (what  is  of  more  importance) 
the  pernicious  influence  of  such  sentiments  on  the  minds  of  the  simple  and 
ignorant,  who,  if  they  give  credit  to  his  relations,  must  be  no  more  than  tools 
and  instruments  under  the  control  and  management  of  one  called  to  be 
their  Apostle.  ^    .    ■ 

Nothing  would  be  more  easy  for  me,  as  I  have  observed,  than  to  bnng 
forward  quotations  such  as  would  justify  all  I  have  advanced;  but  even 
had  I  room,  I  cannot  tell  whether  there  be  not  something  degrading  in 
such  kind  of  attack  :  the  reader  might  smile  at  those  miraculous  accounts, 
but  he  would  consider  them  and  the  language  of  the  author  as  benea'h  his 
further  attention  :  I  therefore  once  more  refer  him  to  those  pamphlets, 
which  will  alTord  matter  for  pity  and  for  contempt,  by  which  some  would 
be  amused  and  others  astonished— not  without  sorrow,  when  they  reflect 
that  thousands  look  up  to  the  writer  as  a  man  literally  inspired,  to  whose 
wants  they  administer  with  their  substance,  and  to  whose  guidance  they 
prostrate  their  spirit  and  understanding. 

Having  been  so  long  detained  by  this  Letter,  I  must  not  permit  my 
desire  of  elucidating  what  may  seem  obscure,  or  of  defending  what  is 
liable  to  miscnnstruction,  any  further  to  prevail  over  a  wish  for  brevity, 
and  the  fear  of  giving  an  air  of  importance  to  subjects  which  have  perhaps 
little  in  themselves.  . 

The  circumstance  recorded  in  the  fifth  Letter  is  a  fact ;  although  it  may 
appear  to  many  almost  incredible,  that,  in  this  country,  and  but  few  years 
since,  a  close  and  successful  man  should  be  a  stranger  to  the  method  of 
increasing  money  by  the  loan  of  it.  The  Minister  of  the  place  where  the 
honest  lM^hermaIl  resided,  has  related  to  me  the  apprehension  and  sus- 
picion he  witnessed.  With  trembling  hand  ami  duliious  look,  the  careful 
man  received  and  surveyed  the  bond  given  to  him  ;  and  alter  a  sigh  or  two 
of  lingering  mistrust,  he  placed  it  in  tlie  coffer  whence  he  had  just  before 
taken  his  cash ;  for  which,  and  for  whose  increase,  he  now  indulged  a 
belief  that  it  was  indeed  both  promise  and  security. 

If  the  Letter  which  treats  ot  Inns  should  be  found  to  contain  nothing: 
interesting  or  uncommon;  if  it  describe  things  wliich  we  behold  every 
day,  and  some  winch  we  do  not  wish  to  behold  at  any  time,  let  it  be 
considerd  that  this  Letter  is  one  of  the  shortest,  and  that  from  a  poem 
whose  subject  was  a  borough,  populous  and  wealthy,  these  places  of 
pulilic  accommodation  could  nut,  without  some  impropriety,  be  excluded. 
I  entertain  the  strongest,  liecause  the  most  reasonable  liope,  that  no 
liberal  practitioner  in  tlie  law  wiU  be  offended  by  the  notice  taken  of  dis- 
honourable and  crafty  attorneys.  The  increased  ditticulty  of  entering  into 
the  profession  will  in  time  render  it  much  more  free  than  it  now  is,  trom 
those  who  disgrace  it ;  at  present  such  persons  remain  ;  and  it  would 
not  be  difficult  to  give  instances  of  neglect,  ignorance,  cruelty,  oppression, 
and  chicanery ;  nor  are  they  by  any  means  contlncd  to  one  part  of  the 
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country :  quacks  and  impostors  are  indeed  in  every  profession,  as  well 
with  a  license  as  without  one.  The  character  and  actions  of  Swallow 
might  doubtless  be  contrasted  by  the  delineation  of  an  able  and  upright 
solicitor ;  but  this  Letter  is  of  sufficient  length,  and  such  persons,  without 
question,  are  already  known  to  my  readers. 

When  1  observe,  under  the  article  Physic,  that  the  young  and  less 
experienced  physician  will  write  rather  with  a  view  of  makhig  himself 
known,  than  to  investigate  and  publish  some  useful  fact,  I  would  not  be 
thought  to  extend  this  remark  to  all  the  pubUcations  of  such  men.  I 
could  point  out  a  work,  containing  experiments  the  most  judicious,  and 
conclusions  the  most  interesting,  made  by  a  gentleman,  then  young, 
which  would  have  given  just  celebrity  to  a  man  after  long  practice.  The 
observation  is  nevertheless  generally  true  :  many  opinions  have  been 
adopted  and  many  books  written,  not  that  the  theory  might  be  well 
defended,  but  that  a  young  physician  might  be  better  known. 

If  I  have  in  one  letter  praised  the  good-humour  of  a  man  confessedly 
too  inattentive  to  business,  and,  in  another,  if  1  have  written  somewhat 
sarcastically  of  "the  brick-floored  parlour  which  the  butcher  lets;"  be 
credit  given  to  me,  that  in  the  one  case  I  had  no  intention  to  apologize 
for  idleness,  nor  any  design  in  the  other  to  treat  with  contempt  the 
resources  of  the  poor.  The  good-humour  is  considered  as  the  consola- 
tion of  disappointment,  and  the  room  is  so  mentioned  because  the  lodger 
is  vain.  Most  of  my  readers  will  perceive  this  ;  but  I  shall  be  sorry  if  by 
any  I  am  supposed  to  make  pleas  for  the  vices  of  men,  or  treat  their 
wants  and  infirmities  with  derision  or  with  disdain. 

It  is  probable,  that  really  polite  people,  with  cultivated  minds  and 
harmonious  tempers,  may  judge  my  description  of  a  Card-club  conversa- 
tion to  be  highly  exaggerated,  if  not  totally  fictitious  ;  and  I  acknowledge 
that  the  club  must  admit  a  particular  kind  of  members  to  attord  such 
specimens  of  acrimony  and  objurgation :  yet  that  such  language  is 
spoken,  and  such  manners  exhibited,  is  most  certain,  chiefly  among  those 
who,  being  successful  in  life,  without  previous  education,  not  very  nice 
in  their  feelings,  or  very  attentive  to  improprieties,  sit  down  to  game 
with  no  other  view  than  that  of  adding  the  gain  of  the  evening  to  the 
profits  of  the  day  ;  whom  therefore  disappointment  itself  makes  angrj', 
and,  when  caused  by  another,  resentful  and  vindictive. 

The  Letter  on  Itinerant  Players  will  to  some  appear  too  harshly  written; 
their  profligacy  exaggerated,  and  their  distresses  magnified  ;  but  though 
the  respectability  of  a  part  of  these  people  may  give  us  a  more  favourable 
view  of  the  whole  bodv,  though  some  actors  be  sober,  and  some  managers 
prudent,  still  there  is  vice  and  misery  left,  more  than  sufficient  to  justify 
my  description.  But  if  I  could  find  only  one  one  woman  who  {passing 
forty  years  on  many  stages,  and  sustaining  many  principal  characters) 
laments  in  her  unrcspccttd  old  age,  that  there  was  no  workhouse  to 
which  she  could  legally  sue  for  admission  ;  if  I  could  produce  only  one 
female,  seduced  upon  the  boards,  and  starved  in  her  lodging,  compelled 
by  her  poverty  to  sing,  and  by  her  sufierings  to  weep,  without  any 
prospect  but  misery,  or  any  consolation  but  death  ;  if  I  could  exhibit  only 
one  youth  who  sought  refuge  from  parental  authority  in  the  licentious 
freedom  of  a  wandering  company;  yet,  with  three  such  examples,  I 
should  feel  myself  justified  in  the  account  I  have  given  :— but  such 
characters  and  sufl'orings  are  common,  and  there  are  few  of  these 
societies  which  could  not  show  members  of  this  description.  To  some, 
indeed,  the  life  has  its  satisfactions :  they  never  expected  to  he  free  from 
labour,  and  their  present  kind  they  think  is  light ;  they  have  no  delicate 
ideas  of  shame,  and  therefore  duns  and  hisses  give  them  no  other  pain 
than  what  arises  from  the  fear  of  not  being  trusted,  joined  with  the 
apprehension  that  they  may  have  nothing  to  subsist  upon  except  their 
credit. 

For  the  Alms-house  itself,  its  Governors  and  Inhabitants,  I  have  not 
much  to  ofler  in  favour  of  the  subject  or  of  the  characters.  One  ol  these. 
Sir  Ofnys  Brand,  may  be  considered  as  too  highly  placed  for  an  author 
("who  seldom  ventures  above  middle- life)  to  delineate;  and  indeed  1  had 
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some  idea  of  reserving  him  for  anotiier  occasion,  where  he  migrht  have 
appeared  with  tliose  in  liis  own  rank  :  but  then  it  is  most  uncertain 
whether  he  would  ever  appear,  and  he  has  been  so  many  years  prepared 
for  the  public  whenever  opportunity  might  offer,  that  I  have  at  length 
given  him  place,  and  though  with  his  inferiors,  yet  as  a  ruler  over  them. 
Of  these,  one  {Benbow)  may  be  thought  too  low  and  despicable  to  be 
admitted  here;  but  he  is  a  borough  character,  and,  however  disgusting  in 
some  resi)ects  a  picture  may  be,  it  will  please  some,  and  be  tolerated  by 
many,  if  it  can  boast  that  one  merit  of  being  a  faithful  likeness. 

Dlaney  and  Cleliii,  a  male  and  female  inhabitant  of  this  mansion,  are 
drawn  at  some  length ;  and  I  may  be  thought  to  have  given  them 
attention  which  they  do  not  merit.  I  plead  not  for  the  originality,  but 
for  the  truth  of  the  character;  and  though  it  may  not  be  very  pleasing, 
it  may  be  useful  to  delineate  (for  certain  minds)  these  mixtures  of  levity 
and  vice;  people  who  are  thus  incurably  vain  and  determinately  worldly; 
thus  devoted  to  enjoyment  and  insensihfb  of  shame,  and  so  miserably 
fond  of  their  pleasures,  that  they  court  even  the  remembrance  with  eager 
solicitation,  by  conjuring  up  the  ghosts  of  departed  indulgences  with  all 
the  aid  that  memory  can  afford  them.  These  characters  demand  some 
attention,  because  they  hold  out  a  warning  to  that  numerous  class  of 
young  people  who  are  too  lively  to  be  discreet ;  to  whom  the  purpose  of 
life  is  amusement,  and  who  are  always  in  danger  of  falling  into  vicious 
habits,  because  they  have  too  much  activity  to  be  quiet,  and  too  little 
strength  to  be  steady. 

The  characters  of  the  Hospital  Directors  were  written  many  years 
since,  and  so  far  as  I  was  capable  of  judging,  are  drawn  with  fidclitii. 
I  mention  this  circumstance,  that,  if  any  reader  should  find  a  difference 
in  the  versification  or  expression,  he  will  be  thus  enabled  to  account 
for  it. 

The  Poor  are  here  almost  of  necessity  introduced,  for  they  must  be 
considered,  in  every  place,  as  a  large  and  interesting  portion  of  its 
inhabitants.  I  am  aware  of  the  great  difficulty  of  acquiring  just  notions 
on  the  maintenance  and  management  of  this  class  of  our  fellow-subjects, 
and  I  forbear  to  express  any  opinion  of  the  various  modes  wliicli  have 
been  discussed  or  adopted  :  of  one  method  only  I  venture  to  give  my 
sentiments,  that  of  collecting  the  poor  of  a  hundred  into  one  building: 
this  admission  of  a  vast  number  of  persons,  of  all  ages  and  both  sexes,  of 
very  different  inclinations,  habits,  and  capacities,  into  a  society,  mu.st, 
at  a  first  view,  1  conceive,  be  looked  upon  as  a  cause  of  both  vice  and 
misery ;  nor  does  anything  which  I  have  heard  or  read  invalidate 
the  opinion ;  happily,  it  is  not  a  prevailing  one,  as  these  houses  are, 
I  believe,  still  confined  to  that  part  of  the  kingdom  where  they 
originated. 

To  this  subject  follow  several  Letters  describing  the  follies  and  crimes 
of  persons  in  lower  life,  with  one  relation  of  a  happier  and  more  conso- 
latory kind.  It  has  been  a  subject  of  greater  vexation  to  me  than  such 
a  trifle  ought  to  be,  that  I  could  not,  without  destroying  all  a|)pearance  of 
arrangement,  separate  these  melancholy  narratives,  and  place  the  fallen 
Clerk  in  Office  at  a  greater  distance  from  the  Clerk  of  the  Parish, 
especially  as  they  resembled  each  other  in  several  particulars ;  botli 
being  tempted,  seduced,  and  wretched.  Yet  are  there,  I  conceive,  con- 
siderable marks  of  distinction  :  their  guilt  is  of  different  kind  ;  nor 
would  either  have  committed  the  offence  of  the  other.  The  Clerk  of 
the  Parish  could  break  the  commandment,  but  he  could  not  have  been 
induced  to  have  disowned  an  article  of  that  creed  for  which  he  had  so 
bravely  contended,  and  on  which  he  fully  relied;  and  the  upright  mind  of 
the  Clerk  in  Office  would  have  secnrcil  him  from  being  guilty  of  wrong 
and  robbery,  though  his  weak  and  vacillating  intillect  vo\\h\  not  preserve 
him  from  infidelity  and  iirolaiieness.  Their  melancholy  is  nearly  alike, 
but  not  its  consequences.  Jmhin  retained  his  belief,  and  thmigh  he 
hated  life,  he  could  never  be  induced  to  (piit  it  voluntarily  ;  but  Alid  was 
driven  to  terminate  his  misery  in  a  way  which  the  unfixedncss  of  h^s 
religious  opinions  rather  accelerated  than  retarded.     I  am  therefore  not 
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without  hope  that  the  more  observant  of  my  readers  will  perceive  many- 
marks  of  discrimination  in  these  characters. 

The  Life  of  Ellen  Orfnrd,  though  sufficiently  burthened  with  error  and 
misfortune,  has  in  it  little  besides  which  resembles  those  of  the  above 
unhappy  men,  and  is  still  more  unlike  that  of  Grimes,  in  a  subsequent 
letter.  There  is  in  this  character  cheerfulness  and  resig-nation,  a  more 
uniform  piety,  and  an  immovable  trust  '.n  the  aid  of  religion  :  this,  with 
the  light  texture  of  the  introductory  pait,  will,  I  hope,  take  off  from  that 
idea  of  sameness  which  the  repetition  of  crimes  and  distresses  is  likely  to 
create.  The  character  of  Grimes,  his  obduracy  and  apparent  want  of 
feeling,  his  gloomy  kind  of  misanthropy,  the  progress  of  his  madness, 
and  the  horrors  of  his  imagination,  I  must  leave  to  the  judgment  and 
observation  of  my  readers.  The  mhid  here  exhibited,  is  one  untouched 
by  pity,  unstung  by  remorse,  and  uncorrected  by  shame  :  yet  is  this 
hardihood  of  temper  and  spirit  broken  by  want,  disease,  solitude,  and 
disappointment ;  and  he  becomes  the  victim  of  a  distempered  and  horror- 
stricken  fancy.  It  is  evident,  therefore,  that  no  feeble  vision,  no  half- 
visible  ghost,  not  the  momentary  glance  of  an  unbodied  being,  nor  the 
half-audible  voice  of  an  invisible  one,  would  be  created  by  the  continual 
workings  of  distress  on  a  mind  so  depraved  and  flinty.  The  ruffian  of 
Mr.  Scott*  has  a  mind  of  this  nature  :  he  has  no  shame  or  remorse  :  but 
the  corrosion  of  hopeless  want,  the  wasting  of  unabating  disease,  and  the 
gloom  of  unvaried  solitude,  will  have  their  effect  on  every  nature ;  and 
the  harder  that  nature  is,  and  the  longer  time  required  to  work  upon  it, 
so  much  the  more  strong  and  indelible  is  the  impression.  This  is  all  the 
reason  I  am  able  to  give,  why  a  man  of  feeling  so  dull  should  yet  become 
insane,  should  be  of  so  horrible  a  nature.    - 

That  a  letter  on  Prisons  should  follow  those  narratives,  is  unfortunate, 
but  not  to  be  easily  avoided.  I  confess  it  is  not  pleasant  to  be  detained 
so  long  by  subjects  so  repulsive  to  the  feelings  of  many,  as  the  sufferings 
of  mankhid:  but  though  I  assuredly  would  have  altered  this  arrangement, 
had  I  been  able  to  have  done  it  by  substituting  a  better,  yet  am  I  not  of 
opinion  that  my  verses,  or  indeed  the  verses  of  any  other  person,  can  so 
represent  the  evils  and  distresses  of  life  as  to  make  any  material  impres- 
sion on  the  mind,  and  much  less  any  of  injurious  nature.  Alas!  sufferings 
real,  evident,  continually  before  us,  have  not  effects  very  serious  or 
lastmg,  even  in  the  minds  of  the  more  reflecting  and  compassionate  ;  nor 
indeed  does  it  seem  right  that  the  pain  caused  by  sympatliy  should  serve 
for  more  than  a  stimulus  to  benevolence.  If  then  the  strength  and 
solidity  of  truth  placed  before  our  eyes,  have  effect  so  feeble  and  transi- 
tory, I  need  not  be  very  apprehensive  that  my  representations  of  Poor- 
houses  and  Prisons,  of  wants  and  sufferhigs,  however  faithfully  taken, 
will  excite  any  feelings  which  can  be  seriously  lamented.  It  has  always 
been  held  as  a  salutary  exercise  of  the  mind,  to  contemplate  the  evils  and 
miseries  of  our  nature  I  am  not  therefore  without  hope,  that  even  this 
gloomy  subject  of  Imprisonment,  and  more  especially  the  Dream  of  the 
condennied  Highwayman,  will  excite  in  some  minds  that  mingled  pity 
and  abhorrence,  which,  while  it  is  not  unpleasant  to  the  feelings,  is 
useful  in  its  operation  :  it  ties  and  binds  us  to  all  mankind  by  sensations 
common  to  us  all,  and  in  some  degree  connects  us,  without  degradation, 
even  to  the  most  miserable  and  guilty  of  our  fellow-men. 

Our  concludnig  subject  is  Education ;  and  some  attempt  is  made  to 
describe  its  various  seminaries,  from  that  of  the  poor  widow,  who  pro- 
nounces the  alphabet  for  infants,  to  seats  whence  the  light  of  Icartiing  is 
shed  abnjad  on  the  world.  If,  in  this  letter,  I  describe  the  lives  of 
literary  men  as  embittered  by  much  evil ;  if  they  be  often  disappointed, 
and  sometimes  unfitted  for  the  world  they  improve  ;  let  it  be  considered 
that  they  are  described  as  nuMi  wlio  possess  that  great  pleasure,  the 
exercise  of  their  own  talents,  and  the  delight  which  flows  from  their  own 
exertions:  they  have  joy  in  their  pursuits,  and  glory  in  their  acquirements 
of  knowledge.    Their  victory  over  difficulties  affords  the  most  rational 
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cause  of  tTiiimph,  and  the  attainment  of  new  ideas  leads  to  incalculable 
riches,  such  as  gratify  thef^lorious  avarice  of  aspiring  and  comprehensive 
muuts.  Here  then  J  place  the  reward  of  learning.  Our  Universities 
produce  men  of  the  first  scholastic  attainments,  who  are  heirs  to  large 
possessions,  or  descendants  from  noble  families.  Now,  to  those  so 
favoured,  talents  and  acquirements  are,  unquestionably,  means  of  arriving 
at  the  most  elevated  and  important  situutions  ;  but  these  must  be  the  lot 
of  a  few ;  in  general,  the  diligence,  acuteness,  and  perseverance  of  a  youth 
at  the  university,  have  no  other  reward  than  some  college  honours  and 
emoluments,  which  they  desire  to  exchange,  many  of  them,  for  very 
moderate  incomes  in  the  obscurity  of  some  distant  village  ;  so  that,  in 
stating  the  reward  of  an  ardent  and  powerful  mind  to  consist  principally 
(I  might  have  said  entirely)  m  its  own  views,  efforts,  and  excursions,  I 
place  it  upon  a  sure  foundation,  though  not  one  so  eU'vated  as  the  more 
ambitious  aspire  to.  It  is  surely  some  encouragement  to  a  studious  man 
to  reflect,  that  if  he  be  disappointed,  he  cannot  be  without  gratification  ; 
ami  that  if  he  gets  hut  a  very  humble  portion  of  what  the  world  can  give, 
he  has  a  continual  fruition  of  unwearying  enjoyment,  of  which  it  has  not 
power  to  deprive  him 

Long  as  I  have  detained  the  reader,  I  take  leave  to  add  a  few  words  on 
the  subject  of  imitation,  or,  more  plainly  speaking,  borrowing.  In  the 
course  of  a  long  poem,  and  more  especially  of  two  long  ones,  it  is  very 
difficult  to  avoid  a  recurrence  of  the  same  thoughts,  and  of  similar 
expressions  ;  and,  however  careful  I  have  been  myself  in  detecting  and 
removing  these  kinds  of  repetitions,  my  readers,  1  question  not,  would, 
if  disposed  to  seek  thein,  find  many  remaining.  For  these  I  can  only 
plead  that  common  excuse — they  are  the  offences  of  a  bad  memory,  and 
not  of  voluntary  inattention;  to  which  I  must  add  the  difficulty  (I  have 
already  mentioned)  of  avoiding  the  error :  this  kind  of  plagiarism  will 
therefore,  1  conceive,  be  treated  with  lenity  :  and  e)f  the  more  criminal 
kind,  borrowing  from  others,  I  plead,  with  much  confidence,  "  not  guilty." 
But  while  I  claim  exemption  from  guilt,  I  do  not  affirm  that  much  of 
sentiment  and  much  of  expression  may  not  be  detected  in  the  vast 
collection  of  English  poetry :  it  is  sutficient  for  an  author,  that  he  uses 
not  the  words  or  ideas  of  another  without  acknowledgment,  and  this,  and 
no  more  than  this,  I  mean,  by  disclaiming  debts  of  the  kind ;  yet 
resemblances  are  sometimes  so  very  striking,  that  it  requires  faith  in  a 
reader  to  admit  they  were  undesigned.     A  line  in  the  second  letter, 

"And  monuments  themselves  memorials  need," 

was  written  long  before  the  author,  in  an  accidental  recourse  to  Juvenal, 
read — 

"  Quaiidoqtiidcm  data  sunt  ijjsis  quoiiue  fata  Bepulchris."    Sat.  x.  146. 

and  for  this  I  believe  the  reader  will  readily  give  me  credit.  But  there  is 
another  apiiarent  imitation  in  the  life  of  Dtnni-y  (Letter  xiv  ),  a  simile  of 
so  particular  a  kind,  that  its  occurrence  to  two  writers  at  the  same  time 
must  appear  as  an  extraordinary  event;  for  this  reason  I  once  determined 
to  exclude  it  from  the  relation  ;  but,  as  it  was  truly  unborrowed,  and 
suited  the  place  in  which  it  stood,  this  seemed,  on  after  cmsidcration,  to 
be  an  act  of  cowardice,  and  the  luies  are  therefore  printed  as  they  were 
written  about  two  monthsbcforethevcrysame  thought;  prosaically  dressed) 
appeared  in  a  periodical  work  of  the  last  summer.  It  is  highly  probable, 
in  tliose  cases,  that  both  may  derive  the  idea  from  a  forgotten  but 
common  source;  and  in  this  way  I  must  entreat  the  reader  to  do  mo 
justice,  by  accounting  for  other  such  resemblances,  should  any  be 
detected. 
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LETTER  I, 

These  did  the  ruler  of  the  deep  ordain, 

To  build  proud  uavies  and  to  riUe  the  main. 

Popk's  Jlomer's  Iliad,  b.  vi.,  line  45. 

Such  scenes  has  Deptford,  navy-building  town, 
Woolwich  and  Wapping,  snielliug  strong  ol  pitch  ; 

Sucii  Lambeth,  envy  of  each  liand  and  gown. 
And  Twickenham  such,  which  fairer  scenes  enrich. 

Pap£'a  Imitation  o/  Spenser, 

GENERAL  DESCRIPTION. 

The  difficulty  of  describing  Town  Scenery — A  Comparison  with  certain  Views  in  (he 
Countiy— The  River  and  Quay— The  Shipping  and  Business— Ship-lmilding— Sea-Boys 
and  Port-Views— Viihige  and  Town  Scenery  again  compared— Wallts  from  Town— t'ottage 
:ind  adjoiTiing  Heatli,  &c. — House  of  Sunday  Entert,iinment — The  Sea  :  a  Summ-r  and 
Winter  View — A  Shiim^reclc  at  Night,  and  its  EUect-^  on  Hliore— Evening  Amusement^  in 
the  Borough— An  Apology  for  the  imperfect  View  which  can  be  given  ol  these  Sul^ecU. 

"Describe  the  Borough"— though  bur  idle  tribe 

May  love  description,  can  we  so  describe, 

That  you  shall  iairly  streets  and  buildings  trace, 

And  all  that  gives  distinction  to  a  place  ? 

This  cannot  be  ;  yet  moved  by  your  request 

A  part  I  paint — let  Fancy  form  the  rest. 

Cities  and  towns,  the  various  haunts  of  men, 

Require  the  pencil  ;  they  defy  the  pen  ; 

Could  he  who  sang  so  well  the  Grecian  fleet, 

So  well  have  sung  of  alley,  lane,  or  street ; 

Can  measured  lines  these  various  buildings  .show. 

The  Town-Hall  Tiu-ning  or  the  Prospect  Row  { 

Can  I  the  seats  of  wealth  and  want  explore, 

And  lengthen  out  mj'  lays  from  door  to  door  ? 
Then  let  thy  Fancy  aid  me — I  repair 

From  this  tall  mansion  of  our  last  year's  mayor. 

Till  we  the  outskirts  of  the  Borough  reach, 

And  these  hulf-buried  buiiding-s  next  the  beach, 
I  Where  hang  at  ojicn  doors  the  net  and  cork, 
I  While  squalid  sea-dames  iner.d  the  meshy  wofk  ; 
'  Till  comes  the  hour  when  fishing  through  the  tide, 

The  weary  husband  throws  his  freight  aside  ; 

A  living  mass  which  now  demands  Ihe  wife, 

Th'  alternate  labours  of  their  humble  lite. 
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Can  scenes  like  these  withdraw  thee  from  thy  wood, 
Thy  upland  forest,  or  thy  valley's  flood  ? 
Seek  then  thy  garden's  shrubby  bound,  and  look, 
As  it  steals  by,  upon  the  bordering  brook  ; 
That  winding  streamlet,  limpid,  lingering,  slow. 
Where  the  reeds  whisper  when  the  zephyrs  blow  ; 
Where  in  the  midst,  upon  her  throne  of  green, 
Sits  the  large  lily*  as  the  water's  queen  ; 
And  makes  the  current,  forced  awhile  to  stay. 
Murmur  and  bubble  as  it  shoots  away  ; 
Draw  tlicn  the  strongest  contrast  to  that  stream, 
And  our  broad  river  will  before  thee  seem. 

With  ceaseless  motion  comes  and  goes  the  tide, 
Flowing,  it  tills  the  channel  vast  and  wide  ; 
Then  back  to  sea,  with  strong  majestic  sweep 
It  rolls,  in  ebb  yet  terrible  and  deep  ; 
Here  samphire-banksf  and  saltwort  +  bound  the  flood, 
There  stakes  and  sea-weeds  withering  on  the  mud  ; 
And  higher  up,  a  ridge  of  all  things  base. 
Which  some  strong  tide  has  roU'd  upon  the  place. 

Thy  gentle  river  boasts  its  pigmy  boat. 
Urged  on  by  pains,  half  groimded,  half  afloat : 
While  at  her  stern  an  angler  takes  his  stand. 
And  marks  the  fish  he  purposes  to  land 
From  that  clear  space,  where,  in  the  cheerful  ray 
Of  the  warm  sun,  the  scaly  people  play. 
Far  other  craft  our  prouder  river  shows, 
-  Hoys,  pinks,  and  sloops,  brigs,  brigantines,  and  snows  : 
Nor  angler  we  on  our  wide  stream  descry. 
But  one  poor  dredger  where  his  oysters  lie  : 
He,  cold  and  wet,  and  driving  with  the  tide, 
Beats  his  weak  arms  against  his  tarry  side, 
Then  drains  the  remnant  of  dili\ted  gin, 
To  aid  the  warmth  that  languishes  within  ; 
Ivenewing  oft  his  poor  attempts  to  beat 
His  tingling  fingers  into  gathering  heat. 

He  shall  again  bo  seen  when  evening  comes, 
And  social  parties  crowd  their  favourite  rooms  : 
Where  on  the  table  pipes  and  papers  lie, 
The  steaming  bowl  or  foaming  tankard  by  ; 
'Tis  tlien,  with  all  these  comforts  spread  around, 
They  hear  the  painful  dredger's  welcome  sound  ; 
And  few  themselves  tlie  savoury  boon  deny, 
The  food  that  feeds,  the  hving  hixury. 

Yon  is  our  (juay  !  those  smaller  hoys  from  town, 
It^  various  wares,  for  country  use,  bring  down  ; 
Those  laden  waggons,  in  return,  impart 
The  country  jjrofhice  to  the  city  mart  ; 
Hark  to  the  clamour  in  that  miry  road 
Bounded  and  narrow'd  by  yon  vessel's  load  ! 
The  lumbering  wealth  she  empties  round  the  place, 

•  The  white  water-lily,  Njimpluta  nlba. 

f  The  iniuttd  gliaawort.    ikUtcvrnln  la  here  meant,  not  the  tnie  iiniiniliin>,  the  CrUhmtim 
fntyitirnum.  I  The  Hattota  oi  hoUiuiaU^ 
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Package,  and  parcel,  hog-shead,  chest,  and  case : 
While  the  loud  seaman  and  the  angry  hiud. 
Mingling  in  business,  bellow  to  the  wind. 

Near  these  a  crew  amphibious,  in  the  docks. 
Rear,  for  the  sea,  those  castles  on  the  stocks  : 
See,  the  long  keel,  which  soon  the  waves  must  hide '. 
See,  the  strong  ribs  which  form  the  roomy  side  ! 
Bolts  yielding  slowly  to  the  sturdiest  stroke. 
And  planks*  which  curve  and  crackle  in  the  smoke. 
Around  the  whole  rise  cloudy  wreaths,  and  far 
Bear  the  warm  pungonce  of  o'er-boiling  tar. 

Dabbling  on  shore  half-naked  sea-boys  crowd. 
Swim  round  a  ship,  or  swing  upon  the  shroud  ; 
Or  in  a  boat  purloin'd,  with  paddles  play, 
And  grow  familiar  with  the  water}'  way  : 
Young  though  they  be,  they  feel  whose  sons  thcj'  are, 
They  know  what  British  seamen  do  and  dare  ; 
Proud  of  that  fame,  they  raise  and  they  enjoy 
The  rustic  wonder  of  the  village-boy. 

Before  you  bid  these  busy  scenes  adieu. 
Behold  the  wealth  that  lies  in  public  view, 
Those  far-extended  heaps  of  coal  and  coke, 
Where  freshfiU'd  lime-kilns  breathe  their  stifling  smoke. 
This  shall  pass  off,  and  you  behold,  instead. 
The  night-fire  glean)ing  on  its  chalky  bed  ; 
When  from  the  lighthouse  brighter  beams  will  rise. 
To  show  the  shipman  where  the  shallow  lies. 

Thy  walks  are  ever  pleasant ;  every  scene 
Is  rich  in  beauty,  lively,  or  serene — 
Rich — is  that  varied  view  with  woods  around, 
Seen  from  the  seat  within  the  shrubb'ry  bound. 
Where  shines  the  distant  lake,  and  where  appear. 
From  ruins  bolting,  unmolested  deer  ; 
Lively — the  village-green,  the  inn,  the  place 
Where  the  good  widow  schools  her  infant-race. 
Shops,  whence  are  heard  the  hammer  and  the  saw, 
And  village  pleasures  unreproved  by  law  : 
Then  how  serene,  when  in  j'our  favoui-ite  room, 
C4ales  from  your  jasmines  soothe  the  evening  gloom  ; 
When  fi-om  j'our  upland  paddock  you  look  down. 
And  just  perceive  the  smoke  which  hides  the  town  ; 
When  weary  peasants  at  the  close  of  day 
Walk  to  their  cots,  and  jiart  upon  the  way  ; 
When  cattle  slowly  cross  the  shallow  brook, 
And  shepherds  pen  their  folds,  and  rest  upon  their  crook. 

We  jirune  our  hedges,  prime  our  slender  trees. 
And  nothing  looks  untutor'd  .and  at  ease. 
On  tlio  wide  heath  or  in  the  ilowery  vale, 
We  scent  the  vapours  of  the  sea-born  gale  ; 
Broad-beaten  paths  lead  on  from  stile  to  stile. 
And  sewers  from  streets  tho  road-side  banks  <lefile  ; 

•  The  cilTTatnre  of  planks  for  tho  sides  of  a  ship.  Ac,  is.  T  am  infnmied,  now  (fonerally 
mnde  by  the  power  of  stuam.  f^iru  is  lioVtii'theiujiti  still  used  lor  boatji  lUid  vessels  of  tie 
BULuller  kind. 
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Our  gviarded  fields  a  sense  of  danger  show, 
Where  garden-crops  with  com  and  clover  grow  ; 
Fences  are  form'd  of  wreck,  and  placed  aroiind, 
(With  tenters  tipp'd)  a  strong  repulsive  bcmnd  ; 
Wide  and  deep  ditches  by  the  gardens  run. 
And  there  in  ambush  lie  the  trap  and  gun  ; 
Or  yon  broad  board,  which  guards  each  tempting  prize, 
"Like  a  tall  bully,  lifts  its  head  and  lies." 

There  stands  a  cottage  with  an  open  door, 
Its  garden  undefended  blooms  before  : 
Her  wheel  is  still,  and  overturn'd  her  stool. 
While  the  lone  widow  seeks  the  neighb'ring  pool : 
This  gives  us  hope,  all  views  of  town  to  shun — 
No  !  here  are  tokens  of  the  sailor-son  ; 
That  old  blue  jacket,  and  that  shirt  of  check. 
And  silken  kerchief  for  the  seaman's  neck  ; 
Sea-spoils  and  shells  from  many  a  distant  shore, 
And  furry  robe  from  frozen  Labrador. 

Our  busy  streets  and  sylvan  walks  between. 
Fen,  marshes,  bog,  and  heath  all  intervene  ; 
Here  pits  of  crag,  with  spongy,  plashy  base  ; 
To  some  enrich  th'  uncultivated  space  : 
For  there  are  blossoms  rare,  and  curious  rush. 
The  gale's  rich  balm,  and  sun-dew's  crimson  blush. 
Whose  velvet  leaf  with  radiant  beauty  dress' d, 
Forms  a  gay  pillow  for  the  plover's  breast. 

Not  distant  far,  a  house  commodious  made 
(Lonely  yet  public  stands)  for  Sunday  trade  ; 
Thither,  for  this  day  free,  gay  parties  go, 
Their  tea-house  walk,  their  tip[>ling  rendezvous  ; 
There  humble  couples  sit  in  comer  bowers. 
Or  gaily  ramble  for  th'  allotted  hours  ; 
Sailors  and  lasses  from  the  town  attend, 

The  servant  lover,  the  apprentice  friend  ; 
With  all  the  idle  social  tribes  who  seek 

And  find  their  humble  pleasures  once  a  week. 
Tum  to  the  watery  W(  >rld  ! — but  who  to  theo 

(A  wonder  yet  unvicw'd)  shall  paint — the  sea  ? 

Various  and  vast,  sublime  in  all  its  forms, 

When  lull'd  by  zephyrs,  or  when  roused  by  storms, 

Its  colours  changing,  when  from  clouds  and  sun 

Shades  after  shades  upon  the  surface  run  ; 

Embrown'd  and  horrid  now,  and  now  serene. 

In  limpid  blue,  and  evanescent  green  ; 

And  oft  the  foggy  banks  on  ocean  lie  ; 

Lift  the  fair  sail,  and  cheat  th'  experienced  eye.* 
Be  it  the  summer  noon  :  a  sandy  space 

The  ebbing  tide  has  loft  upon  its  place  ; 

Then  just  the  hot  and  stony  bcacli  above, 

Light  twinkling  streams  in  bright  confusion  move 

(For  heated  thus,  th©  wanner  air  ascends, 

•  Of  the  effect  of  these  mlstf,  known  by  the  name  of  foK-lmnlts,  -womlerful  ivnd  Indeeil 
incn-ilihle  reliitii.lia  are  ijiviii ;  Imt  tlieir  pmiifrty  at  iipiH-Hiiiig  to  doviito  »hiiw  ut  uiu,  uliU 
to  bring  theui  iu  view.  Is,  I  believe,  ((uucriilly  iiekuowledijed. 
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And  with  the  cooler  in  its  fall  contends) ; 
Then  the  broad  bosom  of  the  ocean  keeps 
An  equal  motion  ;  swelling  as  it  sleeps, 
Then  slowly  sinking  ;  curling  to  the  strand, 
Faint,  lazy  waves  o'ercreep  the  ridgy  sand. 
Or  tap  the  tarry  boat  with  gentle  blow, 
And  back  return  in  silence,  smooth  and  slow. 
Ships  in  the  calm  sea  anchor'd  ;  for  they  glide 
On  the  still  sea,  urged  solelj'  by  the  tide  : 
Art  thou  not  present,  this  calm  scene  before, 
Where  all  beside  is  pebbly  length  of  shore. 
And  far  as  e3'e  can  reach,  it  can  discern  no  more  ? 

Yet  sometimes  comes  a  ruffling  cloud  to  make 
The  quiet  surface  of  the  ocean  shake  ; 
As  an  awaken'd  giant  with  a  frown 
Might  show  his  wrath,  and  then  to  sleep  sink  down. 

View  now  the  winter-storm  !  above,  one  cloud, 
Black  and  unbroken,  all  the  skies  o'ershroud  : 
Th'  unwieldly  porpoise  through  the  day  before 
Had  roll'd  in  view  of  boding  men  on  shore ; 
And  sometimes  hid  and  sometimes  show'd  his  form, 
Dark  as  the  cloud,  and  furious  as  the  storm. 

All  where  the  eye  delights,  yet  dreads  to  roam, 
The  breaking  billows  cast  the  flying  foam 
Upon  the  billows  rising — all  the  deep 
Is  restless  change  ;  the  waves  so  swell'd  and  steep, 
Breaking  and  sinking,  and  the  sunken  swells. 
Nor  one,  one  moment,  in  its  station  dwells  : 
But  nearer  land  you  may  the  billows  trace, 
As  if  contending  in  their  watery  chase  ; 
May  watch  the  mightiest  till  the  shoal  they  reach. 
Then  break  and  hurry  to  their  utmost  stretch  ; 
Curl'd  as  they  come,  the}'  strike  with  furious  force, 
And  then  re-flowing,  take  their  grating  course, 
Raking  the  rounded  flints, which  ages  past 
Roll'd  by  their  rage,  and  shall  to  ages  last. 

Far  off,  the  petrol  in  the  troubled  way 
Swims  with  her  brood,  or  flutters  in  the  spray  ; 
She  rises  often,  often  drops  again, 
And  sports  at  ease  on  the  tempestuous  main. 

High  o'er  the  restless  deep,  above  the  reach 
Of  gunner's  hope,  vast  flights  of  wild-ducks  stretch  ; 
Far  as  the  eye  can  glance  on  either  side, 
In  a  broad  space  and  level  line  they  glide  ; 
All  in  their  wedgo-like  figures  from  the  north, 
Day  after  daj',  flight  after  flight,  go  fortli. 
In  shore  their  passage  tribes  of  sca-giills  urge. 
And  drop  for  prey  within  the  sweeping  surge  ; 
Oft  in  the  rough  opposing  blast  they  fly 
Far  back,  then  turn,  and  all  their  force  apply, 
While  to  the  storm  they  give  tlieir  weak  complaining  cry ; 
Or  clap  the  sleek  white  pinion  on  the  breast, 
And  in  the  restless  ocean  dip  for  rest. 

Darkness  begins  to  reign  ;  the  louder  wind 
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Appals  the  weak  and  awes  the  firmer  mind  ; 
But  fi  ights  not  him  whom  evening  and  the  spray- 
In  part  conceal — yon  prowler  on  his  wa}' : 
Lo  !  he  has  something  seen  ;  he  runs  apace. 
As  if  he  fear'd  companion  in  the  chase  ; 
He  sees  his  prize,  and  now  he  turns  again. 
Slowly  and  sorrowing — "  Was  your  search  in  vain  ?" 
GruflBy  he  answers,  '"Tis  a  son-y  sight ! 
A  seaman's  body  ;  there'll  be  more  to-night !" 

Hark  to  those  sounds  !  they're  from  distress  at  sea  : 
How  quick  they  come  I  What  terrors  may  there  be  ; 
Yes,  'tis  a  driven  vessel :  I  discern 
Lights,  signs  of  terror,  gleaming  from  the  stern. 
Others  behold  them  too,  and  fi-om  the  town 
In  various  parties  seamen  hurry  down  ; 
Their  wives  pui-sue,  and  damsels  urged  by  dread, 
Lest  men  so  dear  be  into  danger  led  ; 
Their  head  the  gown  has  hooded,  and  their  call 
In  this  sad  night  is  piercing  hke  the  squall  ; 
They  feel  their  kinds  of  power,  and  when  they  meet, 
Chide,  fondle,  weej),  dare,  threaten,  or  entreat. 

See  one  poor  girl,  all  terror  and  alarm. 
Has  fondly  seized  upon  her  lover's  arm  ; 
"Thou  shalt  not  venture  ;"  and  he  answers  "No  ! 
I  will  not :"— still  she  cries,  "Thou  shalt  not  go." 

No  need  of  this  ;  not  here  the  stoutest  boat 
Can  through  such  breakers,  o'er  such  billows  float, 
Yet  may  they  view  these  lights  upon  the  beach. 
Which  yield  them  hope  whom  help  can  never  reach. 

From  parted  clouds  the  moon  her  radiance  throws 
On  the  wild  waves,  and  all  the  danger  shows ; 
But  shows  them  beaming  in  her  shining  vest. 
Terrific  splendour  !  gloom  in  glory  dress'd  ! 
This  for  a  moment,  and  then  clouds  again 
Hide  every  beam,  and  fear  and  darkness  reign. 

But  hear  we  now  those  sounds  ?  Do  lights  appear  ? 

I  see  them  not !  the  storm  alone  I  hear  : 

And  lo  !  the  sailors  homeward  take  their  way  ; 
Man  must  endure — let  us  submit  and  pray. 
^  Such  are  our  Winter- views  :  but  night  comes  on — 
Now  business  sleeps,  and  daily  cares  are  gone  ; 
Now  parties  form,  and  some  their  friends  assist 
To  waste  the  idle  hours  at  sober  whist  ; 
The  tavern's  pleasure  or  the  concert's  cliarm 
Unnumber'd  moments  of  their  sting  disarm  : 
I'lay-bills  and  open  doors  a  crowd  invito, 
To  pass  off  one  dread  portion  of  the  night  ; 
And  show,  and  song,  and  luxury  combined, 
Lift  off  from  man  this  burthen  of  mankind. 

Others  advent'rous  walk  abroad  and  meet 
Returning  parties  pacing  through  the  street. 
When  vanoiis  voices,  in  the  dying  day, 

I I  um  in  our  walks,  and  greet  us  in  our  way  ; 
Vy'hen  tavern-lights  flit  on  from  room  to  room, 

II 
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And  guide  the  tippling  sailor  staggering  home  : 
There  as  we  pass,  the  jingling  bells  betray- 
How  business  rises  with  the  closing  day  ; 
Now  walking  silent,  by  the  river's  side, 
The  ear  perceives  the  rippling  of  the  tide  ; 
Or  measured  cadence  of  the  lads  who  tow 
Some  enter'd  hoy,  to  fix  her  in  her  row  ; 
Or  hollow  sound,  which  from  the  parish  bell 
To  some  departed  spirit  bids  farewell  ! 

Thus  shall  you  something  of  our  BoROUGH  know. 
Far  as  a  verse,  with  Fancy's  aid,  can  show. 
Of  Sea  or  River,  of  a  Quay  or  Street, 
The  best  descriistion  must  be  incomplete  ; 
But  when  a  happier  theme  succeeds,  and  when 
Men  are  our  subjects  and  the  deeds  of  men. 
Then  may  we  find  the  Muse  in  happier  style, 
And  we  may  sometimes  s'igh  and  sometimes  smile. 


LETTER  II. 

And  wTien  at  l;ist  thy  love  shall  die. 

Wilt  thou  receive  his  parting  breath  ? 
■Wilt  th'ju  repress  each  sti-uggliug  sigh. 

And  cheer  with  smiles  the  bed  of  death  t 

Pkkct. 

THE   CHUECH. 

So  .cral  Meanings  of  the  Word  Clairch— The  Building  so  called,  hero  intended— Its  An- 
tiquity and  Grandeur— Columns  and  Aisles- The  Tower  ;  tlie  Stains  made  by  Time 
compared  with  the  mock  anti.iuity  of  the  Artist— Progress  of  Vegetation  on  such  Build- 
ings—Bells— Tombs  :  one  in  decay— Mural  Monuments,  and  the  Nature  of  their  Inscrip- 
tions—An Instiince  in  a  depai-ted  Burgcs^i— Churchyard  Graves— Jloumcrs  for  the  l)ea<l— 
A  Story  of  a  betrothed  Pair  in  humble  Life,  and  Effects  of  Grief  iu  the  Survivor. 

"  What  is  a  Church  ?" — Let  Truth  and  Reason  speal:, 

They  would  reply,  "  The  faithful  pure  and  meek  ; 

From  Christian  folds,  the  one  selected  race, 

Of  all  professions,  and  in  every  place." 

"  What  is  a  Church  ?" — "A  flock,"  our  Vicar  cries, 

"  Whom  bishops  govern,  and  whom  priests  advise  ;  I 

Wherein  are  various  states  and  due  degrees. 

The  Bench  for  honour,  and  the  Stall  for  ease  ; 

That  case  bo  mine,  which,  after  all  his  cares. 

The  pious,  peaceful  ]iicbondary  shares." 

"What  is  a  Church  !" — Our  honest  Sexton  tells, 
"  'Tis  a  tall  building,  with  a  tower  and  bells  ; 
Where  priest  and  clerk  with  joint  exertion  strive 
To  keep  the  ardour  of  their  llock  alive  ; 
That,  by  his  periods  elofpient  and  grave  ; 
This,  Viy  responses,  and  a  well-set  stave  : 
These  for  the  living  ;  but  when  life  be  fled, 
I  toll  myself  the  requiem  for  the  dead." 

'Tis  to  this  Church  I  call  thee,  atid  that  place 
Where  slept  our  fathers  when  they'd  run  their  race : 
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We  too  shall  rest,  and  then  our  children  keep 
Their  road  in  life,  and  then,  forg-otteii,  sleep  ; 
Meanwhile  the  buildiny  slowly  lidls  away, 
And,  like  the  builders,  will  in  time  decay. 

The  old  Foundation — but  it  is  not  clear 
When  it  was  laid, — you  care  not  for  the  year ; 
On  this,  as  parts  decay'd  by  time  and  storms. 
Arose  these  various  disproportion'd  forms  ; 
Yet  Gothic  all — the  learn'd  who  visit  us 
(And  our  small  wonders)  have  decided  thus — 
"  Yon  noble  Gothic  arch,"  "That  Gothic  door  ;"  ' 
So  have  they  said — of  proof  you'll  need  no  more. 

Here  large  plain  columns  rise  in  solemn  style. 
You'd  love  the  gloom  they  make  in  cither  aisle ; 
When  the  sun's  rays,  enleebled  as  they  pass 
(And  shorn  of  splendour)  through  the  storied  glass. 
Faintly  display  the  figures  on  the  floor, 
Which  pleased  distinctly  in  their  place  before. 

But  ere  you  enter,  yon  boM  tower  survey,  ■ 
Tall  and  entire,  and  venerably  grey, 
For  time  has  soften'd  what  was  harsh  when  new. 
And  now  the  stains  are  all  of  sober  hue  ; 
Tiie  living  stains  which  Nature's  hand  alone. 
Profuse  of  life,  pours  forth  upon  the  stone  ; 
For  ever  growing  ;  where  the  common  ej'e 
{■an  but  the  bare  and  rocky  bed  descry  ; 
There  Science  loves  to  trace  her  tribes  minute. 
The  juiceless  foliage,  and  the  tasteless  fruit ; 
There  she  perceives  them  round  the  surface  creep, 
And  while  they  meet,  their  due  distinction  keep  ; 
Mix'd  but  not  blended  ;  each  its  name  retains, 
And  these  are  Nature's  ever-during  stains. 
^  And  wouldst  thou,  Artist  !  with  thy  tints  and  brush, 
"t  orm  shades  like  these  ?    Pretender,  where  thy  blubb  'i 
In  three  short  hours  shall  thy  presuming  hand 
Th'  effect  of  three  slow  ccntm-ies  command  ?* 
Thou  mayst  thy  various  greens  and  greys  contrive  ; 
They  are  not  lichens,  nor  like  aught  alive  ; — 
But  yet  proceed,  and  when  thy  tints  are  lost, 
Fled  in  the  shower,  or  crumbled  by  the  frost ; 
When  all  thy  work  is  done  awaj'  as  clean 
As  if  thou  never  spread'st  thy  grey  and  green  ; 
Then  mayst  thou  see  how  Nature's  work  is  done, 
How  slowFy  true  she  lays  her  colours  on  ; 
When  her  least  speck  ui)on  the  hardest  flint 
Has  mark  and  form,  and  is  a  living  tint ; 
And  so  embodied  with  the  rock,  that  few- 
Can  the  small  germ  upon  the  substance  vicw.1" 

•  If  it  should  lie  ohjecled,  that  centuries  are  not  slower  thnn  liourR,  Itcfnunc  the  Bpci'd  nl 
Inie  must  i»e  unit'onn  ;  I  would  answor,  that  1  uiidiTstand  so  uiuch,  ;iud  uteaa  that  tlicy 
«■  Blitwer  ill  110  either  nenjie,  tliaii  Iici-ause  tliey  arc  not  tluiwluiU  so  noon. 

t  TliU  kind  of  vcRetjition,  an  it  Itegins  ujion  siliccoTiM  Mtoiu-s,  Is  vei-y  tliin,  and  freiiufiitly 
lot  t<i  Iw  distinguished  irom  the  Buriai'c  ol  tlie  Hint.  Tliu  ////«««»  Jnlithwt  iil'  Iiiiiii.'iMiH 
Leprtiria  Jolithut  o\  the  present  system),  an  adliesive  cannliiu  enist  on  rocloi  and  old 
>uilJiug>,  was,  even  by  scientific  persons,  talteii  for  tlie  hubstMice  on  wliich  it  spiu^ul.    A 
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Seeds,  to  our  eyes  invisible,  will  find 
On  the  rude  rock,  the  bed  that  fits  their  kind  ; 
Thei-e,  in  the  rugged  soil,  they  safely  dwell, 
Till  showers  and  snows  the  subtile  atoms  swell, 
And  spread  th'  enduring  foliage  ;  then  we  trace 
The  freckled  flower  upon  the  flint}'  base  ; 
These  all  increase,  till  in  unnoticed  years 
The  stony  tower  as  grey  with  age  appears  ; 
With  coats  of  vegetation  thinly  spread. 
Coat  above  coat,  the  living  on  the  dead  ; 
These  then  dissolve  to  dust  and  make  a  way 
For  bolder  ioliage,  nursed  by  their  decay  ; 
The  long-enduring  ferns  in  time  will  all 
Die  and  depose  their  dust  upon  the  wall  ; 
Where  the  wing'd  seed  may  rest,  till  many  a  flower 
Show  Flora's  triumph  o'er  the  falling  tower. 

But  ours  yet  stands,  and  has  its  bells  renown'd 
For  size  magnificent  and  solemn  sound  ; 
Each  has  its  motto  :  some  contrived  to  tell, 
In  monkish  rhj'me,  the  uses  of  a  bell  ;* 
Such  wondrous  good  as  few  conceive  could  spring 
From  ten  loud  coppers  when  their  cbqipcrs  swing. 

Enter'd  the  church — wo  to  a  tomb  proceed, 
Whose  names  and  titles  few  attempt  to  read  ; 
Old  English  letters  and  those  hah'piek'd  out. 
Leave  us,  unskilful  readers,  much  in  doubt ; 
Our  sons  shall  see  its  more  degraded  state  ; 
The  tomb  of  grandeur  hastens  to  its  fate  ; 
That  marble  arch,  oirr  sexton's  favourite  show, 
With  all  those  ruff'd  and  painted  pairs  below  ; 
Tlie  noble  lady  and  the  lord  who  rest 
Supine,  as  courtly  dame  and  warrior  dress'd  ; 
All  are  departed  from  their  state  srrblinie. 
Mangled  and  wounded  in  their  war  with  Time  -f 

Collcagucd  with  mischief ;  here  a  leg  is  fled  ; 
And  lo  !  the  Baron  with  but  half  a  head  : 
Midway  is  cleft  the  arch  ;  the  very  lase 
Is  batter'd  round  and  shifted  h-i  m  its  place. 

Wonder  not,  mortal,  at  thy  quick  decay — 
Sec  !  men  of  marble  piecemeal  melt  away  ; 
When  whose  the  imago  we  no  longer  read. 
But  monuments  themselves  memorials  need. 
With  few  such  stately  proofs  of  grief  or  pride. 
By  wealth  erected,  is  our  Church  supplied  ; 
But  we  have  mural  tablets  every  size. 
That  woo  could  wish,  or  vanity  devise. 

Death  levels  man — the  wicked  and  the  just. 
The  wise,  the  weak,  lie  blended  in  the  dust ; 

greftt  vnriety  of  tlicse  minute  vegetjibh  s  nro  t(»  bo  fnuiul  in  some  parts  of  the  coa't,  wh'^ro 
tlie  bonch,  lormed  (if  stuiios  of  viiriniis  kinds,  i»  nndisturltvtl,  anti  oxpofed  to  every  oliantje 
ol  woatluT  :  in  tbiK  Kitiijition,  tbe  ilitlortnt  Hi'ecies  of  lirhm,  in  their  ditterent  stjiges  of 
growtli.  liiivo  nn  apin-anilice  illtercbting  and  agreeable  evi  u  lo  tliose  wlto  are  ignorant  of, 
and  indiflocnt  to,  tlie  canpe. 

•  11m  teveral  purposes  lor  which  bells  are  used,  are  expressed  in  two  Latin  verses  of 
this  kind. 
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And  by  the  honours  dealt  to  every  name. 
The  King  of  Terrors  seems  to  level  fame. 
See  !  here  lamented  wives,  and  every  wife 
The  pride  and  comfort  of  her  husband's  life  ; 
Here,  to  her  spouse,  with  every  virtue  graced, 
His  mournful  widow  has  a  trophy  placed  ; 
And  here  'tis  doubtful  if  the  duteous  son, 
Or  the  good  father,  be  in  praise  outdone. 

This  maj'  be  nature  :  when  our  friends  we  lose, 
Our  alter'cf  feelings  alter  too  our  views  ; 
What  in  their  tempers  teased  us  or  distress' d. 
Is,  with  our  anger  and  the  dead,  at  rest ; 
And  much  we  grieve,  no  longer  trial  made. 
For  that  impatience  which  we  then  display'd  ; 
Now  to  their  love  and  worth  of  every  kind 
A  soft  compunction  turns  th'  afflicted  nand  ; 
Virtues  neglected  then,  adored  become. 
And  graces  slighted,  blossom  on  the  tomb. 

'Tis  well ;  but  let  nut  love  nor  gi-ief  believe 
That  we  assent  (who  neither  loved  nor  grieve) 
To  all  that  praise  which  on  the  tomb  is  read, 
To  all  that  passion  dictates  for  the  dead  ; 
But  more  indignant,  we  the  tomb  deride, 
Whose  bold  inscription  flattery  sells  to  pride. 

Kead  of  this  Burgess — on  tho  stone  appear 
How  worthy  he,  how  virtuous,  and  how  dear  ! 
What  wailing  was  there  when  his  spirit  fled. 
How  mourn'd  his  lady  for  her  lord  when  dead. 
And  tears  abundant  through  the  town  were  shed  ; 
See  !  he  was  lilieral,  kind,  religious,  wise, 
And  free  from  all  disgrace  and  all  disguise  ; 
His  sterling  worth,  which  words  cannot  express, 
Lives  with  his  friends,  their  pride  and  their  distress. 

All  this  of  Jacob  Holmes  ?  for  his  the  name  ; 
Ho  thus  kind,  liberal,  just,  religious  ?  — Shame  ! 
What  is  the  truth  ?  Old  Jacob  married  thrice  ; 
He  dealt  in  coals,  and  av'rice  was  his  vice  ; 
He  ruled  the  Borough  when  liis  year  came  on. 
And  some  forget,  and  some  are  glad  he's  gone  ; 
For  never  yet  with  shilling  could  he  part. 
But  when  it  left  his  hand  it  struck  liis  heart. 

Yet,  here  will  Love  its  last  attentions  pay. 
And  place  memorials  on  these  bervs  of  clay. 
Large  level  stones  lie  fiat  uiwn  the  grave. 
And  half  a  century's  sun  and  tempest  brave; 
But  many  an  honest  tear  and  heartfelt  sigh 
Have  follow'd  those  who  now  unnoticed  lie  ; 
Of  these  what  numbers  rest  on  every  side  ! 
Without  one  token  left  by  grief  or  prida  ; 
Their  graves  soon  levell'd  to  the  earth,  and  then 
Will  other  hillocks  rise  o'er  other  men  ; 
Daily  the  dead  on  the  deeay'd  are  thrust, 
And  generations  foil  .w,  "  dust  to  dust." 

Yes  !  there  are  real  mourners — I  hive  seen 
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A  fair,  sad  girl,  mikl,  suffering,  and  serene  ; 

Attention  (through  the  day)  her  duties  claim'd. 

And  to  be  useful  as  resign'd  she  aiin'd  : 

Neatly  she  dress'd,  nor  vainly  scem'd  t'  expect 

Pity  for  grief,  or  pardon  for  neglect ; 

But  when  her  wearied  parents  sank  to  sleep. 

She  sought  her  place  to  meditate  and  weep  : 

Then  to  her  mind  was  all  the  past  display'd. 

That  faithful  memory  brings  to  sorrow's  aid  : 

For  then  she  thought  on  one  regretted  youth, 

Her  tender  trust,  and  his  unquestion'd  truth  ; 

In  evei-y  place  she  wander'd  where  they'd  been, 

And  sadly  sacred  held  the  parting  scene  ; 

Where  last  for  sea  he  took  his  leave — that  place 

With  doulilo  interest  would  she  nightly  trace  ; 

For  long  the  courtship  was,  and  he  would  say. 

Each  time  he  sail'd, — "  This  once,  and  then  the  day  :  " 

Yet  prudence  tarried,  but  when  last  he  went. 

He  drew  from  pitying  love  a  full  consent. 

Happy  he  sail'd,  and  great  the  care  she  took 
That  he  should  softly  sleep  and  smartly  look  ; 
White  was  his  better  linen,  and  his  check 
Was  niade  more  trim  than  any  on  the  deck  ; 
And  every  comfort  men  at  sea  can  know 
Was  hers  to  buy,  t(i  make,  and  to  bestow. 
For  he  to  Greenland  sail'd,  and  much  she  told 
How  he  should  guard  against  the  climate's  cold  ; 
Yet  saw  not  danger  ;  dangers  he'd  withstood. 
Nor  could  she  trace  the  fever  in  his  blood  ; 
His  messmates  smiled  at  flushings  in  his  cheek, 
And  he  too  smiled,  but  seldom  would  he  speak  ; 
For  now  he  found  the  danger,  felt  the  pain, 
With  grievous  symptoms  he  co\dd  not  explain  ; 
Hope  was  awaken'd,  as  for  home  ho  sail'd, 
But  quickly  sank,  and  never  more  prevail'd. 

He  call'd  his  friend,  and  prefaced  witli  a  sigh 
A  lover's  message  :— "  Thomas,  I  must  die  : 
Would  I  could  see  my  Sally,  and  could  rest 
My  throbbing  temples  on  her  faithful  breast, 
And  gazing,  go  ! — if  not,  this  triHe  take. 
And  say,  till  death  I  wore  it  for  her  sake  : 
Yc?,  I  must  die — blow  on,  sweet  breeze,  blow  on  ! 
Give  me  one  look  before  my  life  be  gone, 
Oh  !  give  me  that,  and  let  me  not  despair. 
One  last  fond  look — and  now  repeat  the  prayer." 

He  had  his  wish,  had  more  :  I  will  not  paint 
The  lovers'  mooting  :  she  behold  him  faint, — 
With  tender  fears,  she  took  a  nearer  view, 
Her  terrors  doubling  as  her  hopes  withdrew  ; 
He  tried  to  smile,  ami,  half  succeeding,  said, 
"  Yes,  I  must  die  !"  and  hope  for  ever  fled. 

Still,  long  she  nursed  him  :  tender  thoughts  meantime 
Wore  interchanged,  and  hopes  and  views  sublime  : 
To  her  ho  camo  to  die,  and  every  day 
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She  took  some  portion  of  the  dread  away  ; 
With  him  she  pray'd,  to  him  his  Bible  read, 
Soothed  the  faint  heart,  and  held  the  aching  head  : 
She  came  with  smiles  the  hour  of  pain  to  cheer ; 
Apart  she  sigh'd  ;  alone  she  shed  the  tear  : 
Then,  as  if  breaking-  from  a  cloud,  she  gave 
Fresh  light,  and  gilt  the  prospect  of  the  grave. 

One  day  he  lighter  seem'd,  and  they  forgot 
The  care,  the  dread,  the  anguish  of  their  lot ; 
They  spoke  with  cheerfulness,  and  seem'd  to  think, 
Yet  said  not  so, — "  Perhaps  he  will  not  sink  ; " 
A  sudden  brightness  in  his  look  appear' d, 
A  sudden  vigour  in  his  voice  was  heard, — 
She  had  been  reading  in  the  Book  of  Prayer, 
And  led  him  forth,  and  placed  him  in  his  chair  ; 
Lively  he  seem'd,  and  spoke  of  all  he  knew. 
The  friendly  many,  and  the  favourite  few  ; 
Nor  one  that  day  did  he  to  mind  recall 
But  she  has  treasured,  and  she  loves  them  all : 
When  in  her  way  she  meets  them,  they  appear 
Peculiar  people — death  has  made  them  dear. 
He  named  his  friend,  but  then  his  hand  she  press'd. 
And  fondly  whisper'd — "  Thou  must  go  to  rest ; " 
"  I  go,"  he  said  :  but  as  he  spoke,  she  found 
His  hand  more  cold,  and  fluttering  was  the  sound  ! 
Then  gazed  aflnghten'd  ;  but  she  caught  a  last, 
A  dying  look  of  love, — and  all  was  past ! 

She  placed  a  decent  stone  his  grave  above. 
Neatly  engraved — an  offering  of  her  love  ; 
For  that  she  wrought,  for  that  foi-sook  her  bed, 
Awake  alike  to  duty  and  the  dead  ; 
She  would  have  grieved,  had  friends  presumed  to  spare 
The  least  assistance — 'twas  her  proper  care. 

Here  will  she  come,  and  on  the  grave  will  sit, 
Folding  her  arms,  in  long  abstracted  fit ; 
But  if  observer  pass,  will  take  her  round. 
And  careless  seem,  for  she  would  not  be  found ; 
Then  go  again,  and  thus  her  hour  employ. 
While  visions  please  her,  and  while  woes  destroy. 

Forbear,  sweet  maid  !  nor  be  by  fancy  led 
To  hold  mysterious  converse  with  the  dead ; 
For  sure  at  length  thy  thoughts,  thy  spirit's  pain. 
In  this  sad  conflict  will  disturb  thy  brain  ; 
All  have  their  tasks  and  trials  ;  thine  are  hard. 
But  short  the  time,  and  glorious  the  reward  ; 
Thy  patient  spirit  to  thy  duties  give, 
Kegard  the  dead,  but  to  the  living  live.* 

•  It  ha*  be«n  olisen-ecl  to  mo,  that  in  the  first  part  of  the  story  I  have  represented  this 
yonng  woman  nii  resigned  and  atti-nlive  to  her  dutii'B  ;  from  which  it  would  Hi)i)e.'ir  that 
the  conoludinx  advice  is  unneceiiwiry  ;  Imt  it  tho  reader  will  constnie  the  expriRtiun  "  to 
the  living  live,"  into  tli8nen»c— live  entirely  for  them,  attend  to  duties  only  which  are 
real,  and  not  tlioae  imposed  by  the  imaginutlon— I  shall  )mvc  no  need  to  alter  the  Uno 
which  tenuiiuitcs  tho  story. 
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LETTER  III. 

And  telling  me  the  sovereign'st  tiling  on  eai-th 
"Was  pamiaceti  lor  an  inward  bruise. 

Shaesfeake. — First  Part  0/  IJeiiry  IV.,  i.  3. 

So  gentle,  yet  so  brisk,  su  wondrous  sweet. 
Bo  lit  to  prattle  .it  a  lady's  feet.— Chuuchiix. 

Mu'-li  .ore  the  precious  hours  of  youth  mis.spcut. 

In  climbing  learning's  rugged,  steep  ascent ; 

■When  to  the  top  the  bold  adventurer's  got. 

He  reigns  vain  monarch  of  a  b<arren  spot ; 

While  in  the  v.ile  of  ignorance  'jelow, 

FoUy  and  vice  to  rank  luxuriance  grow  ; 

Honours  and  wealth  pour  in  on  every  side, 

And  proud  preferment  rolls  her  golden  tide.— CHunciiiix. 

THE  VICAR. 

The  lately  departed  Minister  of  the  Borough—  His  soothing  and  supplicatory  Manners— His 
cool  and  timid  Affections — No  praise  due  to  such  negative  Vu-tue — Address  to  Character's 
of  this  kind — The  Vicar's  Employments — His  Talents  and  moderate  Ambition— Uia 
dislike  ol  Innovation— His  mild  but  ineft'ectuiU  Benevolence— A  summary  of  his  Cha- 
racter. 

THE  CURATE. 

Mode  of  pajing  the  Borough  Minister — The  Curate  has  no  such  Resources — His  Learning 
and  Poverty — Erroneous  idea  of  his  P.oz-ent — His  Feeling**  a.«  a  Ihislianti  and  Father— The 
dutiful  Regard  of  his  nxuiierous  Family — His  Pleasure  as  a  Writer — huw  int^'rnlpt^d — 
No  Resource  in  the  Press — Vulgar  Insult — His  Account  of  a  Liteniry  Society,  and  a  Fund 
for  the  Relief  of  indigent  Authors,  &c. 

Where  ends  our  cli.ancel  in  a  vaulted  space, 
Sleep  the  departed  vicars  of  the  place  ; 
Of  most,  all  mention,  memory,  thought,  are  past — 
But  take  a  slight  memorial  of  the  last. 

To  what  famed  college  we  our  \-icar  owe, 
To  what  fair  county,  let  historians  show  : 
Few  now  remember  when  the  mild  young  man, 
Ruddy  and  fair,  his  Sunday  task  began  ; 
Few  live  to  speak  of  that  soft  soothing  look 
He  cast  around,  as  he  prepared  his  book  ; 
It  was  a  kind  of  supplicating  smile. 
But  nothing  hopeless  of  applause  the  while  ; 
Anil  when  he  finish'd,  his  corrected  pride 
F'elt  the  desert,  and  yet  the  praise  denied. 
Thus  he  his  race  began,  and  to  the  end 
His  constant  care  was,  no  man  to  oftend  ; 
No  haughty  vii-tues  stirr'd  his  peaceful  mind  ; 
Nor  urged  the  priest  to  lca^■e  the  flock  behind  ; 
He  was  his  Master's  soldier,  but  not  one 
To  lead  an  army  of  liis  martyrs  on  : 
Fear  was  his  ruling  passion  ;  yet  was  love, 
Of  timid  kind,  once  known  his  lioart  to  move  ; 
It  led  his  patient  spirit  where  it  paid 
Its  languid  oflcrings  to  a  listening  maid  : 
She,  with  her  widow'd  mother,  heard  liim  speak. 
And  sought  awhile  to  find  what  he  would  seek : 
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Smiling  he  came,  lie  smiled  when  he  withdrew, 
And  paid  the  same  attention  to  the  two  ; 
Meeting  and  parting  without  joy  or  pain, 
lie  seem'd  to  come  that  he  might  go  again. 

The  wondering  girl,  no  prude,  but  something  nice, 
At  length  was  chill'd  by  his  unmelting  ice  ; 
She  found  her  tortoise  held  such  sluggish  pace. 
That  she  must  turn  and  meet  him  in  the  chase  : 
This  not  approving,  she  withdrew,  till  one 
Came  who  appear'd  with  livelier  hope  to  run  ; 
Who  sought  a  readier  way  the  heart  to  move, 
Than  by  faint  dalliance  of  unfixing  love. 

Accuse  me  not  that  I  approving  paint 
Impatient  hope  or  love  without  restraint ; 
Or  think  the  jjassions,  a  tumultuous  throng, 
Strong  as  they  are,  ungovernably  strong  : 
But  is  the  laurel  to  the  soldier  due, 
Who,  cautious,  comes  not  into  danger's  view  ? 
What  worth  has  Virtue  by  Desire  untried, 
When  Nature's  self  enlists  on  Duty's  side  ( 

The  married  dame  in  vain  assail'd  the  truth 
And  guarded  bosom  of  the  Hebrew  youth  ; 
But  with  the  daughter  of  the  priest  of  On 
The  love  was  lawlul,  and  the  guard  was  gone  ; 
But  Joseph's  fame  had  lessen'd  in  our  view, 
Had  he,  refusing,  fled  the  maiden  too. 

Yet  our  good  priest  to  Joseph's  praise  aspired, 
At  once  rejecting  what  his  heart  desired  ; 
"  T  am  escaped,"  he  said,  when  none  pursued  ; 
When  none  attack'd  him,  "  I  am  unsubdued  ;" 
"  Oh  pleasing  pangs  of  love  !  "  he  sang  again. 
Cold  to  the  jo}',  and  stranger  to  the  pain. 
E'en  in  his  age  would  he  address  the  young, 
"  I,  too,  have  felt  these  fires,  and  they  are  strong  ;" 
But  from  the  time  he  left  his  favourite  maid. 
To  ancient  tcmales  his  devoirs  were  paid  : 
And  still  they  miss  him  after  morning  prayer  ; 
Nor  yet  successor  fills  the  vicar's  chair. 
Where  kindred  spirits  in  his  praise  agree, 
A  happy  few,  as  mild  and  cool  as  he  ; 
The  easy  I'ollowers  in  the  female  train, 
Led  witnout  love,  and  captives  without  chain. 

Ye  lilies  male  !  think  (as  your  tea  you  siji, 
While  the  town  small-talk  flows  from  lip  to  lip  ; 
Intrigues  half-gather'd,  conversation-scraps, 
Kitchen  cabals,  and  nursery  mishaps). 
If  the  vast  world  may  not  some  scene  produce, 
Some  state  where  your  small  talents  might  have  use  ; 
Within  seraglios  you  might  harmless  move, 
'Mid  ranks  of  beauty,  and  in  haunts  of  love  ; 
There  from  too  daring  man  the  treasures  guard, 
An  easy  duty,  and  its  own  reward  ; 
Nature's  soft  sulistitutcs,  you  there  might  save 
From  crime  the  tyrant,  and  from  wrong  the  slave. 
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But  let  applause  be  dealt  in  all  we  maj', 
Our  priest  was  cheerful,  and  in  season  gay  ; 
His  frequent  visits  seldom  fail'd  to  please  ; 
Easy  himself,  he  sought  his  neighbour's  ease  : 
To  a  small  garden  with  delight  he  came. 
And  gave  successive  flowers  a  summer's  fame  ; 
These  he  presented,  with  a  grace  his  own, 
To  his  fair  friends,  and  made  their  beauties  known. 
Not  without  moral  compliment ;  how  they 
"  Like  flowers  were  sweet,  and  must  like  flowers  decay. 

Simple  he  was,  and  loved  the  simple  truth, 
Yet  had  some  usehil  cunning  from  his  youth  ; 
A  cunning  never  to  dishonour  lent, 
And  rather  for  defence  than  conquest  meant ; 
'Twas  fear  of  power,  with  some  desire  to  rise, 
But  not  enough  to  make  him  enemies  ; 
He  ever  aim'd  to  please  ;  and  to  offend 
Was  ever  cautious  ;  for  he  sought  a  friend  ; 
Yet  for  the  friendship  never  much  would  pay, 
Content  to  bow,  be  silent,  and  obey, 
And  by  a  soothing  suff'rance  find  his  way. 

Fiddling  and  fishing  were  his  arts  :  at  times 
He  alter'd  sermons,  and  he  aim'd  at  rhymes  ; 
And  his  fair  friends,  not  yet  intent  on  cards, 
Oft  he  amused  with  riddles  and  charades. 

Mild  were  his  doctrines,  and  not  one  discourse 
Bvit  gain'd  in  softness  what  it  lost  in  force  : 
Kind  his  opinions  ;  he  would  not  receive 
An  ill  report,  nor  evil  act  believe  ; 
"If  true,  'twas  wrong  ;  but  blemish  great  or  small 
Have  all  mankind  ;  yea,  sinners  are  we  all." 

If  ever  fretful  thought  disturb'd  his  breast, 
If  aught  of  gloom  that  cheerful  mind  oppress' d, 
It  sprang  from  innovation  ;  it  was  then 
He  spake  of  mischief  made  by  restless  men  ; 
Not  by  new  doctrines  :  never  in  his  life 
Would  he  attend  to  controversial  strife  ; 
For  sects  he  cared  not ;  ' '  They  are  not  of  us, 
Nor  need  we,  brethren,  their  concerns  discuss  ; 
But  'tis  the  change,  the  schism  at  homo  I  fool  ; 
Ills  few  perceive,  and  none  have  skill  to  heal : 
Not  at  the  altar  our  young  brethren  read 
(Facing  their  flock)  the  Decalogue  and  Creed  ; 
But  at  their  duty,  in  their  desks  they  stand, 
With  naked  surplice,  lacking  hood  and  band  : 
Churches  are  now  of  holy  song  bereft. 
And  half  our  ancient  customs  clianged  or  left ; 
Few  sprigs  of  ivy  are  at  Christmas  seen. 
Nor  crimson  berry  tips  the  holly's  green  ; 
Mistaken  choirs  refuse  the  soletnn  strain 
Ot  ancient  Stcrnhuld,  wliich  from  ours  amain 
Comes  flying  forth  from  aisle  to  aisle  about, 
Sweet  hnks  of  harmony,  and  long  drawn  out." 

These  were  to  him  essentials  ;  all  things  new 
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lie  (leeinVl  superfluous,  useless,  or  untrue  : 

To  all  beside  iiidiflereut,  easy,  cold. 

Here  the  fire  kindled,  and  the  woe  was  told. 

Habit  with  him  was  all  the  test  of  truth  : 
"  It  must  be  right ;  I've  doue  it  from  my  youth," 
Questions  he  answer'd  in  as  brief  a  way  : 
"  It  must  be  wrong- — it  was  of  yesterday."  * 

Though  mild  benevolence  our  priest  possess'd, 
'Twas  but  by  wishes  or  by  words  express'd. 
Circles  in  water,  as  they  wider  flow. 
The  less  conspicuous  in  their  progress  grow, 
And  when  at  last  they  touch  upon  the  shore, 
Distinction  ceases,  and  they're  view'd  no  more. 
His  love,  like  that  last  circle,  all  embraced. 
But  with  cflect  that  never  could  be  traced. 

Now  rests  our  vicar.     They  who  knew  him  best. 
Proclaim  his  life  t'  have  been  entirely  rest ; 
Free  from  all  evils  which  disturb  his  mind 
Whom  studies  vex  and  controversies  blind. 

The  rich  approved,— of  them  in  awe  he  stood  ; 
The  poor  admired,— they  all  believed  him  good  ; 
The  old  and  serious  of  his  habits  spoke  ; 
The  frank  and  youthful  loved  his  pleasant  joke  ; 
Mothers  approved  a  sate  contented  guest, 
And  daughters  one  who  back'd  each  small  request  ; 
In  him  his  flock  found  nothing  to  condemn  ; 
Him  sectaries  liked,— he  never  troubled  them  : 
No  triflcsfail'd  his  yielding  mind  to  please, 
And  all  his  passions  sank  in  early  ease  ; 
Nor  one  so  old  has  left  this  world  of  sin. 
More  like  the  being  that  he  enter'd  in. 

THE   CURATE. 

Ask  you  what  lands  our  Pastor  tithes  ? — Alas  ! 

But  few  our  acres,  and  but  short  our  grass  : 

In  some  fat  pastures  of  the  rich  indeed, 

May  roll  the  single  cow  or  favourite  steed  ;      , 

Who,  stable-fed,  is  here  for  pleasure  seen. 

His  sleek  sides  bathing  in  the  dewy  green  ; 

But  these,  our  hilly  heath  and  common  wi'lo 

Yield  a  slight  portion  for  the  p.arish  guide  ; 

No  crops  luxuriant  in  our  borders  stand. 

For  here  wo  jilough  the  ocean,  not  the  land  ; 

Still  reason  wills  that  we  our  Pastor  pay, 

And  custom  ilocs  it  on  a  certain  day. 

Much  is  the  duty,  small  the  legal  due. 

And  this  with  gratcfid  minds  wo  keep  in  view  ; 

Each  makes  his  off'ring,  some  by  habit  led, 

Some  by  the  thought  that  ;ill  men  nuist  be  fed  ; 

Duty  and  love,  and  piety  and  pride. 

Have  each  their  force,  nnd  for  the  Priest  provide. 

Not  thus  our  Curate   one  whom  all  btlievo 
Pious  and  just,  and  for  whose  fate  they  grieve  ; 
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All  see  him  poor,  but  e'en  llie  vulgar  know 
He  merits  love,  and  their  respect  bestow. 
A  man  so  loarn'd  you  shall  but  seldom  see. 
Nor  one  so  honour' d,  so  aggrieved  as  he  ; — 
Not  grieved  by  j-ears  alone  ;  though  his  appear 
»  Dark  and  more  dark  ;  severer  on  severe  : 
Not  in  his  need, — and  j-et  we  all  must  grant 
How  painful  'tis  for  feeling  Age  to  want : 
Nor  in  his  body's  suiferings  ;  yet  we  know 
Where  time  has  plough' d,  there  Misers'  loves  to  sow  ; 
But  in  the  wearied  mind,  that  all  in  vain 
Wars  with  distress,  and  struggles  with  its  pain. 

His  father  saw  his  powers — "  I'll  give,"  quoth  he, 
"  My  first-born  learning  ;  'twill  a  portion  be  :" 
Unhappy  gift  !  a  portion  for  a  son  ! 
But  all  he  had.     He  learn'd,  and  was  undone  ! 

Better,  apprenticed  to  an  humble  trade, 
Had  he  the  cassock  for  the  priesthood  made, 
Or  thrown  the  shuttle,  or  the  saddle  shaped. 
And  all  these  pangs  of  feeling  souls  escaped. 
He  once  had  hope — Hope,  ardent,  lively,  light ; 
His  feelings  pleasant,  and  his  prospects  bright : 
Eager  of  fame,  he  read,  he  thought,  he  wrote, 
Weigh'd  the  Greek  page,  and  added  note  on  note. 
At  morn,  at  evening,  at  his  work  was  he, 
And  dream'd  what  his  Euripides  would  be. 

Then  care  began  : — he  loved,  ho  woo'd,  he  wed  ; 
Hope  cheer'd  him  stUl,  and  Hymen  bless'd  his  bed— 
A  curate's  bed  !  then  came  the  woful  j-ears, 
The  husband's  terrors,  and  the  father's  tears  ; 
A  wife  grown  feeble,  mourning,  pining,  vex'd 
With  wants  and  woes— by  daily  cares  perplex'd  ; 
No  more  a  help,  a  smiling,  soothing  aid. 
But  boding,  drooping,  sickly,  and  afraid. 

A  kind  phj^sician,  and  without  a  fee. 
Gave  his  opinion — "  Send  her  to  the  sea." 
"  Alas  !  "  the  good  man  answer' d,   "  can  [  send 
A  friendless  woman  ?  Can  I  find  a  friend  '! 
No  ;  I  must  with  her,  in  her  need,  repair 
To  that  new  place  ;  the  poor  lie  everywhere  ; 
Some  priest  will  pay  me  for  my  pious  pains." — 
He  said,  he  came,  and  liere  he  yet  remains. 

Behold  his  dwelling  !  this  poor  hut  he  hires, 
Where  he  from  view,  though  not  from  want,  retires; 
Where  four  fair  daughters,  and  five  sorrowing  sons, 
Partake  his  sufferings,  and  dismiss  his  duns  ; 
All  join  their  efforts,  and  in  patience  learn 
To  want  the  comforts  they  aspii-e  to  earn  ; 
For  the  sick  mother  something  thoj-'d  obtain. 
To  soothe  her  grief  and  mitigate  her  pain  ; 
For  the  sad  fatlicr  something  they'd  procure 
To  case  the  burden  they  themselves  endure. 

Virtues  like  these  at  once  delight  and  press 
On  the  fond  father  with  a  proud  distress  ; 
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On  all  around  he  looks  with  care  and  love, 
Giieved  to  behold,  but  happy  to  approve. 

Then  from  his  care,  his  love,  his  grief,  he  steals, 
And  by  himself  an  author's  pleasure  feels  : 
Each  line  detains  him  ;  ho  omits  not  one. 
And  all  the  sorrows  ol  his  state  are  gone. — 
Alas  !  even  then,  in  that  delicious  hour, 
He  feels  his  fortune,  and  laments  its  power. 

Some  tradesman's  bill  his  wandering  eyes  engage, 
Some  scrawl  for  payment  thrust  'twixt  page  and  page ; 
Some  bold,  loud  rapping  at  his  humlile  door. 
Some  surly  message  he  has  hoard  before, 
Awake,  alarm,  and  tell  him  he  is  poor. 
An  angry  dealer,  vulgar,  rich,  and  proud. 
Thinks  of  his  bill,  and,  passing,  raps  aloud  ; 
The  elder  daughter  meekly  makes  him  way — 
"  I  want  my  money,  and  I  cannot  stay  : 
My  mill  is  stopp'd  ;  what,  miss  !  I  cannot  grind  ; 
Go  tell  your  father  he  must  raise  the  wind  :  " 
Still  trembling,  troubled,  the  dejected  maid 
Says,   "  Sir — my  father  !  " — and  then  stops  afraid  : 
E'en  his  hard  heart  is  soften'd,  anrl  he  hears 
Her  voice  with  pity  ;  he  respects  her  tears  ; 
His  stubborn  features  half  admit  a  smile. 
And  his  tone  softens — "  Well  !  I'll  wait  awhile." 

Pity  !  a  man  so  good,  so  mild,  so  meek, 
At  such  an  age,  should  have  his  bread  to  seek  ; 
And  all  those  rude  and  fierce  attacks  to  dread. 
That  arc  more  harrowing  than  the  want  of  bread  ; 
Ah  !  who  .shall  whisper  to  that  misery  peace, 
And  say  that  want  and  insolence  shall  cense  ? 

"  But  why  not  publish  ?  "  Those  who  know  too  well. 
Dealers  in  Greek,  are  fearful  'twill  not  sell  ; 
Then  he  himself  is  timid,  troubled,  slow. 
Nor  likes  his  labours  nor  his  griels  to  show  ; 
The  hope  of  fame  may  in  his  heart  have  place. 
But  he  has  dread  and  horror  of  disgrace  ; 
Nor  has  lie  that  confiding,  easy  way, 
That  might  his  learning  and  himself  display  ; 
But  to  his  work  he  from  the  world  retreats, 
And  frets  and  gluiies  o'er  the  favourite  sheets. 

But  see,  the  man  himself!  and  sure  I  trace 
Signs  of  nev*r  jo}'  exulting  in  that  face 
O'er  care  that  sleeps — we  err,  or  we  discern 
Life  in  thy  looks — the  reason  may  wo  learn  ? 

"  Yes,"  he  replied,   "  I'm  happy,  I  confess, 
To  learn  that  some  are  pleased  with  happiness 
Which  otliers  feel — there  arc  who  now  combine 
The  worthiest  natures  in  the  best  design. 
To  aid  the  lettcr'd  poor,  and  soothe  such  ills  as  mine  : 
We  who  more  keenly  feel  the  world's  contempt. 
And  from  its  miseries  are  the  least  exempt  ; 
Now  hope  sh.'ill  whisper  to  the  woun<led  breast 
And  grief,  in  soothing  expectation,  rest. 
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"Yes,  I  am  taught  that  men  who  think,  who  feel, 
Unite  the  pains  of  thoug-htful  men  to  heal ; 
Not  with  disdainful  pride,  whose  bounties  make 
The  needy  curse  the  benefits  they  take  ; 
Not  with  the  idle  vanity  that  knows 
Only  a  selfish  joj'  when  it  bestows  ; 
Not  with  o'erbearing  wealth,  that,  in  disdain, 
Hurls  the  superfluous  bliss  at  groaning  pain  ; 
But  these  are  men  who  j-ield  such  blest  relief. 
That  with  the  grievance  they  destroy  the  grief; 
Their  timely  aid  the  need}'  sufferers  find, 
Their  generous  manner  soothes  the  suffering  mind  ; 
Theirs  is  a  gracious  bountj',  form'd  to  raise 
Him  whom  it  aids  ;  their  charity  is  jjraise  ; 
A  common  bount}'^  niay  relieve  distress, 
But  whom  the  vulgar  succour  they  oppress  ; 
This  though  a  favour  is  an  honour  too, 
Though  Mercy's  duty,  yet  'tis  Merit's  due  ; 
When  our  relief  from  such  resources  rise. 
All  painful  sense  of  obligation  dies  ; 
And  grateful  feelings  in  the  bosom  wake, 
For  'tis  their  offerings,  not  their  alms  we  take. 

"Long  may  these  founts  of  Charity  remain, 
And  never  shrink,  but  to  be  fill'd  again  ; 
True,  to  the  author  they  are  now  confined. 
To  him  who  gave  the  treasure  of  his  mind. 
His  time,  his  liealth, — and  thankless  found  mankind  : 
But  there  is  hope  that  from  these  founts  may  flow 
A  side-way  stream,  and  equal  good  bestow  ; 
Good  that  may  reach  us,  whom  the  day's  distress 
Keeps  from  the  fame  and  perils  of  the  press  ; 
Whom  study  beckons  from  the  ills  of  life. 
And  they  from  study  ;  melancholy  strife  ! 
Who  then  can  saj%  taut  bounty  now  so  free. 
And  so  diffused,  may  find  its  way  to  me  ? 

"Yes  !  I  may  see  my  decent  table  yet 
Cheer'd  with  the  meal  that  adds  not  to  my  debt ; 
May  talk  of  th)se  to  whom  so  much  wo  owe, 
And  guess  their  names  whom  yet  we  may  not  know  ; 
Blest,  wo  shall  say,  are  those  who  thus  can  give, 
And  next  who  thus  upon  the  bounty  live  ; 
Then  shall  1  close  with  thanks  my  humble  meal, 
iVnd  feci  so  well— Oh,  God  !  how  I  shall  ieel !  " 
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But  cast  your  eyes  again, 

And  view  tUose  errors  which  new  sects  maintAin, 

Or  which  of  old  disturbed  the  Cliurch's  peacelul  reign  : 

And  we  can  point  e;ieli  i)eriod  of  the  time 

M'hcn  they  began,  and  who  begat  the  crime  ; 

Can  calculate  how  long  tli"  eclipse  endured  ; 

Who  interposed,  what  digits  were  obscured ; 

Of  all  which  are  already  pjLss'd  away, 

"We  knew  the  rise,  the  progress  and  decay. 

Dr\t»en. — JJind  and  Panther,  Part  II. 

Oh  !  said  the  Hind,  how  many  sons  have  you 
M'ho  call  you  mother,  whom  you  never  knew  ? 
But  most  of  them  who  that  relation  plead. 
Are  such  ungracious  youths  as  wish  you  dead  ; 
They  gape  at  rich  revenues  which  you  hold, 
^  And  fain  would  nibble  at  your  grandame  gold. 

JItnd  and  Panther. 

SECTS   AND   PROFESSIONS  IN    RELIGION 

re  numerous  and  successive — General  effect  of  false  Zeal — Deists — Fanatical  Idea  of 
Church  lleformers — The  Church  of  Rome— Baptists — Swedenborguvns — Universalists— 
Jews. 

[ethodists  of  two  kinds  ;  Calvinistic  and  Amiinian. 

he  Preaching  of  a  Cahnnistic  Enthusiast — His  contempt  of  Learnings  Dislike  to  sound 
Morality  :  why — Ills  Idea  of  Conversion — His  Success  and  Pretensions  to  Hxmiility. 
he  Armini.'in  Teacher  of  the  older  Flock— Their  Notions  of  the  operations  and  i)OWer  of 
Satan— Doscriiition  of  his  Devices — Their  opinion  of  regular  Ministers— Comparison  of 
these  with  the  Preacher  himself — A  Rebuke  to  his  Heard's  ;  introduces  a  deseriptiou  of 
Uie  i>owerful  Effects  of  the  Word  in  the  early  and  awakening  Days  ot  Methodism. 

"Sects  in  Religion  ?" — Yes  of  every  race 
Wo  nm-se  some  jiortion  in  our  fovour'd  place  ; 
Not  one  wann  preacher  of  one  growing  sect 
Can  say  our  Borough  treats  him  with  neglect ; 
Frequent  as  fashions  they  with  us  appear, 
And  you  might  ask,   "how  think  we  for  the  year?" 
They  come  to  us  as  riders  in  a  trade, 
And  with  much  ,'irt  exhibit  and  persuade. 

Minds  are  for  Sects  of  various  kinds  decreed. 
As  diff'rent  soils  aro  form'd  for  difl'ront  seed  ; 
Some  when  converted  sigh  in  sore  amaze. 
And  some  are  wrapt  in  joy's  ecstatic  blaze  ; 
Others  again  will  change  to  each  extreme. 
The}'  know  not  why — as  hiu'ricd  in  a  dream  j 
Unstable,  they,  like  water,  take  all  forms, 
Aro  nuick  and  stagnant ;  have  their  calms  and  storms  ; 
High  on  the  hills,  they  in  the  sunbeams  glow. 
Then  muddily  they  move  debased  and  slow  ; 
Or  cold  and  frozen  rest,  and  neither  rise  nor  flow. 

Yet  none  the  cool  and  prudent  teacher  prize. 
On  him  thej'  doto  who  wakes  their  ecstasies  ; 
With  pas.sions  ready  primed  such  guide  they  meet, 
And  wai-m  and  kindle  with  th'  imparted  heat ; 
'Ti.s  ho  who  wakes  the  nameless  strong  desire, 
The  melting  rapture  and  the  glowing  fire  ; 
'Tis  he  wlio  pierces  deep  the  tortured  breast, 
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And  stirs  the  teiTors  never  more  to  rest. 

Opposed  to  these,  we  have  a  prouder  kind, 
Rash  without  heat,  and  without  raptures  blind  ; 
These  our  Glad  Tidinf/x  unconcern'd  peruse, 
Search  without  awe,  and  without  fear  refuse  ; 
The  truths,  the  blessings,  found  in  Sacred  Writ, 
Call  forth  their  spleen,  and  exercise  their  wit ; 
Respect  from  these,  nor  saints  nor  martyrs  gain. 
The  zeal  they  scorn,  and  they  deride  the  pain  : 
And  take  their  transient,  cool,  contemptuous  \-iew, 
Of  that  which  must  be  tried,  and  doubtless  mai/  he  trup. 

Friends  of  our  faith  we  have,  whom  doubts  like  these. 
And  keen  remarks,  and  bold  objections  please  ; 
They  grant  such  doubts  have  weaker  minds  oppress'd, 
Till  sound  conviction  gave  the  troubled  rest. 

"  But  still,"  they  cry,  "let  none  their  censures  spare, 
They  but  confirm  the  glorious  hopes  we  share  ; 
From  doubt,  disdain,  derision,  scorn  and  lies. 
With  five-fold  triumph  sacred  Truth  shall  rise." 

Yes  !  I  allow,  so  Truth  shall  stand  at  last, 
And  gain  fresh  glory  by  the  conflict  past  :— 
As  Solvvaj'  Moss  (a  barren  mass  and  cold, 
Death  to  the  seed,  and  poison  to  the  fold). 
The  smiling  plain  and  fertile  vale  o'erlaid. 
Choked  the  green  sod,  and  kill'd  the  springing  blade  ; 
That,  changed  by  culture,  may  in  time  be  seen 
Enrich'd  by  golden  grain  and  pasture  green  ; 
And  these  fair  acres  rented  and  enjoy'd 
May  those  excel  by  Solway-Moss  destroy 'd.* 
Still  must  have  mourn'd  the  tenant  of  the  day. 
For  hopes  destroy'd,  and  harvests  swept  away  ; 
To  him  the  gain  of  future  years  unknown, 
The  instant  grief  and  sufl'oring  were  his  own. 
So  must  I  grieve  for  many  a  wounded  heart, 
Chill'd  hy  those  doubts  which  bolder  minds  impart  ; 
Truth  in  the  end  shall  shine  divinely  clear. 
But  sad  the  darkness  till  those  times  appear  ; 
Contests  for  truth,  as  wars  for  freedom,  yield 
Gloiy  and  joy  to  those  who  gain  the  field  : 
But  still  the  Christian  must  in  pity  sigh 
For  all  who  suffer,  and  uncertain  die. 

Here  are,  who  all  the  Church  maintains  approve, 
But  yet  the  Church  herself  they  will  not  love; 
In  angry  speech,  they  blame  the  carnal  tie 
Which  pure  Religion  lost  her  spirit  by  ; 
What  time  from  prisons,  flames,  and  tortures  led, 
She  slumbcr'd  careless  in  a  royal  bed  ; 
To  make,  they  add,  the  Church's  glory  shine, 
Should  Diocletian  reign,  not  Constantine. 

"In  pomp,"  they  cr}-,  "is  England's  Chiu'ch  array'd, 

♦  Solway  Moss,  bordering  on  Scotland.  It  swellfd,  owing  to  hea\T  rains ;  and  ujiwArdl 
of  400  licrt-p  of  it  rose  to  swell  a  height  above  the  level  of  the  grouiul.  tha*  at  last  it  roUeil^ 
forward  like  a  torreni,  and  continued  ita  course  alwve  a  mile,  Bweei»ing  along  with  Ifl 
houses  trecH,  and  all  in  it«  way.  It  covered  (iOO  acres  at  Netlurby,  and  destroj-ed  AboQ|| 
thirty  small  villages,  Nov,  13, 1771. 
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Her  cool  reformere  wrought  like  men  afraid  ; 
We  would  have  pull'd  her  gorgeous  temples  do'mi. 
And  spurii'd  her  mitre,  and  defiled  her  gown  : 
We  would  have  trodden  low  both  bench  and  stall, 
Nor  left  a  tithe  remaining,  great  or  small." 

Let  us  be  serious — Should  such  trials  come, 
Are  they  themselves  prepared  for  martyi'dom  ? 
It  seems  to  us  that  our  reformers  knew 
Th'  important  work  they  undertook  to  do  ; 
An  equal  priesthood  they  were  loth  to  tr3% 
Lest  zeal  and  care  should  with  ambition  die  ; 
To  them  it  seem'd  that,  take  the  tenth  away, 
Yet  priests  must  eat,  and  j'ou  must  feed  or  pay : 
Would  they  indeed,  who  hold  such  pay  in  scorn. 
Put  on  the  muzzle  when  they  tread  the  corn  ? 
Would  they,  all  gratis,  watch  and  tend  the  fold, 
Nor  take  one  fleece  to  keep  them  from  the  cold  ? 

Men  are  not  e(|ua),  and  'tis  meet  and  right 
That  robes  and  titles  our  respect  excite  ; 
Order  requires  it  ;  'tis  by  vulgar  pride 
That  such  regard  is  censured  and  denied  ; 
Or  by  that  false  enthusiastic  zeal, 
That  thinks  the  Spirit  will  the  priest  reveal. 
And  show  to  all  men,  by  their  powerful  speech, 
Who  are  appointed  and  inspired  to  teach  : 
Alas  !  could  we  the  dangerous  rule  believe. 
Whom  for  their  teacher  should  the  crowd  receive? 
Since  all  the  varying  kinds  demand  respect, 
All  press  you  on  to  join  their  chosen  sect, 
Although  but  in  this  single  point  agreed, 
"Desert  your  churches,  and  adopt  our  creed." 

We  know  full  well  how  much  our  forms  offend 
The  burthen'd  Papist  and  tlie  simple  Friend  : 
Him,  who  new  robes  for  every  service  takes, 
And  who  in  drab  and  beaver  sighs  and  shakes  ; 
He  on  the  priest,  whom  hood  and  band  adorn. 
Looks  with  the  sleepy  ej'e  of  silent  scorn  ; 
But  him  I  would  not  for  my  h-iond  and  guide. 
Who  views  such  things  with  sjileen,  or  wears  with  pride. 

See  ne.xt  our  several  sects, — but  first  behold 
The  Church  of  Itome,  who  here  is  poor  and  old  : 
Use  not  triumphant  raill'ry,  or,  at  least. 
Let  not  thy  mother  be  a  whore  and  beast  ; 
Great  was  her  jiride  indeed  in  ancient  times. 
Yet  shall  wo  think  of  nothing  but  her  crimes? 
Exalted  high  above  all  earthlj'  things. 
She  placed  her  foot  upon  the  neck  ot  kings  : 
But  some  have  deeply  since  avenged  the  crown. 
And  tlirown  lier  glory  and  her  honours  down  ; 
Nor  neck  nor  ear  can  she  of  kings  command. 
Nor  place  a  foot  upon  her  own  fair  land. 

Among  her  sons,  with  us  a  quiet  few, 
Obscure  themselves,  her  ancient  state  review, 
And  fond  and  melancholy  glances  cast 
"  I 
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On  power  insulted,  and  on  triumph  past : 

They  look,  they  can  but  look,  with  many  a  sigh, 

On  sacred  buildings  doom'd  in  dust  to  lie  ; 

"  On  seats,"  they  tell,  "  where  priests  'mid  tapers  dim 

Breathed  the  warm  prayer,  or  tuned  the  midnight  hymn ; 

Where  trembling  penitents  their  guilt  confess' d. 

Where  want  had  succour,  and  contrition  rest ; 

There  weary  men  from  trouble  found  relief, 

There  men  in  sorrow  lound  repose  from  grief. 

To  scenes  like  these  the  fainting  soul  retired ; 

Revenge  and  anger  in  these  cells  expired  ; 

By  Pity  soothed,  Remorse  lost  half  her  iears, 

And  soften'd  Pride  dropp'd  penitential  tears. 

"Then  convent  walls  and  nunnery  spires  arose. 
In  pleasant  spots  which  monk  or  abbot  chose  ; 
When  counts  and  barons  saints  devoted  fed, 
And  making  cheap  exchange,  had  prayer  for  bread. 

"  Now  all  is  lost,  the  earth  where  abbeys  stood 
Is  layman's  land,  the  glebe,  the  stream,  the  wood  : 
His  oxen  low  where  monks  retired  to  eat, 
His  covi's  repose  upon  the  prior's  seat : 
And  wanton  doves  within  the  cloisters  bill. 
Where  the  chaste  votary  warr'd  with  wanton  will." 
Such  is  the  change  they  mo\irn,  but  they  restrain 
The  rage  of  grief,  and  i)assively  complain. 

We've  Baptists  old  an.l  new  ;  forliear  to  ask 
What  the  distinction — I  decline  the  task  ; 
This  1  perceive,  that  when  a  sect  grows  old. 
Converts  are  tew,  and  the  converted  cold  : 
First  comes  the  hotbed  heat,  and  while  it  glows, 
The  plants  spring  up,  and  each  with  vigour  grows  : 
Thi;n  comes  the  cooler  day.  and  tliough  awhile 
The  venlure  prospers  and  the  blossoms  smile. 
Yet  poor  the  truit,  and  iorni'd  by  long  delay, 
Nor  will  the  profits  for  the  culture  pay  ; 
The  skilful  gard'iier  then  no  longer  stops, 
But  turns  to  other  beds  for  bearing  crops. 

Some  Swcdenborgians  in  our  streets  are  found, 
Those  wanderinu:  walkers  on  enchanted  ground. 
Who  in  our  world  can  other  worlds  survey. 
And  speak  with  spii-its,  though  confined  in  c'.ay : 
Oi  Bible  mysteries  they  the  keys  possess, 
Assured  themselves,  where  wiser  men  but  guess  : 
'Tis  theirs  to  see  ai-ound,  about,  above, — 
How  sjiirits  mingle  thoughts,  and  angels  move  ; 
Those  whom  our  grosser  views  from  us  exclude. 
To  them  appear — a  heavenly  multitude  ; 
While  the  dark  sayings,  scal'd  to  men  like  us. 
Their  piiests  interpret,  and  their  flocks  discuss. 

But  while  these  gifted  men,  a  favour'd  fold. 
New  powers  exhibit  and  now  worlds  behold  ; 
Is  there  not  danger  lest  their  minds  confoimd 
The  pure  above  them  with  the  irross  around? 
May  not  these  riiaetous,  who  thus  ooutrive 
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'Twixt  heaven  above  and  earth  beneath  to  drive, 
When  from  their  flaming  chariots  they  descend. 
The  worlds  they  visit  in  their  fancies  blend  ? 
Alas  !  too  sure  on  both  they  bring  disgrace. 
Their  earth  is  crazy,  and  their  heaven  is  base. 

We  have,  it  seems,  who  treat,  and  doubtless  well. 
Of  a  chastising  not  awarding  hell  ; 
Who  are  assured  that  an  offended  God 
Will  cease  to  use  the  thunder  and  tlie  rod : 
A  soul  on  earth,  by  crime  and  folly  stain'd, 
When  here  corrected  has  improvement  gain'd  ; 
In  other  state  still  more  improved  to  grow. 
And  nobler  powers  in  happier  world  to  know  ; 
New  strength  to  use  in  each  divine  employ, 
And  more  enjoying,  looking  to  more  joy. 

A  pleasing  vision  !  could  we  thus  be  sure 
Polluted  souls  would  be  at  length  so  pure ; 
The  view  is  happy,  we  may  think  it  just, 
It  may  be  true — hut  who  shall  add,  it  must  ? 
To  the  plain  words  and  sense  of  Sacred  Writ, 
With  all  my  heart  I  reverently  submit  ; 
But  where  it  leaves  me  doubtful,  I'm  afraid 
To  call  conjecture  to  my  reason's  aid  ; 
Thy  thoughts,  thy  ways,  great  God  !  are  not  as  mine, 
And  to  thy  mercy  I  my  soul  resign. 

Jews  ai-e  with  us,  but  far  unlike  to  those. 
Who,  led  by  David,  warr'd  with  Israers  foes ; 
Unlike  to  those  whom  his  imperial  son 
Taught  truths  divine — the  Preacher  Solomon  : 
Nor  war  nor  wisdom  yield  our  Jews  delight ; 
They  will  not  study,  and  they  dare  not  tight. 

These  are,  with  us,  a  slavish,  knavish  crew. 
Shame  and  dishonour  to  the  name  of  Jew  ; 
The  poorest  masters  of  the  meanest  arts, 
With  cunning  heads,  and  cold  and  cautious  hearts  ; 
They  grope  their  dirty  way  to  petty  gains. 
While  poorly  paid  for  their  nefnriovis  pains. 

Amazing  race  !  de[)rive(l  of  land  and  laws, 
A  general  language  and  a  p\iblic  cause  ; 
With  a  religion  none  can  now  obey, 
With  a  reproacli  that  none  can  take  away : 
A  people  SI  ill,  whoso  common  ties  arc  gone  ; 
Who,  mix'd  with  every  race,  are  lost  in  ncjnc. 

What  said  their  pro|)hot  ?^"  Shouldst  thou  disobey, 
The  Lord  shall  take  thee  from  thy  land  away; 
Thou  shalt  a  by-word  and  a  proverb  be, 
And  all  shall  wonder  at  thy  woes  and  thee  ; 
Daughter  and  son,  shalt  thou,  while  captive,  have, 
And  see  them  made  the  bond-maid  and  the  slave  ; 
He,  whom  thou  leav'st,  the  Lord  thy  God,  shall  bring 
War  to  thy  coimtry  on  an  eagle-wing. 
A  people  strong  and  droadliil  to  boliold, 
Stern  to  the  young,  remorseless  to  the  old  ; 
Masters  whose  speech  thou  canst  not  uudersLaud, 
I  2 
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By  crviel  sifxiis  shall  give  the  harsh  command  : 
Doubtful  of  life  shalt  thou  by  night,  by  day. 
For  grief,  and  dread,  and  trouble  pine  away  ; 
Thy  evening  wish, — Would  God  I  saw  the  sun  ; 
Thy  morning  sigh,— Would  God  the  day  were  done  ! 
Thus  shalt  thou  suffer,  and  to  distant  times 
Kegret  thy  misery,  and  lament  thy  crimes."* 

A  part  there  are,  whom  doubtless  man  might  trust. 
Worthy  as  wealthy,  pure,  religious,  just ; 
They  who  with  patience,  yet  with  rapture,  look 
On  the  strong  promise  of  the  Sacred  Book  ; 
As  unlulfill'd  th'  endearing  words  they  view. 
And  blind  to  truth,  yet  own  their  prophets  true  ; 
Well  pleased  they  look  for  Sion's  coming  state. 
Nor  think  of  Julian's  boast  and  Julian's  fate.f 

More  might  I  add  :  I  might  describe  the  flocks 
Made  by  seceders  fi-om  the  ancient  stocks  ; 
Those  vvho  will  not  to  any  guide  submit, 
Kor  find  one  creed  to  their  conceptions  fit — 
Each  sect,  they  judge,  in  something  goes  astray, 
And  every  church  has  lost  the  certain  way  ! 
Then  lor  "themselves  they  carve  out  creed  and  laws, 
And  weigh  their  atoms,  and  divide  their  straws. 

A  sect  remains,  which,  though  divided  long 
In  hostile  parties,  b(;th  are  fierce  and  strong. 
And  into  each  enlists  a  warm  and  zealous  throng. 
Soon  as  they  rose  in  fame,  the  strife  arose, 
The  Calvinistic  these,  th'  Arminian  those  ; 
With  Wesley  some  remain'd,  the  remnant  Whitfield  chose. 
Now  vario\is  leaders  both  the  parties  take. 
And  the  divided  hosts  their  new  divisions  make. 

See  yonder  preacher  to  his  people  pass  ! 
Borne  up  and  swell'd  by  tabernacle-gas  : 
Much  he  discourses,  and  of  various  points, 
All  imconnected,  void  of  limbs  and  joints  ; 
He  rails,  persuades,  explains,  and  moves  the  will 
By  fierce  bold  words,  and  strong  mechanic  skill. 

"That  Gospel,  Paul  with  zeal  and  love  maintain' d. 
To  others  lost,  to  you  is  now  explain'd  ; 
No  worldly  learning  can  these  points  discuss. 
Books  teach  them  not  as  they  are  taught  to  us. 
Illiterate  call  us  ! — let  their. wisest  man 
Draw  forth  his  thousands  as  your  teacher  can  : 
They  give  their  moral  precepts  :  so  they  say, 
Did  Epictctus  once,  and  Seneca  ; 
One  was  a  slave,  and  slaves  we  all  must  be. 
Until  the  Si)irit  comes  and  sets  us  free, 
Yet  hear  you  nothing  from  such  man  but  works  ; 
They  make  the  Christian  service  like  the  Turks'. 

"Hark  to  the  Churchman  :  day  by  day  he  cries, 
'Children  of  men,  be  virtuous  and  bo  wise  : 

•  Sre  the  Book  of  Deuteronomy,  chap,  xxvil.,  and  vnrinu.i  other  pIncPB. 
\  HiB  l.'Kist,  thiit  he  would  reliuiirt  the  Temple  of  Jen^^■alenl  ;  his  fate  (whatever  be- 
COIUC'8  ol  the  luiiaculous  part  uf  the  stui-j),  that  lie  died  boloru  the  luuudatiou  was  laid. 
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Seek  patience,  justice,  temp'rance,  meekness,  trutb  ; 
In  age  be  courteous,  be  sedate  in  youth.' — 
So  they  advise,  and  when  such  things  be  read. 
How  can  we  wonder  that  their  tiocks  are  dead  ? 
The  heathens  wrote  of  virtue  :  they  could  dwell 
On  such  light  points  :   in  them  it  might  be  well  ; 
Thoy  might  for  virtue  strive  ;  but  1  maintain. 
Our  strife  for  virtue  would  be  proud  and  vain. 
When  Samson  carried  Gaza's  gates  so  far, 
Lack'd  he  a  helping  hand  to  bear  the  bar  ? 
Thus  the  most  virtuous  must  in  bondage  groan  : 
Samson  is  grace,  and  carries  all  alone.* 

"  Hear  you  not  priests  their  feeble  spirits  spend 
In  bidding  sinners  turn  to  God,  and  mend  ; 
To  check  their  passions  and  to  walk  aright. 
To  run  the  race,  and  fight  the  glorious  fight  ? 
Nay  more — to  praj',  to  stud}',  to  improve. 
To  grow  in  goodness,  to  advance  in  love  ? 

"Oh,  babes  and  sucklings  !  dull  ot  heart  and  slow  ! 
Can  grace  be  gradual  ?     Can  conversion  grow  I 
The  work  is  done  by  instantaneous  call ; 
Converts  at  once  are  made,  or  not  at  all ; 
Nothing  is  left  to  grow,  reform,  amend. 
The  first  emotion  is  the  movement's  end : 
If  once  forgiven,  debt  can  be  no  more  ; 
If  once  adopted,  will  the  heir  be  poor  ? 
The  man  who  gains  the  twenty-thousand  prize. 
Does  he  by  little  and  by  little  rise  ? 
There  can  no  fortime  for  the  soul  be  made. 
By  peddling  cares  and  savings  in  her  trade. 

"  Why  are  our  sins  forgiven  '< — priests  ropl}', 
— '  Because  by  faith  on  mercy  we  rely  ; 
Because,  believing,  we  repent  and  pray.' 
Is  this  their  doctrine?— then  they  go  astray  ; 
We're  pardon'd  neither  for  belief  nor  deed. 
For  luith  nor  practice,  principle  nor  creed  ; 
Nor  for  our  sorrow  for  our  former  sin. 
Nor  for  our  fears  when  better  thoughts  begin  ; 
Nor  prayers  nor  i)euance  in  the  cause  avail, 
All  stnmg  remorse,  all  soft  contrition  fail : 
It  is  the  catU  till  that  proclaims  us  free, 
In  darkness,  doubt,  and  bondage  we  must  be  ; 
Till  that  assures  us,  we've  in  vain  endured, 
And  all  Ls  over  when  we're  once  assured. 

"  This  is  conversion  : — first  there  comes  a  cry 
Which  utters,   '  Sinner,  thou'rt  condemn'd  to  die  ;' 
Then  the  struck  soul  to  every  aid  repairs, 
To  church  and  altar,  ministers  and  prayers  ; 
In  vain  she  strives, — involved,  engult'd  in  sin, 
She  looks  for  hell,  and  seems  already  in  : 
When  in  this  travail,  the  New  Birth  comes  on, 

•  Whoever  has  att«neli'il  to  the  linoks  or  preachinu  of  thMC  enthiiniiwtlo  people,  ron«t 
have  olnurvcd  much  ol  tliis  kind  of  absurd  and  looliuh  application  o<  Scripture  history  ;  it 
weiuB  tu  them  as  r«fuoniu^. 
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And  in  an  instant  every  pang  is  gone  ; 

The  mighty  work  is  done  without  our  pains, — 

Claim  but  a  part,  and  unt  a  part  remains. 

"  All  this  e.xperience  tells  the  soul,  and  yet 
These  moral  men  tlieir  pence  and  forthings  set 
Against  the  terrors  of  the  countless  debt  ; 
But  such  compounders,  when  they  come  to  jail. 
Will  find  that  virtues  never  serve  as  bail. 

"  So  much  to  duties:  now  to  learning  look, 
And  see  their  priesthood  piling  book  on  book  ; 
Yea,  books  of  infidels,  we're  told,  and  play.s, 
Put  out  by  heathens  in  the  wink'd-on  days  ; 
The  very  letters  are  of  crooked  kind, 
And  show  the  strange  perverseness  of  their  mind. 
Have  I  this  learning  ?  When  the  Lord  would  speak. 
Think  ye  he  needs  the  Latin  or  the  Greek  ? 
And  lo  !  with  all  their  learning,  when  they  rise 
To  preach,  in  view  the  ready  sermon  lies  ; 
Some  low-prized  stuft'  they  purchased  at  the  stalls. 
And  more  like  Seneca's  than  mine  or  Paul's  : 
Children  of  bondage,  how  should  they  explain 
The  Spirit's  freedom,  while  they  wear  a  chain  ? 
They  study  words,  tor  meanings  grow  perplex'd. 
And  slowly  hunt  for  truth  from  text  to  text. 
Through  Greek  and  Hebrew  : — we  the  meaning  seek 
Of  that  within,  who  every  tongue  can  speak  : 
This  all  can  witness  ;  yet  the  more  I  know, 
The  more  a  meek  and  humble  mind  I  show. 

"  No  ;  let  the  Pope,  the  high  and  mighty  priest. 
Lord  to  the  poor  and  servant  to  the  beast  ; 
Let  bishops,  deans,  and  prebendaries  swell 
With  pride  and  fatness  till  their  hearts  rebel  : 
I'm  meek  and  modest : — if  I  could  bo  proud, 
This  crowded  meeting — lo  I  th'  amazing  crowd  ! 
Your  mute  attention,  and  your  meek  respect. 
My  spirit's  fervour,  and  my  words'  effect. 
Might  stir  th'  unguarded  soul  ;  and  oft  to  me 
The  tempter  speaks,  whom  I  compel  to  flee ;    . 
He  goes  in  fear,  for  he  my  force  has  tried, — 
Such  is  my  power  !  hut  can  you  call  it  pride  ? 

"  No,  lellow-pilgrims  ;  of  the  things  I've  shown 
T  might  be  proud,  wore  they  indeed  my  own  ! 
But  they  are  lent :  and  well  you  know  the  source 
Of  all  that's  mine,  and  must  confide  of  course  : 
Mine  !  no,  1  err  ;  'tis  but  consign'd  to  mo, 
And  I  am  nought  but  steward  and  trustee." 


Fau  other  doctrines  yon  Arminian  speaks  ; 

"  Seek  grace,"  ho  cries,   "  for  ho  shidl  find  who  seeks.* 

This  is  the  ancient  stock  by  Wesley  led  ; 

They  the  pure  body,  he  the  reverend  head : 

All  innovation  they  with  dread  decline. 

Their  John  the  elder  was  the  John  divine. 

Hence,  still  their  moving  prayer,  the  melting  hymn. 
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The  varied  accent,  and  the  active  limb  ; 

Hence  that  implicit  faith  in  Satan's  might, 

And  their  own  matchless  prowess  in  the  fight. 

In  every  act  they  see  that  lurking  foe, 

Let  loose  awhile,  about  the  world  to  go  ; 

A  dragon  flying  round  the  earth,  to  kill 

The  heavenly  hope,  and  prompt  the  carnal  will ; 

Whom  sainted  kuights  attack  in  sinners'  cause, 

And  force  the  wounded  victim  Irom  his  paws  ; 

Who  but  for  them  would  man's  whole  race  subdue, 

For  not  a  hireling  will  the  foe  pursue. 

"  Show  me  one  Churchman  who  will  rise  and  pray 
Through  half  the  night,  though  lab'ring  all  the  day, 
Always  abounding — show  me  him,  I  say  :  " — 
Thus  cries  the  preacher,  and  he  adds,   "  Their  sheep 
Satan  devours  at  leisure  as  they  sleep. 
Not  so  with  us  ;  we  drive  him  from  the  fold. 
For  ever  barking  and  for  ever  bold  : 
While  they  securely  slumber,  all  his  schemes 
Take  full  eftcct, — the  devil  never  dreams  : 
Watchful  and  changelul  through  the  world  he  goes. 
And  lew  can  trace  this  deadliest  of  their  foes  ; 
But  I  detect,  and  at  his  work  surprise 
The  subtle  serpent  under  all  disguise. 

"  Thus  to  man's  soul  the  foe  of  souls  will  speak, 
— '  A  saint  elect,  you  can  have  nought  to  seek  ; 
Why  all  this  labour  in  so  plain  a  case. 
Such  care  to  run,  when  certain  of  the  race  ? ' 
All  this  he  urges  to  the  carnal  will. 
He  knows  you'ie  slothful,  and  would  have  you  still : 
Bo  this  your  answer, — '  Satan,  I  will  keep 
Still  on  the  watch  till  you  are  laid  asleep. 
Tlius  too  the  Chrisfian's  progress  he'll  retard  : — 
'The  gates  of  mercy  are  for  ever  barr'd  ; 
And  that  with  bolts  so  driven  and  so  stout, 
Ten  thousand  workmen  cannot  wrench  them  out.' 
To  this  deceit  you  have  but  one  reply, — 
Give  to  the  Father  of  all  lies  the  lie. 

"  A  sister's  weakness  he'll  by  fits  surprise, 
His  her  wild  laughter,  his  her  piteous  cries  ; 
And  should  a  pastor  at  her  side  attend. 
He'll  use  her  organs  to  abuse  her  friend : 
These  are  possessions — unbelieving  wits 
Impute  them  all  to  nature  :   '  They're  her  fits. 
Caused  by  commotions  in  the  nerves  and  brains  ;'—• 
Vain  talk  !  but  they'll  be  fittefl  for  their  pains. 

"These  are  in  part  the  ills  the  foe  has  wrought, 
And  these  the  Churchman  thinks  not  worth  his  thought  ; 
They  bid  the  troubled  try  for  peace  and  rest, 
Compose  their  minds  and  he  no  more  distrcss'd  ; 
As  well  might  they  command  the  [lassive  shore 
To  keep  secure,  and  bo  o'erliow'd  no  more  ; 
To  the  wrong  subject  is  their  skill  .■ip|)lied, — 
To  act  like  workmen,  they  should  stem  the  tide. 
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"  These  are  the  Church-phj'sicians :  they  are  paid 
With  noble  fees  for  their  advice  and  aid  ; 
Yet  know  they  not  the  inward  pulse  to  fee]. 
To  ease  the  anguish,  or  the  wound  to  heal. 
With  the  sick  sinner,  thus  their  work  begins  : 
'  Do  you  repent  you  of  your  former  sins  ? 
Will  you  amend  if  you  revive  and  live  ? 
And,  pardon  seeking,  will  you  pardon  give  ? 
Have  you  belief  in  what  your  Lord  has  done, 
And  are  you  thankful? — all  is  well,  my  son.' 

"A  way  far  different  ours— we  thus  surprise 
A  soul  with  questions,  and  demand  replies  : 
'  How  dropp'd  you  first,'  I  ask,  '  the  legal  yoke  ? 
What  the  first  word  the  living  witness  spoke  ? 
Perceived  you  thunders  roar  and  lightnings  shine, 
And  tempests  gathering  ere  the  Birth  divine  ? 
Did  fire,  and  storm,  and  earthquake  all  appear 
Before  that  still  small  voice,  W/<at  dost  Ihou  here  t 
Hast  thou  by  day  and  night,  and  soon  and  late, 
Waited  and  watch'd  before  Admission-gate  ; 
And  so  a  pilgrim  and  a  soldier  pass'd 
To  Sion's  hill  through  battle  and  through  blast  ? 
Then  in  thy  way  didst  thou  thy  foe  attack. 
And  mad'st  thou  proud  Apollyon  turn  his  back  ?' 

"  Heart-searching  things  are  these,  and  shake  the  mind. 
Yea,  like  the  rustling  of  a  mighty  wind. 

"  Thus  would  I  ask  :   'Nay,  let  me  question  now. 
How  sink  my  sayings  in  your  bosoms — how  ? 
Feel  you  a  quickening  ? — drops  the  subject  deep  ? 
Stupid  and  stony,  no  !  you're  all  asleep  ; 
Listless  and  lazy,  waiting  for  a  close. 
As  if  at  church,  ; — do  I  allow  repose  ? 
Am  I  a  legal  minister  ?     Do  I, 
With  form  or  rubric,  rule  or  rite  comply  ? 
Then  whence  this  quiet,  tell  me,  I  beseech  ? 
One  might  believe,  you  heard  your  rector  preach. 
Or  his  assistant  dreamer  : — Oh  !  return. 
Ye  times  of  burning,  when  the  heart  would  bum  ; 
Now  hearts  are  ice,  and  you,  my  freezing  fold. 
Have  spirits  sunk  and  sad,  and  bosoms  stony  cold. 

"  Oh  !  now  again  for  those  prevailing  powers. 
Which  once  began  this  mighty  work  ot  ours  ; 
When  the  wide  field,  God's  temple,  was  the  place. 
And  birds  flow  by  to  catch  a  breath  of  grace  ; 
When  'mid  his  timid  friends  and  threat'ning  iocs, 
Ovu-  zealous  chief  as  Paul  at  Athens  rose  : 
When  with  internal  spite  and  knotty  clubs 
The  Ill-One  arm'd  his  scoundrels  and  his  scrubs  ; 
And  there  were  flying  all  arountl  the  sfrnt 
Brands  at  the  preacher,  but  they  touch'd  him  not  : 
Stakes  brought  to  smite  him,  threaten')!  in  his  cause, 
And  tongues  attuned  to  curses,  roar'd  ajiplause  : 
Louder  and  louder  gre\v  his  awful  tones, 
Sobbing  and  sighs  were  heard,  and  rueful  groans  ; 
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Soft  women  fainted,  prouder  man  express'd 
Wonder  and  woe,  and  butchers  smote  the  breast ; 
Eyes  wept,  ears  tingled  ;  stiff'ning  on  each  head 
The  hair  drew  back,  and  Satan  howl'd  and  fled. 

"  In  that  soft  season  when  the  gentle  breeze 
Rises  all  round,  and  swells  by  slow  degrees  ; 
Till  tempests  gather,  when  through  all  the  sky 
The  thunders  rattle,  and  the  lightnings  fly  ; 
When  rain  in  torrents  wood  and  vale  detorm, 
And  all  is  horror,  hurricane,  and  storm  ! 

"  So,  when  the  preacher  in  that  glorious  time,  _ 
Than  clouds  more  melting,  more  than  storm  sublime, 
Dropp'd  the  new  Word,  there  came  a  charm  around  ; 
Tremors  and  terrors  rose  upon  the  sound  ; 
The  stubborn  spirits  by  his  force  he  broke, 
As  the  fork'd  lightning  rives  the  knotted  oak  : 
Fear,  hope,  dismay,  all  signs  of  shame  or  grace, 
Chain'd  every  foot,  or  featured  every  face. 
Then  took  his  sacred  trump  a  louder  swell. 
And  now  they  groan'd,  they  sicken'd,  and  they  fell ; 
Again  he  sounded,  and  we  heard  the  cry 
Of  the  Word-wounded,  as  about  to  die  ; 
Further  and  further  spread  the  conquering  Word, 
As  loud  ho  cried, — '  The  battle  of  the  Lord.' 
E'en  those  apart,  who  were  the  sound  denied. 
Fell  down  instinctive,  and  in  spirit  died._ 
Nor  stay'd  he  yet— his  eye,  his  frown,  his  speech. 
His  very  gesture,  had  a  power  to  teach  : 
With  outstretch'd  arms,  strong  voice,  and  piercing  call, 
He  won  the  field,  and  made  the  Dagons  fall ; 
And  thus  in  triumph  took  his  glorious  way, 
Through  scones  of  horror,  terror,  and  dismay." 


LETTER  V. 

Sny  tlien  wliich  class  to  greater  folly  stoop. 
Till'  great  in  promise,  or  the  poor  in  hope  ? 

Bo  brave,  for  your  loader  is  brave,  and  vows  refonnation  ;  there  shall  be  in  Eiicland 
seven  halfpenny  loaves  sold  for  a  jieliny  ;  and  the  three-hooped  pot  shall  have  tin  hiin)i3. 
I  will  make  it  felony  to  drink  small  beer  :  all  shall  eat  and  drink  on  my  scor.',  aiul  1  will 
apparel  them  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  may  agree  like  brothers;  and  they  shall  all 
worship  me  as  their  lord.— Shakspeark.— ^enry  Vt. 

THE   ELECTION. 

The  Evils  of  the  Contest,  and  how  in  part  to  be  avoided— The  Miseries  endured  by  a  Friend 
of  the  Candidate— Tlie  various  Liberties  taken  with  hiiii  who  has  no  I'crsonal  Interest 
in  the  Success- Tlie  unreasonable  Kxpectations  ol  Voters— The  Censures  of  tlie  opposing 
Party—The  Vices  as  well  as  Follies  shown  in  such  Time  of  (.'untest— Dans  and  Cunning 
of  Electors— Evils  which  remain  alter  the  Decision,  opiwsed  in  vain  l>y  the  I'.tfmts  ol  Wvi 
Friendly,  and  of  the  Successful  ;  among  whom  is  the  Mayor— Htory  of  his  Ad\nncenRnt 
till  he  was  raised  to  the  Govominent  of  the  Borough— Tliose  Evils  not  to  be  placed  in 
balance  with  the  Liberty  of  the  People,  but  are  yet  Subjects  of  just  Complaint. 

Yes,  our  election's  jiast,  and  we've  been  free, 
Somewhat  as  madmen  without  keepers  bo  ; 
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And  such  desire  of  freedom  has  been  shown, 
That  both  the  parties  wish'd  her  all  their  own  ; 
All  our  free  smiths  and  cobblers  in  the  town 
Were  loth  to  lay  such  pleasant  freedom  down  ; 
To  put  the  bludgeon  and  cockade  aside, 
And  let  us  pass  unhurt  and  undefied. 

True  !  you  might  then  your  party's  sign  i^roduce, 
And  so  escape  with  only  half  th'  abuse  : 
With  halt  the  danger  as  j'ou  walk'd  along, 
With  rage  and  threat'ning  but  from  half  the  throng. 
This  you  might  do,  and  not  your  fortune  mend, 
For  where  you  lost  a  foe  you  gain'd  a  friend  ; 
And  to  distress  you,  vex  you,  and  expose. 
Election  friends  are  worse  than  any  foes  ; 
The  party-curse  is  with  the  canvass  past, 
But  party-friendship,  for  your  grief  will  last. 

Friends  of  all  kinds  ;  the  civil  and  the  rude. 
Who  humbly  wish,  or  boldly  dare  t'  intrude  : 
These  beg  or  take  a  liberty  to  come 

(B'riends  should  be  free),  and  make  your  house  their  home  ; 
They  know  that  warmly  you  their  cause  espouse. 
And  come  to  make  their  boastings  and  their  bows  ; 
You  scorn  their  manners,  you  their  words  mistrust, 
But  you  must  hear  them,  and  they  know  you  must. 

One  plainly  sees  a  friendship  firm  and  true, 
Between  the  noble  candidate  and  you  ; 
So  humbly  begs  (and  states  at  large  the  case), 
"  You'll  think  of  Bobby  and  the  little  place." 

Stifling  his  shame  by  drink,  a  wretch  will  come, 
And  prate  your  wife  and  daughter  from  the  room  : 
In  pain  you  hear  him,  and  at  heart  despise. 
Yet  with  heroic  mind  your  pangs  disguise  ; 
And  still  in  patience  to  the  sot  attend. 
To  show  what  man  can  bear  to  serve  a  friend. 

One  enters  huiigrj'^ — not  to  be  denied. 
And  takes  his  place  and  jokes — "  We're  of  a  side.' 
Yet  worse  the  proser  who,  upon  the  strength 
01  his  one  vote,  has  tales  of  three  hours'  length  ; 
This  sorry  roguo  you  bear,  yet  with  siu'priso 
Start  at  his  oaths,  and  sicken  at  his  lies. 

Then  comes  there  one,  and  tells  in  friendly  way 
What  the  opponents  in  their  anger  say  ; 
All  that  through  life  has  vcx'd  you,  all  abuse, 
Will  this  kind  friend  in  pure  regard  produce  ; 
And  having  through  your  own  oftenccs  run. 
Adds  (as  appendtige)  what  your  friends  have  done. 

Has  any  female  cousin  made  a  trip 
To  Gretna  (ireen,  or  more  vexatious  slip  : 
Has  your  witc's  brother,  or  your  uncle's  son, 
Done  aught  amiss,  or  is  ho  thought  t'  have  done ; 
Is  there  of  all  your  kindred  some  who  lack 
Vision  direc-t,  or  have  a  gibbous  back  ; 
From  your  unlucky  name  may  quips  and  puns 
Bo  made  by  these  upbraiding  Goths  and  Huns  ; 
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To  some  grreat  public  character  have  you 
Assign' (i  the  fame  to  worth  and  talents  due, 
Proud  ot  your  praise '?— In  this,  in  any  case. 
Where  the  brute-spirit  may  affix  disgrace, 
These  friends  will  smiling  bring  it,  and  the  while 
You  silent  sit,  and  practise  for  a  smile. 

Vain  of  their  power,  and  of  their  value  sure, 
They  nearly  guess  the  tortures  you  endure  ; 
Nor  spare  one  pang — for  they  perceive  your  heart 
Goes  with  the  cause  ;  you'd  die  before  you'd  start ; 
Do  what  they  may.  they're  sure  you'll  not  ofl'end 
Men  who  have  pledged  "their  honours  to  your  triend. 

Those  friends  indeed,  who  start  as  in  a  race, 
May  love  the  sport,  and  laugh  at  this  disgrace  ; 
They  have  in  view  the  glory  and  the  prize, 
Nor  heed  the  dirt.y  steps  by  which  they  rise  : 
But  we,  their  poor  associates,  lose  the  fame, 
Though  more  than  partners  in  the  toil  and  shame. 
Were  this  the  whole  ;  and  did  the  lime  produce 
But  shame  and  toil,  btit  riot  and  abuse  ; 
We  miafht  be  then  from  serious  griefs  exempt. 
And  view  the  whole  with  pity  and  contempt. 
Alas  !  but  here  the  vilest  passions  rule  ; 
It  is  seduction's,  is  temptation's  school ; 
Where  vices  mingle  in  the  oddest  ways, 
The  grossest  slander  and  the  dirtiest  praise  ; 
Flattery  enough  to  make  the  vainest  sick. 
And  clumsy  stratagem,  and  scoundrel  trick  : 
Nay  more,  your  anger  and  contempt  to  cause, 
These,  while  they  hsh  for  profit,  claim  applause  ; 
Bribed,  bought,  and  bound,  they  banish  shame  and  fear  ; 
Tell  you  they're  stanch,  and  have  a  soul  sincere  ; 
Then  talk  of  honour,  and,  if  doubt 's  express'd, 
bhow  where  it  lies,  and  smite  upon  the  breast. 
Among  these  worthies,  some  at  first  declare 
For  whom  they  vote  :  he  then  has  most  to  spare  : 
Others  hang  off — when  coming  to  the  post 
Is  spurring  time,  and  then  he'll  spare  the  most: 
While  some  demurring,  wait  and  find  at  last 
The  bidding  languish,  and  the  market  past ; 
These  will  affect  all  bribery  to  condemn, 
And  be  it  Satan  laughs,  he  laughs  at  them. 

Some  too  are  pious — One  desired  the  Lord 
To  teach  him  where  "to  drop  his  little  word  ; 
To  lend  his  vote  where  it  will  profit  best  ; 
Promotion  came  not  from  the  east  or  west  ; 
But  as  their  treedom  had  promoted  sonic, 
Ho  should  bo  glad  to  know  which  way  'twould  come. 
It  was  a  naugiity  world,  and  where  to  sell 
His  iirccious  charge,  was  more  tliaii  lio  ciuilil  toll." 

"  B\it  you  succeeded  V — True,  at  mighty  cost, 
And  om-  good  iriond,  I  fear,  will  think  he's  lost  : 
Inns,  horses,  chaises,  dinners,  l)alls,  aii<l  notes  ; 
What  fiU'd  their  purses,  and  what  drench'd  their  throats  : 
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The  private  pension,  and  indulgent  lease, — 
Have  all  been  granted  to  these  friends  who  fleece  ; 
Friends  who  will  hang  like  burs  upon  his  coat, 
And  boundless  judge  the  value  of  a  vote. 

And  though  the  terrors  of  the  time  be  past, 
There  still  remain  the  scatterings  of  the  blast ; 
The  boughs  are  parted  that  entwined  before, 
And  ancient  harmony  exists  no  more  ; 
The  gusts  of  wrath  our  peaceful  seats  deform. 
And  sadly  flows  the  sighing  of  the  storm  : 
Tliose  who  have  gain'd  are  sorry  for  the  gloom. 
But  they  who  lost,  unwilling  peace  should  come  ; 
There  open  envy,  here  suppress'd  delight. 
Yet  live  till  time  shall  better  thoughts  excite. 
And  so  prepare  us,  by  a  six-years'  truce. 
Again  for  riot,  insult,  and  abuse. 

Our  worthy  mayor,  on  the  victorious  part, 
Cries  out  for  peace,  and  cries  with  all  his  heart ; 
He,  civil  creature  !  ever  does  his  best 
To  banish  wrath  from  every  voter's  breast  ; 
"  For  where,"  says  he,  with  reason  strong  and  plain, 
"  Where  is  the  profit — what  will  anger  gain  '{" 
His  short  stout  person  he  is  wont  to  brace 
In  good  brown  broad-cloth,  edged  with  two-inch  lace, 
When  in  his  seat ;  and  still  the  coat  seems  new. 
Preserved  by  common  use  of  seaman's  blue. 

He  was  a  fisher  from  his  earliest  day. 
And  placed  his  nets  within  the  Borough's  bay  ; 
Where,  by  his  skates,  his  herrings,  and  his  soles, 
He  lived,  nor  dream'd  of  corporation  doles  ;* 
But  toiling  saved,  and  saving,  never  ceased 
Till  he  had  box'd  up  twelvescore  pounds  at  least : 
He  knew  not  money's  power,  but  judged  it  best 
Safe  in  his  trunk  to  let  his  treasure  rest ; 
Yet  to  a  friend  complain'd  :  "  Sad  charge,  to  keep 
So  many  pounds  ;  and  then  I  cannot  sleep  :" 
"  Then  put  it  out,"  replied  the  friend  :— "  What,  give 
My  money  up  ?  why  then  I  could  not  live  :" 
"  Nay,  but  for  interest  place  it  in  his  hands 
Who'll  give  you  mortgage  on  his  house  or  lands." 
"  Oh  but,"  said  Daniel,  "  that's  a  dangerous  plan  ; 
He  may  be  robb'd  hke  any  other  man  :" 
"  Still  "ho  is  botuid,  and  you  may  be  at  rest, 
More  safe  the  money  than  within  your  chest ; 
And  you'll  receive,  from  all  deductions  clear, 
Five  pounds  for  every  hun<lred,  every  year." 
"What  good  in  that?"  quoth  Daniel,  for  'tis  plain. 
If  part  I  take,  there  can  but  part  remain  :" 
"  What !  you,  my  friend,  so  skill'd  in  gainful  things, 

•  I  am  informed  that  some  exi)l.-ui:ition  Is  here  ncccssiiry,  though  I  iim  ign<ii-aiit  for  wlmt 
class  of  my  re.'wlera  it  can  ho  rciiuircd.  Some  coriiorate  bodies  liavo  aetiial  iiroiierty,  as 
appears  by  tlieir  receiving  rents  ;  and  they  obtain  money  on  the  aiiraission  ol  members 
Into  tlieir  society  :  tliis  they  may  lawiuily  sliare  i.erliaps.  Tliere  are,  moreover,  oilier 
doles,  ol  still  greater  value,  of  which  it  is  not  necessary  for  mc  to  exiilaiu  the  uatui-o  or  to 
inquire  into  the  legality. 
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Have  you  to  learn  what  interest  money  brings  ? " 
"  Not  so,"  said  Daniel,  "  perfectly  I  know, 
He's  the  most  interest  who  has  most  to  show." 
"True  !  and  he'll  show  the  more  the  more  he  lends  ; 
Thus  he  his  weight  and  consequence  extends  ; 
For  they  who  borrow  must  restore  each  sum. 
And  pay  for  use.     What,  Daniel,  art  thou  dumb  ?  "^^ 
For  much  amazed  was  that  good  man. — "Indeed  ! " 
Said  he  with  gladd'ning  eye,  "  will  money  breed  ? 
How  have  1  lived  ?  I  grieve,  with  all  my  heart. 
For  my  late  knowledge  in  this  precious  art : — 
Five  pounds  for  every  hundred  will  'ne  give  ? 
And  then  the  hundred  ?— I  begin  to  live." — 
So  he  began,  and  other  means  he  found, 
As  he  went  on,  to  multiply  a  pound  : 
Though  blind  so  long  to  interest,  all  allow 
That  no  man  better  understands  it  now  : 
Him  in  our  body  corporate  we  chose. 
And  once  among  us,  he  above  us  rose  ; 
Stepping  from  post  to  post,  he  reach'd  the  chair. 
And  there  he  now  reposes — that's  the  mayor. 

But  'tis  not  he,  'tis  not  the  kinder  few. 
The  mild,  the  good,  who  can  our  peace  renew  ; 
A  peevish  humour  swells  in  every  eye, 
The  warm  are  angry,  and  the  cool  are  shy  ; 
There  is  no  more  the  social  board  at  whist. 
The  good  old  partners  arc  with  scorn  dismiss'd  ; 
No  more  with  dog  and  lantern  comes  the  maid. 
To  guide  the  mistress  when  the  rubber's  play'd  ; 
Sad  shifts  are  made  lest  ribbons  blue  and  green 
Should  at  one  table,  at  one  time,  bo  seen  : 
On  care  and  merit  none  will  now  rely, 
'Tis  party  sells  what  party  friends  must  buy  ; 
The  warmest  burgess  wears  a  bodger's  coat, 
And  fashion  gains  less  int'rest  than  a  vote  ; 
Unchcck'd  the  vintner  still  his  poison  vends. 
For  he  too  votes,  and  can  command  his  friends. 

But  this  admitted  ;  bo  it  still  agreed, 
These  ill  otfects  from  noble  cause  proceed  ; 
Though  like  some  vile  excrescences  they  be. 
The  tree  tliey  spring  from  is  a  sacred  tree, 
And  its  true  produce,  strength  and  liberty. 

Yet  if  we  could  th'  attendant  ills  suppress. 
If  we  could  make  the  sum  of  mischief  loss  ; 
If  we  could  warm  and  angry  men  jjcrsuade 
No  more  man's  common  comforts  to  invade  ; 
And  that  old  ease  and  harmony  re-seat, 
In  all  our  meetings,  so  in  joy  to  meet ; 
Much  would  of  glory  to  tho  Muse  ensue, 
And  our  good  Vicar  would  have  less  to  do. 
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LETTER  VI. 

PROFESSIONS — LAW. 

rradea  and  Professions  of  every  kind  to  be  found  in  the  Borough— Its  Seamen  and  Sold?cr^ 
— Law,  the  Danger  of  the  Subject — Coddrington's  Offence — Attorneys  increiioed  ;  tbeir 
splendid  Appearance,  how  supported— Some  worthy  Exceptions — Spirit  of  Litigation. 
how  stirred  up — A  Boy  articled  as  a  Clerk  ;  his  Ideas — How  tliis  Proleikiion  i>ervertji  the 
Judgment — Actions  appear  through  this  medium  in  a  false  Light — Success  from  honest 
Application — Archer,  a  worthy  Character— Swallow,  a  Character  of  different  kind — 
Hia  Origin,  Progress,  Success,  &c. 

"Trades  and  Professions  " — these  are  themes  the  Muse, 
Left  to  her  freedom,  would  forbear  to  choose  ; 
But  to  our  Borough  they  in  truth  belong, 
And  we,  perforce,  must  take  them  in  our  song. 

Be  it  then  known  that  we  can  boast  of  these 
In  all  denominations,  ranks,  degrees  ; 
All  who  our  numerous  wants  through  life  supply. 
Who  soothe  us  sick,  attend  us  when  we  die, 
Or  for  the  dead  their  various  talents  try. 
Then  have  we  those  who  live  by  secret  arts. 
By  hunting  fortunes,  and  by  stealing  hearts  ; 
Or  who  by  nobler  means  themselves  advance. 
Or  who  subsist  by  charity  and  chance. 

Say,  of  our  native  heroes  shall  I  boast, 
Born  in  our  streets,  to  thunder  on  our  coast. 
Our  Borough  seamen  ?     Could  the  timid  Muse 
More  patriot  ardour  in  their  breasts  infuse  ; 
Or  could  she  paint  their  merit  or  their  skill. 
She  wants  not  love,  alacrity,  or  will  ; 
But  needless  all  ;  that  ardour  is  their  own. 
And  for  their  deeds,  themselves  have  made  them  known. 

Soldiers  in  arms  !     Defenders  of  our  soil  ! 
Who  from  destruction  save  us  ;  who  from  spoil 
Protect  the  sons  of  penes  who  traffic  or  who  toil  ; 
Would  I  could  duly  praise  you  ;  that  each  deed 
Your  foes  might  honour,  and  your  friends  might  read  : 
This  too  is  needless  ;  you've  imprinted  well 
Your  powers,  and  told  what  I  should  feebly  toll : 
Beside,  a  Muse  like  mine,  to  satire  prone. 
Would  fail  in  themes  where  there  is  praise  alone. 
— Law  shall  I  sing,  or  what  to  Law  belongs  ? 
Alas  !  there  may  be  danger  in  such  songs  ; 
A  foolish  rhyme,  'tis  said,  a  trifling  thing. 
The  law  found  treason,  for  it  touch'd  the  king. 
But  kings  have  mercy,  in  these  hajipy  times. 
Or  surely  one  had  suflor'd  tor  his  I'hymos  ; 
Our  glorious  Edwards  and  our  Henrys  bold. 
So  touch'd,  had  kept  the  reprobate  in  hold  ; 
But  he  escaped,  nor  fear  thank  Ileav'n  have  I, 
Who  love  my  king,  for  such  offence  to  die. 
But  I  am  taught  the  danger  would  be  much, 
If  those  poor  lines  should  one  attorney  touch — 
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(One  of  those  limbs  of  law  who're  always  here  ; 
The  heads  come  down  to  guide  them  twice  a  year). 
I  might  not  swing,  indeed,  but  he  in  sport 
Would  whip  a  rhymer  on  from  court  to  court ; 
Stop  him  in  each,  and  make  him  pay  for  all 
The  long  proceedings  in  that  dreaded  Hall  : — 
Then  let  my  numbers  flow  discreetly  on, 
Warn'd  by  the  fate  of  luckless  Coddrington,* 
Lest  some  attorney  (pardon  me  the  name) 
Should  wound  a  poor  solicitor  for  fame. 

One  man  of  law  in  George  the  Second's  reign 
Was  all  our  frugal  fathers  would  maintain  ; 
He  too  was  kept  for  forms,  a  man  of  peace. 
To  frame  a  contract,  or  to  draw  a  lease  : 
He  had  a  clerk,  with  whom  he  used  to  write 
All  the  day  long,  with  whom  he  drank  at  night  ; 
Spare  was  his  visage,  moderate  his  bill. 
And  he  so  kind,  men  doubted  of  his  skill. 

Who  thinks  of  this,  with  some  amazement  sees, 
For  one  so  poor,  three  flourishing  at  ease  ; 
Naj',  one  in  splendour  !  see  that  mansion  tall, 
That  lofty  door,  the  far-resounding  hall  ; 
Well-furnish'd  rooms,  plate  shining  on  the  board. 
Gay  liveried  lads,  and  cellar  proudly  stored  : 
Then  say  how  comes  it  that  such  fortunes  crown 
These  sons  of  strife,  these  terrors  of  the  town  ? 

Lo,  that  small  office  !  there  th'  incautious  guest 
Goes  blindfold  in,  and  that  maintains  the  rest ; 
There  in  his  web,  th'  observant  spider  lies. 
And  peers  about  for  fat  intruding  flies  ; 
Doubtful  at  first  he  hears  the  distant  hum, 
And  feels  thom  fluttering  as  they  nearer  come  ; 
They  buzz  and  bUnk,  and  doubtfully  they  tread 
On  the  strong  birdlime  of  the  utmost  thread  ; 
But  when  they're  once  entangled  by  the  gin, 
With  wliat  an  eager  clasp  he  draws  thtim  in  ; 
Nor  shall  they  'scape,  till  after  long  delay. 
And  all  that  sweetens  life  is  drawn  away. 

"  Nay,  this,"  you  cry,  "is  common-place,  the  talo 
Of  petty  tradesmen  o'er  their  evening  ale  ; 
There  are  who,  living  by  the  legal  pen, 
Are  held  in  honour, — '  honourable  men.'  " 

Doubtless — there  are  who  bold  manorial  courts, 
Or  whom  the  trust  of  powerful  friends  supports  ; 
Or  who,  by  labouring  through  a  length  of  time, 
Have  pick'd  their  way,  \uisullied  l)y  a  crime. 
These  are  the  few  :  in  this,  in  every  place. 
Fix  the  litigious  rupture-stirring  race  ; 
Who  to  contention  as  to  trade  are  le<l. 
To  whom  dispute  and  strife  are  bliss  and  bread. 

There  is  a  doubtful  pauper,  and  wu  think 
'Tis  not  with  us  to  give  him  meat  and  drink  ; 

*  ThA  n£Count  of  Coddrington  occurs  in  *'  The  Kirrour  for  Mogbitratej."    lie  Buffered  In 
the  reign  of  UicUiud  111. 
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There  is  a  child  ;  and  'tis  not  mighty  clear 
Whether  the  mother  lived  with  us  a  year  : 
A  road  's  indicted,  and  our  seniors  doubt 
If  in  our  proper  boundary  or  without  : 
But  what  says  our  attorney  ?     He,  our  friend, 
Tells  us  'tis  just  and  manly  to  contend. 

"  What  !  to  a  neighbouring  parish  yield  your  cause, 
While  you  have  money,  and  the  nation  laws  ? 
What  !  lose  without  a  trial,  that  which,  tried, 
May — nay  it  must — be  given  on  our  side  ? 
All  men  of  spirit  would  contend  ;  such  men 
Than  lose  a  pound  would  rather  hazard  ten. 
What !  be  imposed  on  ?     No  !  a  British  soul 
Despises  imposition,  hates  control : 
The  law  is  open  ;  let  them,  if  they  dare, 
Support  their  cause  ;  the  Borough  need  not  spare. 
All  I  advise  is  vigour  and  good  will : 
Is  it  agreed  then— Shall  I  tile  a  bill  [" 

The  trader,  grazier,  merchant,  priest,  and  all, 
Whose  sons  aspiring,  to  professions  call, 
Choose  from  their  lads  some  bold  and  subtle  bo}'. 
And  judge  him  fitted  for  this  grave  employ  : 
Him  a  keen  old  practitioner  admits. 
To  write  five  years  and  exercise  his  wits ; 
The  youth  has  heard— it  is  in  lact  his  creed — 
Mankind  dispute,  that  lawyers  may  be  fee'd  : 
Jails,  bailift's,  writs,  all  terms  and  threats  of  law, 
Grow  now  familiar  as  once  top  and  taw  ; 
Rage,  hatred,  fear,  the  mind's  severer  ills, 
All  bring  employment,  all  augment  his  bills  : 
As  feels  the  surgeon  for  the  mangled  limb, 
The  mangled  mind  is  but  a  job  for  him  ; 
Thus  taught  to  think,  these  legal  reasoners  draw 
Morals  and  maxims  from  their  views  ot  law  ; 
They  cease  to  judge  by  precepts  taught  in  schools, 
By  man's  plain  sense,  or  by  religious  rules  ; 
No  !  nor  by  law  itself,  in  truth  discern'd. 
But  as  its  statutes  may  bo  warp'd  and  turn'd  : 
How  they  should  judge  of  man,  his  word  and  deed. 
They  in  their  books  and  not  their  bosoms  read. 
Of  some  good  act  you  speak  with  just  applause  ; 
"  No,  no  !"  says  ho,  "  'twould  be  a  losing  cause  : 
Blame  you  some  tyrant's  deed  !" — ho  answers  "  Nay, 
He'll  got  a  verdict  ;  heed  you  what  you  say." 
Thus  to  conclusions  from  examples  led. 
The  heart  resigns  all  judgment  to  the  head  ; 
Law,  law  alone  for  ever  kept  in  view. 
His  measures  guides,  and  rules  his  conscience  too  ; 
Often  commandments,  ho  confesses  three 
Are  yet  in  force,  and  tells  you  which  they  be. 
As  Law  instructs  him,  thus  :   "  Your  neighbour's  wife 
You  must  not  take,  his  chattels,  nor  his  life  ; 
Break  these  decrees,  for  damage  you  must  pay  ; 
These  you  must  reverence,  and  the  rest — you  may." 
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Law  was  design'd  to  keep  a  state  in  peace  ; 
To  punish  robbery,  that  wrong  might  cease ; 
To  be  impregnable  :  a  coustaut  fort, 
To  whicli  the  weak  and  injured  might  resort  : 
But  tliese  perverted  minds  its  force  employ. 
Not  to  protect  mankind,  but  to  annoy  ; 
And  long  as  ammunition  can  be  found. 
Its  lightning  flashes  and  its  thunders  sound. 

Or  Law  with  lawyers  is  an  ample  still, 
Wrought  by  the  passions'  heat  with  chymic  skill : 
While  the  fire  burns,  the  gains  are  quickly  made, 
And  freely  flow  the  profits  of  the  trade  ; 
Nay,  when  the  fierceness  fails,  these  artists  blow 
The  dying  fire,  and  make  the  embers  glow. 
As  long  as  they  can  make  the  smaller  profits  flow  : 
At  length  the  process  of  itself  will  stop. 
When  they  perceive  they've  drawn  out  every  drop. 

Yet,  I  repeat,  there  are  who  nobly  strive 
To  keep  the  sense  of  moral  worth  alive  ; 
Men  who  would  starve,  ere  meanly  deign  to  live 
On  what  deception  and  chican'ry  give  ; 
And  these  at  length  succeed  ;  they  have  their  strife, 
Their  apprehensions,  stops,  and  rubs  in  life  ; 
But  honour,  application,  care  and  skill. 
Shall  bend  opposing  fortune  to  their  will. 

Of  such  is  A  rcher,  he  who  keeps  in  awe 
Contending  parties  by  his  threats  of  law  : 
He,  roughly  honest,  has  been  long  a  guide 
In  Borough  business,  on  the  conquering  side  ; 
And  seen  so  much  of  both  sides,  and  so  long. 
He  thinks  the  bias  of  man's  mind  goes  wrong  : 
Thus,  though  he's  friendly,  he  is  still  severe, 
Surly,  though  kind,  suspiciously  sincere  : 
So  much  he's  seen  of  baseness  in  the  mind. 
That,  while  a  friend  to  man,  be  scorns  mankind  ; 
He  knows  the  human  heart,  and  sees  v/ith  dread. 
By  slight  temptation,  how  the  strong  are  led  ; 
Ho  knows  how  interest  can  asunder  rend 
The  bond  of  parent,  master,  guardian,  friend. 
To  form  a  new  and  a  degrading  tie 
'Twixt  needy  vice  and  tempting  villany, 
Sound  in  himself,  yet  when  such  flaws  appear, 
He  doubts  of  all,  and  learns  that  self  to  fear  : 
For  where  so  dark  tho  moral  view  is  grown, 
A  timid  conscience  trembles  for  her  own ; 
The  pitchy  taint  of  general  vice  is  such 
As  daubs  the  fancy,  and  you  dread  tho  touch. 

Far  unlike  him  was  one  in  former  times, 
Famed  for  the  spoil  he  gathcr'd  by  his  crimes  ; 
Who,  while  his  brethren  nibbling  "hold  ther  prey, 
He  like  an  eagle  seized  and  boro  tho  whole  away. 

Swallow,  a  poor  attorney,  brought  his  boy 
Up  at  his  desk,  and  gave  him  his  employ  ; 
He  would  have  bound  him  to  an  honest  trade, 
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Could  preparations  have  been  duly  made. 

The  clerkship  ended,  both  the  sire  and  son 

Together  did  what  business  could  be  done  ; 

Sometimes  they'd  luck  to  stir  up  small  disputes 

Among  their  friends,  and  raise  them  into  suits  : 

Though  close  and  hard,  the  father  was  content 

With  this  resource,  now  old  and  indolent : 

But  his  young  Swallow,  gaping  and  alive 

To  fiercer  feelings,  was  resolved  to  thrive  : — 

"  Father,"  he  said,  "but  little  can  they  win. 

Who  hunt  in  couples  where  the  game  is  thin  ; 

Let's  part  in  peace,  and  each  pursue  his  gain. 

Where  it  may  start — our  love  may  yet  remain." 

The  parent  growl'd,  he  couldn't  think  that  lovo 

Made  the  young  cockatrice  his  den  remove  ; 

But,  taiight  by  habit,  he  the  truth  suppress'd. 

Forced  a  frank  look,  and  said  he  "thought  it  best." 

Not  long  they'd  parted  ere  dispute  arose  ; 

The  game  they  hunted  quickly  made  them  foes. 

Some  house  the  father  by  his  art  had  won 

Seem'd  a  fit  cause  of  contest  to  the  son, 

Who  raised  a  claimant,  and  then  found  a  way 

By  a  stanch  witness  to  secure  his  prey. 

The  people  cursed  him,  but  in  times  of  need 

Trusted  in  one  so  certain  to  succeed  : 

By  Law's  dark  by-ways  he  had  stored  his  mind 

With  wicked  knowledge,  how  to  cheat  mankind. 

Few  are  the  freeholds  in  our  ancient  town  ; 

A  copyright  from  heir  to  heir  came  down. 

From  whence  some  heat  arose,  when  there  was  doubt 

In  point  of  heirship  ;  but  the  fire  went  out, 

Till  our  attorney  had  the  art  to  raise 

The  dying  spark,  and  blow  it  to  a  blaze : 

For  this  he  now  began  his  friends  to  treat ; 

His  way  to  starve  them  was  to  make  them  eat. 

And  drink  oblivious  draughts — to  his  apj)lause. 

It  must  be  said,  he  never  starved  a  cause  ; 

He'd  roast  and  boil'd  upon  his  board  ;  the  boast 

Of  half  his  victims  was  his  boil'd  and  roast ; 

And  these  at  every  hour  : — he  seldom  took 

Aside  his  client,  till  he'd  praised  his  cook  ; 

Nor  to  an  office  led  him,  there  in  pain 

To  give  his  story  and  go  out  again  ; 

But  first  the  brandy  and  the  chine  were  seen. 

And  then  the  business  came  by  starts  between. 

"  Well,  if 'tis  so,  the  house  to  you  belongs  ; 
But  have  you  money  to  redress  these  wrongs? 
Nay,  look  not  sad,  my  friend  ;  if  you're  correct. 
You'll  find  the  friendship  that  you"d  not  expect." 

If  right  the  man,  the  house  was  Swallow's  own  ; 
If  wrong,  his  kindness  and  good-will  were  shown  : 
"  Rogue  !"  "  Villain  !"  "  Scoundrel !"  cried  the  losers  all 
He  let  them  cry,  for  what  would  that  recall  ? 
At  length  ho  left  us,  took  a  village  seat. 
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And  like  a  vulture  look'd  abroad  for  meat ; 

The  Borough  booty,  give  it  all  its  praise. 

Had  only  served  the  appetite  to  raise  ; 

But  if  from  simple  heirs  he  drew  their  land. 

He  might  a  noble  feast  at  will  command  ; 

Still  he  proceeded  by  his  former  rules, 

His  bait  their  pleasures,  when  he  fish'd  for  fools — 

Flagons  and  haunches  on  his  board  were  placed. 

And  subtle  avarice  look'd  like  thougtless  waste  : 

Most  of  his  friends,  though  youth  from  him  had  fled, 

Were  young,  were  minors,  of  their  sires  in  dread  ; 

Or  those  whom  widow'd  mothers  kept  in  bounds. 

And  check'd  their  generous  rage  for  steeds  and  hounds  ; 

Or  such  as  travell'd  'cross  the  land  to  view 

A  Christian's  conflict  with  a  boxing  Jew  : 

Some  too  had  run  upon  Newmarket  heath 

With  so  much  speed  that  they  were  out  of  breath  ; 

Others  had  tasted  claret  till  they  now 

To  humbler  port  would  turn,  and  knew  not  how. 

All  these  for  favours  would  to  Swallow  run. 

Who  never  sought  their  thanks  for  all  he'd  done  ; 

He  kindly  took  them  by  the  baud,  then  bow'd 

Politely  low,  and  thus  his  love  avow'd — 

(For  he'd  a  way  that  many  judged  polite, 

A  cunning  dog — he'd  fawn  before  he'd  bite) — 

"Observe,  my  friends,  the  frailty  of  our  race 
When  age  unmans  us — let  me  state  a  case  : 
There's  our  friend  Rupert — we  shall  soon  redresa 
His  present  evil— drink  to  our  success — 
I  flatter  not ;  but  did  you  ever  see 
Limbs  better  turn'd  ?  a  prettier  boy  than  he  ? 
His  senses  all  acute,  his  passions  such 
As  Nature  gave — she  never  does  too  much  ; 
His  the  bold  wish  the  cup  of  joy  to  drain. 
And  strength  to  bear  it  without  qualm  or  pain. 

"Now  view  his  father  as  he  dozing  lies, 
Whose  senses  wake  not  when  he  opes  his  eyes  ; 
Who  slips  and  shuffles  when  he  means  to  walk, 
And  lisps  and  gabbles  if  ho  tries  to  talk  ; 
Feeling  he's  none — he  could  as  soon  destroy 
The  earth  itself,  as  aught  it  holds  enjoy  ; 
A  nurse  attends  him  to  lay  straight  his  limbs. 
Present  his  gruel,  and  respect  his  whims  : 
Now  shall  this  dotard  from  our  hero  hold 
His  lands  and  lordships  ?  Shall  he  hide  his  gold  ? 
That  which  he  cannot  use,  and  dare  not  show. 
And  will  not  give — why  longer  should  he  owe  ? 
Yet,  'twould  bo  murder  should  wo  snap  the  locks. 
And  take  the  thing  he  worships  from  the  box ; 
So  lot  him  dote  and  dream  :  but,  till  ho  r'.io. 
Shall  not  our  generous  heir  receive  supply  ? 
For  ever  sitting  on  the  river's  brink. 
And  ever  thirsty,  shall  he  fear  to  drink? 
The  moans  are  simple,  let  him  only  wish, 
K  2 
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Then  say  he's  wilhng,  and  I'll  fill  his  dish." 

They  all  applauded,  and  not  least  the  boy, 
Who  now  replied,  "  It  till'd  his  heart  with  joy 
To  find  he  needed  not  deliv'rance  crave 
Of  death,  or  wish  the  justice  in  the  grave  ; 
Who,  while  he  spent,  would  every  art  retain, 
Of  luring  home  the  scatter'd  gold  again  ; 
Just  as  a  fountain  gaily  spirts  and  plays 
With  what  returns  in  still  and  secret  ways." 

Short  was  the  dream  of  bliss  ;  he  quickly  found 
His  father's  acres  all  were  Swallow's  giound. 
Yet  to  those  arts  would  other  heroes  lend 
A  willing  ear,  and  Swallow  was  their  friend  ; 
Ever  successful,  some  began  to  think 
That  Satan  help'd  him  to  his  pen  and  ink  ; 
And  shrewd  suspicions  ran  about  the  place, 
"  There  was  a  compact " — I  must  leave  the  case. 
But  of  the  parties,  had  the  fiend  been  one. 
The  business  could  not  have  been  speedier  done  ; 
Still  when  a  man  has  angled  day  and  night. 
The  silliest  gudgeons  will  refuse  to  bite  : 
So  Swallow  tried  no  more  ;  but  if  they  came 
To  seek  his  friendship,  that  remain'd  the  same  : 
Thus  he  retired  in  peace,  and  some  would  say 
He'd  balk'd  his  partner,  and  had  learn'd  to  pray. 
To  this  some  zealots  lent  an  ear,  and  sought 
How  Swallow  felt,  then  said  "  A  change  is  wrought." 
'Twas  true  there  wanted  all  the  signs  of  grace. 
But  there  were  strong  professions  in  their  place  : 
Then,  too,  the  less  that  men  from  him  expect. 
The  more  the  praise  to  the  converting  sect ; 
He  had  not  yet  subscribed  to  all  their  creed, 
Nor  own'd  a  Call,  but  he  confess'd  the  need  : 
His  acquiescent  speech,  his  gracious  look, 
That  pure  attention  when  the  brethren  spoke. 
Was  all  contrition, — he  had  felt  the  wound. 
And  with  confession  would  again  be  sound. 

True,  Swallow's  board  had  still  the  sumptuous  treat ; 
But  could  they  blame  ?  the  warmest  zealots  eat : 
He  drank — 'twas  needful  his  poor  nerves  to  brace  ; 
He  swore — 'twas  habit ;  he  was  grieved — 'twas  graco  : 
What  could  they  do  a  new-born  zeal  to  nurse  ? 
"  His  wealth  's  undoubted — let  him  hold  our  purse  ; 
He'll  add  his  bounty,  and  the  house  we'll  raise 
Hard  by  the  church,  and  gather  all  her  strays  : 
We'll  watch  her  sinners  as  they  home  retire. 
And  pluck  the  brands  from  the  devouring  fire." 

Alas  !  such  speech  was  but  an  empty  boast ; 
The  good  men  reckon'd,  but  without  iheir  host ; 
Swallow,  delighted,  took  the  trusted  store. 
And  own'd  the  sum  ;  they  did  not  ask  for  more. 
Till  more  was  needed  ;  when  they  call'd  for  aid — 
And  had  it  ? — No,  their  agent  was  afraid : 
"  Could  he  but  know  to  whom  he  should  refund. 
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He  would  most  gladly —  nay,  he'd  go  beyond  ; 

But  when  such  numbers  claiin'd,  when  some  were  gone. 

And  others  going — he  must  hold  it  on  ; 

The  Lord  would  help  them." — Loud  their  anger  grew, 

And  while  they  throat'ning  fi-om  his  door  withdrew, 

He  bow'd  politely  low,  and  bade  them  all  adieu. 

But  lives  the  man  by  whom  such  deeds  are  done  ? 
Yes,  many  such — But  Swallow's  race  is  run  ; 
His  name  is  lost, — for  tlmugh  his  sons  have  name. 
It  is  not  his,  they  all  escape  the  shame : 
Nor  is  there  vestige  now  of  all  he  had. 
His  means  are  wasted,  for  his  heir  was  mad  ; 
Still  we  of  Swallow  as  a  monster  speak, 
A  hard  bad  man,  who  prey'd  upon  the  weak. 
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He  fell  to  juggle,  cant,  and  cluat  •  •  •  • 

For  as  those  Jowls  that  live  in  writer 

Are  never  wet.  he  did  but  amnttor ; 

Whate'er  he  Libour'd  to  appear, 

Hlfl  understanding  still  was  clear, 

A  paltry  wretch  he  h;wl,  hall-starved, 

That  him  in  place  of  zany  served. — Butler's  Hudibrat, 

PROFESSIONS — PHYSIC. 

The  Worth  and  Excellence  of  the  true  Physician— Merit  not  the  sole  Cause  of  Success- 
Modes  of  advancing  Reputation — Motives  ol  niclical  Men  for  publi^hin;^  their  Works — 
T)ie  great  Evil  of  Quackery— Present  State  or  advertisina;  Quacks— Tlieir  Hazard— Some 
fail,  and  why — Cau-ses  of  Success— Hww  Men  ol  uiulcrstaiidingare  prevailed  npo!'.  to  iiave 
recourse  to  Empirics,  and  to  permit  their  Names  to  bo  .advertised—  Evus  of  Qu.aokery  :  to 
nervous  I''emale3  ;  to  Youth  :  to  lulants- History  of  an  advertising  Empiric,  &c. 

Next,  to  a  graver  tribe  we  turn  our  view. 
And  yield  the  praise  to  worth  and  science  due ; 
But  this  with  serious  words  and  sober  style, 
For  these  are  friends  with  whom  wc  seldom  smile ; 
Helpers  of  men*  they're  call'd,  and  we  coniess 
Theirs  the  deep  study,  theirs  the  lucky  ruess  ; 
We  own  that  numbers  join  with  care  and  skill, 
A  temperate  judgment,  a  devoted  will : 
Men  who  suppress  their  feelings,  but  who  feel 
The  painful  symptoms  they  doliglit  to  heal ; 
Patient  in  all  their  trial.s,  they  sustain 
The  starts  of  passion,  the  reproach  of  pain ; 
"With  hearts  affected,  but  with  looks  serene, 
Intent  they  wait  through  all  the  solemn  scene  ; 
Glad  if  a  hope  should  rise  from  nature's  strife, 
To  aid  their  skill  and  save  the  lingering  life  ; 
But  this  must  virtue's  generous  effort  bo. 
And  spring  from  nobler  motives  than  a  fee  : 
To  the  Physician  of  the  Soul,  and  these, 
Turn  the  distrcss'd  for  safety,  hope,  and  ease. 
But  as  physicians  of  that  nobler  kind 

*  OpUerquo  per  orlicm  dlcor. 
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Have  their  warm  zealots,  and  their  sectaries  blind  ; 

So  among  these  for  knowledge  most  renown'd, 

Are  dreamers  strange,  and  stubborn  bigots  found  ; 

Some,  too,  admitted  to  this  honour'd  name. 

Have,  without  learning,  found  a  way  to  fame  ; 

And  some  by  learning — young  physicians  write, 

To  set  their  merit  in  the  fairest  light : 

With  them  a  treatise  is  a  bait  that  draws 

Approving  voices — 'tis  to  gain  applause. 

And  to  exalt  them  in  the  public  view. 

More  than  a  life  of  worthy  toil  could  do. 

When  'tis  proposed  to  make  the  man  renown'd. 

In  every  ago  convenient  doubts  abound  ; 

Convenient  themes  in  every  period  start, 

Which  he  may  treat  with  all  the  pomp  of  art ; 

Curious  conjectures  he  may  always  make. 

And  either  side  of  dubious  questions  take  ; 

He  may  a  system  broach,  or,  if  he  please. 

Start  new  opinions  of  an  old  disease  : 

Or  may  some  simple  in  the  woodland  trace, 

And  be  its  patron  till  it  runs  its  race  ; 

As  rustic  damsels  from  their  woods  are  won. 

And  live  in  splendour  till  their  race  be  run  ; 

It  weighs  not  much  on  what  their  powers  be  shown. 

When  all  his  purpose  is  to  make  them  known. 

To  show  the  world  what  long  experience  gains. 
Requires  not  courage,  though  it  calls  for  pains  ; 
But  at  life's  outset  to  inform  mankind 
Is  a  bold  effort  of  a  valiant  mind. 

The  great,  good  man,  for  noblest  cause  displays 
What  many  labours  taught,  and  many  days  ; 
These  sound  instruction  from  experience  give. 
The  others  show  us  how  they  mean  to  live  ; 
That  they  have  genius,  and  they  hope  mankind 
Will  to  its  efforts  be  no  longer  blind. 

There  are,  beside,  whom  powerful  friends  advance. 
Whom  fashion  favours,  person,  patrons,  chance  ; 
And  merit  sighs  to  see  a  fortune  made 
By  daring  rashness,  or  by  dull  parade. 

But  these  are  trifling  evils  ;  there  is  one 
Which  walks  unoheck'd,  and  triumjjhs  in  the  sun  : 
There  was  a  time  when  we  beheld  the  quack. 
On  public  stage,  the  licensed  trade  attack  ; 
He  made  his  labour'd  speech  with  poor  parade. 
And  then  a  laughing  zany  lent  him  aid  : 
Smiling  wo  pass'd  him,  but  wo  felt  the  while 
Pity  so  much,  that  soon  we  ceased  to  smile  ; 
Assured  that  fluent  speech,  and  flow'ry  vest 
Disguised  the  troubles  of  a  man  distress' d  ; — 

But  now  our  quacl;s  are  gamesters,  and  they  play 
With  craft  and  skill  to  ruin  and  betray  ; 
With  monstrous  promise  they  delude  the  mind. 
And  thrive  on  all  that  tortures  human  kind. 

Void  of  all  honour,  avaricious,  rash, 
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The  daring  tribe  compound  their  boasted  trash — 

Tincture  of  syrup,  lotion,  drop,  or  pill ; 

All  tempt  the  sick  to  trust  the  lying  bill ; 

And  twenty  names  of  cobblers  tum'd  to  squires, 

Aid  the  bold  language  of  these  blushless  liars. 

There  are  among  them  those  who  cannot  read, 

And  yet  they'll  buy  a  patent,  and  succeed  ; 

Will  dare  to  promise  dying  sufferers  aid. 

For  who,  when  dead,  can  threaten  or  upbraid  ? 

With  cruel  avarice  still  they  recommend 

More  draughts,  more  syrup,  to  the  journey's  end  : 

"I  feel  it  not ;" — " Then  take  it  every  hour  :" 

"  It  makes  me  worse  ;" — "  Why  then  it  shows  its  power  ;" 

"  I  fear  to  die  ;" — "  Let  not  your  spirits  sink. 

You're  always  safe,  while  you  believe  and  drink." 

How  strange  to  add,  in  this  nelarious  trade, 
That  men  of  parts  are  dupes  by  dunces  made  : 
That  creatures.  Nature  meant  should  clean  our  streets, 
Have  purchased  lands  and  mansions,  parks  and  seats  : 
Wretches  with  conscience  so  obtuse,  they  leave 
Their  untaught  sons  their  parents  to  deceive  ; 
And  when  they're  laid  upon  their  dying  bed. 
No  thought  of  murder  comes  into  their  head, 
Nor  one  revengeful  ghost  to  them  appears, 
To  fill  the  soul  with  penitential  fears. 

Yet  not  the  whole  of  this  imposing  train 
Their  gardens,  seats,  and  carriages  obtain  : 
Chieffy,  indeed,  they  to  the  robbers  fall, 
Who  are  most  fitted  to  disgrace  them  all  ; 
But  there  is  hazard — patents  must  be  bought. 
Venders  and  puffers  for  the  poison  sought ; 
And  then  in  many  a  paper  through  the  year. 
Must  cures  and  cases,  oaths  and  proofs  appctir  ; 
Men  snatch'd  from  graves,  as  they  were  dropping  in, 
Their  lungs  cough'd  up  their  bones  pierced  througii  their  .skin  ; 
Their  liver  all  one  schirrus,  and  the  frame 
Poison'd  with  evils  which  they  dare  not  name  ; 
Men  who  spent  all  upon  physicians'  fees, 
Who  never  slept,  nor  had  a  moment's  case, 
Are  now  as  roaches  sound,  and  all  as  brisk  as  bees. 

If  the  sick  gudgeons  to  the  bait  attend, 
And  come  in  shoals,  the  angler  gains  his  end  : 
But  should  the  advertising  cash  be  spent. 
Ere  yet  the  town  has  due  attention  lent, 
Then  bursts  the  bubble,  and  the  hungry  cheat 
Pines  for  the  bread  ho  ill  deserves  to  eat ; 
It  is  a  lottery,  and  ho  shares  perhaps 
The  rich  man's  feast,  or  begs  the  jiauper'a  scraps. 

From  powerful  causes  spring  th'  empiric's  gains, 
Man's  love  of  life,  his  weakness,  and  his  pains  ; 
These  first  induce  hini  the  vile  trash  to  try. 
Then  lend  his  name,  that  other  men  may  buy  : 
This  love  ot  life,  which  in  our  nature  rules, 
To  vile  imposture  makes  ua  dupes  and  tools ; 
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Then  pain  compels  th'  impatient  soul  to  seize 
On  promised  hopes  of  instantaneous  ease  ; 
And  weakness  too  with  every  wish  complies, 
Worn  out  and  won  by  importunities. 

Troubled  with  something  in  your  bile  or  blood, 
You  think  your  doctor  does  you  little  good  ; 
And  gi-own  impatient,  you  require  in  haste 
The  nervous  cordial,  nor  dislike  the  taste  ; 
It  comforts,  heals,  and  strengthens  ;  naj"-,  you  think 
It  makes  you  better  every  time  j'ou  drink  ; 
"  Then  lend  your  name  "—you're  loth,  but  yet  confcs;; 
Its  powers  are  great,  and  so  you  acquiesce  : 
Yet  think  a  moment,  ere  your  name  you  lend, 
With  whose  'tis  placed,  and  what  you  recommend  ; 
Who  tipples  brandy  will  some  comfort  feel, 
But  will  he  to  the  med'cine  set  his  seal  ? 
Wait,  and  you'll  find  the  cordial  yon  admire 
Has  added  fuel  to  your  fever's  fire  : 
Say,  should  a  robber  chance  your  purse  to  spare. 
Would  you  the  honour  of  the  man  declare '? 
Would  you  assist  his  purpose  !  swell  his  crime  ? 
Besides,  he  might  not  spare  a  second  time. 

Compassion  sometiaios  sets  the  fatal  sign, — 
The  man  was  poor,  and  humbly  begg'd  a  line  ; 
Else  how  should  noble  names  and  titles  back 
The  spreading  praise  of  some  advent'rous  quack  ? 
But  he  the  moment  watches,  and  entreats 
Your  honour's  name,— your  honoiu- joins  the  cheats  ; 
You  judged  the  med'cine  harmless,  and  you  lent 
What  help  jj^ou  could,  and  with  the  best  intent ; 
But  can  it  please  you,  thus  to  league  with  all 
Whom  he  can  beg  or  bribe  to  swell  the  scrawl  ? 
Would  you  these  wrappers  with  your  name  adorn 
Which  hold  the  poison  for  the  yet  unborn  ? 

No  class  escapes  them— from  the  poor  man's  pay 
The  nostrum  takes  no  trilling  part  away  : 
See  !  those  square  patent  bottles  from  the  shop. 
Now  decoration  to  the  cupboard's  top  ; 
And  there  a  favourite  hoard  yo\i'll  find  within, 
Companions  meet  !  the  julep  and  the  gin. 

Time  too  with  cash  is  wasted  ;  'tis  the  fate 
Of  real  helpers  to  be  call'd  too  lato  ; 
This  find  tlio  sick,  when  (time  and  patience  gone) 
Death  with  tenfold  terror  hurries  on. 

Suppose  tlie  case  surpasses  human  skill, 
There  comes  a  quack  to  flatter  weakness  still  ; 
What  greater  evil  can  a  flatterer  do. 
Than  Jrom  himself  to  take  the  sufferer's  view? 
To  turn  from  .sacred  thoughts  liis  reasoning  powers. 
And  rob  a  sinner  of  his  flying  hours  ? 
Yet  this  they  dare,  and  craving  to  the  last. 
In  hope's  strong  bondage  hold  their  victim  fast  : 
For  soul  or  body  no  concern  have  they, 
All  their  inquii-y,  "  Can  the  patient  pay  ? 
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"  And  will  he  swallow  draughts  until  his  dying  day  ?" 

Observe  what  ills  to  nervous  females  flow, 
When  the  heart  flutters,  and  the  pulso  is  low  ; 
If  once  induced  these  cordial  sips  to  try, 
All  feel  the  ease,  and  few  the  danger  fly  ; 
For,  while  obtain'd,  of  drams  they've  all  the  force, 
And  when  denied,  then  drams  are  the  resource. 

Nor  those  the  only  evils — there  are  those 
Who  for  the  troubled  mind  prepare  repose  ; 
They  write  :  the  young  are  tenderly  address'd. 
Much  danger  hinted,  much  concern  expross'd  ; 
They  dwell  on  freedoms  lads  are  prone  to  take, 
Which  makes  the  doctor  tremble  for  their  sake  ; 
Still  if  the  youthful  patient  will  but  trust 
In  one  so  kind,  so  pitiful,  and  just ; 
If  he  will  take  the  tonic  all  the  time, 
And  hold  but  moderate  intercourse  with  crime  ; 
The  sage  will  gravely  give  his  honest  word. 
That  strength  and  spirits  shall  be  both  restored  ; 
In  plainer  English — if  you  mean  to  sin, 
Fly  to  the  drops,  and  instantly  begin. 

Who  would  not  lend  a  sympathizing  sigh, 
To  hear  yon  infant's  pity-moving  cry  ? 
That  feeble  sob,  unlike  the  new-born  note 
Which  came  with  vigour  from  th'  opening  thj-oat. 
When  air  and  light  first  rush'd  on  lungs  and  eyes, 
And  there  was  life  and  spirit  in  the  cries  : 
Now  an  abortive,  faint  attempt  to  weep 
Is  all  we  hear  ;  sensation  is  asleep  : 
The  boy  was  healthy,  and  at  first  express'd 
His  feelings  loudly  when  he  fail'd  to  rest ; 
When  cranim'd  with  food,  and  tightcn'd  every  limb, 
To  cry  aloud  was  what  i>ertain'd  to  him  ; 
Then  the  good  nurse  (who  had  she  borne  a  brain,  _ 
Had  sought  the  cause  that  made  her  babe  complain) 
Has  all  her  efforts,  l<jving  soul  !  applied 
To  set  the  cry,  and  not  the  cause,  aside  ; 
She  gave  her  powerful  sweet  without  remorse 
The  sleeping  cordial — she  ha<I  tried  its  force, 
Repeating  oft :  the  infant,  freed  from  pain, 
Kcjccted  food,  but  took  the  dose  again. 
Sinking  to  sleep  ;  while  she  her  joy  express'd 
That  her  dear  charge  could  sweetly  take  his  rest : 
Soon  may  she  spare  her  cordial ;  not  a  doubt 
licmains,  but  quickly  he  will  rest  without.^ 

This  moves  our  grief  and  pity,  and  we  sigh 
To  think  what  numbers  from  these  causes  die  ; 
But  what  contem[)t  and  anger  should  we  show, 
Did  we  the  lives  of  these  impostors  know  ! 

Ere  for  the  world's  I  left  the  cares  of  sch(jol, 
One  I  roniomber  who  assumed  the  fool  ; 
A  part  well  suited— when  the  idler  boys 
Would  shout  around  him,  and  ho  lovctl  the  noiso  : 
They  cuU'd  him  Neddy  :— Neddy  had  the  art 
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To  play  with  skill  his  ignominious  part ; 
When  he  his  trifles  would  for  sale  display, 
And  act  the  mimic  for  a  schoolboy's  pay. 
For  many  years  he  plied  his  humble  trade, 
And  used  his  tricks  and  talents  to  persuade  ; 
The  fellow  barely  read,  but  chanced  to  look 
Among  the  fragments  of  a  tatter'd  book  ; 
Where,  after  many  efforts  made  to  spell 
One  puzzling  word,  he  found  it  oxyinel  ; 
A  potent  thing,  'twas  said  to  cure  the  ills 
Of  ailing  lungs — the  oxyniel  of  squills  : 
Squills  he  procured,  but  found  the  bitter  strong 
And  most  unpleasant  ;  none  would  take  it  long  ; 
But  the  pure  acid  and  tho  sweet  would  make 
A  med'cino  numbers  would  for  pleasure  take. 

There  was  a  fellow  near,  an  artful  knave. 
Who  knew  the  plan,  and  much  assistance  gave  ; 
He  wrote  the  puffs,  and  every  talent  plieil 
To  make  it  sell :  it  sold,  and  then  he  died. 

Now  all  the  profit  fell  to  Ned's  control. 
And  Pride  and  Avarice  quarrell'd  for  his  soul  ; 
When  mighty  profits  by  the  trash  were  made. 
Pride  built  a  palace.  Avarice  groan'd  and  paid ; 
Pride  placed  the  signs  of  grandeur  all  about, 
And  Avarice  barr'd  his  friends  and  children  out. 

Now  see  him  Doctor  !  yes,  the  idle  fool, 
The  butt,  the  robber  of  the  lads  at  school ; 
Who  then  knew  nothing,  nothing  since  acquired. 
Became  a  doctor,  honour'd  and  admired  ; 
His  dress,  his  frown,  his  dignity  were  such. 
Some  who  had  known  him  thought  his  knowledge  much  ; 
Nay,  men  of  skill,  of  apprehension  quick. 
Spite  of  their  knowledge,  trusted  him  when  sick  ; 
Though  he  could  neither  reason,  write,  nor  spell. 
They  yet  had  hope  his  trash  would  make  them  well ; 
And  while  they  scom'd  his  parts,  thoy  took  his  oxj-mel. 

Oh  !  when  his  nerves  had  once  received  a  shock, 
Sir  Isaac  Newton  might  have  gone  to  Rock  :* 
Hence  impositions  of  tho  grossest  kind. 
Hence  thought  is  feeble,  understanding  blind  ; 
Hence  sums  enormous  by  those  cheats  are  made, 
And  deaths  unnumber'd  by  their  dreadful  trade. 

Alas  !  in  vain  is  my  contempt  cxpress'd. 
To  stronger  passions  are  their  words  address'd  ; 
To  pain,  to  fear,  to  terror,  their  a]ipcal. 
To  those  who,  weakly  reasoning,  strongly  feel. 

What  then  our  hopes  ? — perhaps  there  may  by  law 
Be  method  found  these  pests  to  curb  and  awo  ; 
Yet  in  this  land  of  freedom  law  is  slack 
With  any  being  to  commence  attack  ; 
Then  let  us  trust  to  science — there  are  those 
Who  can  their  falsehoods  and  their  frauds  disclose. 
All  their  vile  trash  detect,  and  their  low  tricks  expose ; 

*  An  empiric  who  flourished  at  the  ftamc  time  with  this  gi'eat  man 
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Perhaps  their  numbers  may  in  time  confound 
Their  arts— as  scorpions  give  themselves  the  wound  ; 
For  when  these  curers  dwell  in  every  place, 
While  of  the  cured  we  not  a  man  can  trace, 
Strong  truth  may  then  the  public  mind  persuade, 
And  spoil  the  fruits  of  this  nefarious  trade. 
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No  extensive  manufactories  in  the  Boroagh  ;  yet  considerable  Fortunes  mailo  tliei-e— 111 
Judgment  of  Parents  in  disposing  of  their  Sons— The  best  educated  not  the  most  likely 
to  succeed— Instance— Want  of  Success  compensated  by  the  lenient  Power  ot  ccme  Avo- 
catiotis— The  Naturalist— The  Weaver  an  Entomologist,  &c.— A  Prize  Flower— Story  of 
Walter  and  William. 

Of  manufactures,  trade,  inventions  rare, 

Steam-towers  and  looms,  you'd  know  our  Borough's  share— 

'Tis  small :  we  boast  not  these  rich  subjects  here, 

Who  hazard  thrice  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year  ; 

We've  no  huge  buildings,  where  incessant  noise 

Is  made  by  springs  and  spindles,  girls  and  boys  ; 

Where,  'mid  such  thundering  sounds,  the  maiden's  song 

Is  "  Harmony  in  Uproar"*  all  day  long. 

Still  common  minds  with  us  in  common  trade. 
Have  gain'd  more  wealth  than  ever  student  made  ; 
And  yet  a  merchant,  when  he  gives  his  son 
His  college-learning,  thinks  his  duty  done  ; 
A  way  to  wealth  ho  leaves  his  boy  to  find. 
Just  when  he's  made  for  the  discovery  blind. 

Jones  and  his  wife  perceived  their  elder  boy 
Took  to  his  learning,  and  it  gave  them  joy  ; 
This  they  encouraged,  and  were  blest  to  see 
Their  son  a  Fellow  with  a  high  degree  ; 
A  living  fell,  he  married,  and  his  sire 
Declared  'twas  all  a  father  could  require  ; 
Children  then  blcss'd  them,  and  when  letters  came, 
The  parents  proudly  told  each  grandchild's  name. 

Meantime  the  sons  at  home  in  trade  were  placed, 
Money  their  object — ^just  the  father's  taste  ; 
Saving  he  lived  and  long,  and  when  he  died, 
Ho  gave  them  all  his  fortune  to  divide  : 
"Martin,"  said  he,   "  at  vast  expense  was  taught ; 
He  gain'd  his  wish,  and  has  the  ease  he  sought." 

Thus  the  good  priest  (the  Christian  scholar  !)  finds 
What  estimate  is  made  by  vulgar  minds  ; 
Ho  sees  his  brothers,  who  had  every  gift 
Of  thriving,  now  assisted  in  their  thrift  ; 
While  he,  whom  learning,  habits,  all  prevent, 
Is  largely  mulct  for  each  impediment. 

Yet  let  us  own  that  Trade  has  much  of  chance, 

•  The  title  of  a  short  ploco  of  humoui  by  Arbuthnot. 
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Not  all  the  careful  by  their  care  advance  ; 
With  the  same  parts  and  prospects,  one  a  seat 
Builds  for  himself ;  one  finds  it  in  the  Fleet. 
Then  to  the  wealthy  you  will  see  denied 
Comforts  and  joys  that  with  the  poor  abide  : 
There  are  who  labour  througli  the  year,  and  yet 
No  more  have  gain'd  than — not  to  be  in  debt  ; 
Who  still  maintain  the  same  laborious  coiu'se. 
Yet  pleasure  hails  them  from  some  favourite  source  ; 
And  health,  amusements,  children,  wife,  or  friend, 
With  life's  dull  views  their  consolations  blend. 

Nor  these  alone  possess  the  lenient  power 
Of  soothing  life  in  the  desponding  hour  ; 
Some  favourite  studies,  some  delightful  care, 
The  mind  with  trouble  and  distresses  share  ; 
And  by  a  coin,  a  flower,  a  verse,  a  boat. 
The  stagnant  spirits  have  been  set  afloat ; 
They  pleased  at  first,  and  then  the  habit  grew. 
Till  the  fond  heart  no  higher  pleasure  knew  ; 
Till,  from  all  cares  and  other  comforts  freed, 
Th'  important  nothing  took  in  life  the  lead. 

With  all  his  phlegm,  it  broke  a  Dutchman's  heart, 
At  a  vast  price,  with  one  loved  root  to  part ; 
And  toys  like  these  fill  many  a  British  mind. 
Although  their  hearts  are  found  of  firmer  kind. 

Oft  have  I  smiled  the  happy  pride  to  see 
Of  humble  tradesmen,  in  their  evening  glee  ; 
When  of  some  pleasing  fancied  good  possess'd, 
Each  grew  alert,  was  busy,  and  was  blest : 
Whether  the  call  bird  yield  the  hour's  delight, 
Or,  magnified  in  microscope  the  mite  ; 
Or  whether  tumblers,  croppers,  carriers  seize 
The  gentle  mind,  they  rule  it,  and  they  please. 

There  is  my  friend  the  Weaver  :  strong  desires 
Reign  in  his  breast ;  'tis  beauty  he  admires  ; 
See  !  to  the  shady  grove  he  wings  his  way, 
And  feels  in  hope  the  raptures  of  the  day — 
Eager  he  looks  ;  and  soon,  to  glad  his  eyes. 
From  the  sweet  bower,  by  nature  form'd,  arise 
Bright  troops  of  virgin  moths  and  fresh-born  butterflies  ; 
Who  broke  that  morning  from  their  half-year's  sleep. 
To  fly  o'er  flowers  where  they  were  wont  to  creep. 

Above  the  sovereign  oak,  a  sovereign  skims. 
The  purple  Emp'ror,  strong  in  wing  and  limbs: 
There  fair  Camilla  takes  her  flight  serene, 
Adonis  blue,  and  Paphia  silver-queen  ; 
With  every  filmy  flj'  from  mead  or  bower. 
And  hungry  Sphinx  who  threads  the  honey'd  flower; 
She  o'er  the  larkspurs'  bed,  where  sweets  abound. 
Views  every  bell,  and  hums  th'  approving  sound  ; 
Poised  on  her  busy  plumes,  with  Iccling  nice 
She  draws  from  every  flower,  nor  ti'ies  a  floret  twice. 

lie  fears  no  bailiff"s  wrath,  no  baron's  blame. 
His  is  untax'd  aud  undisputed  game  : 
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Nor  less  the  place  of  curious  plant  he  knows  ;* 

He  both  his  Flora  and  his  Fauna  shows  ; 

For  him  is  blooming  in  its  rich  ai-ray 

The  glorious  flower  which  bore  the  palm  away  ; 

In  vain  a  rival  tried  his  utmost  art, 

His  was  the  prize,  and  joy  o'erflow'd  his  heart. 

"  This,  this  !  is  beauty  ;  cast,  I  pray,  your  eyes 
On  this  my  glory  !  see  the  grace  !  the  size  ! 
Was  ever  stem  so  tall,  so  stout,  so  strong, 
Exact  in  breadth,  in  just  proportion  long  ! 
These  brilliant  hues  are  all  distinct  and  clean, 
No  kindred  tint,  no  blending  streaks  between  : 
This  is  no  shaded,  iim-ofF,t  pin-eyed  J  thing  ; 
A  king  of  flowers,  a  flower  for  England's  king  : 
I  own  my  pride,  and  thank  the  favouring  star 
Which  shed  such  beauty  on  my  fair  Bizarre."  § 

Thus  may  the  poor  the  cheap  indulgence  seize. 
While  the  most  wealthy  pine  and  pray  for  ease  : 
Content  not  always  waits  upon  success, 
And  more  may  he  enjoy  who  profits  less. 

Walter  and  William  took  (their  father  dead) 
Jointly  the  trade  to  which  they  both  were  bred  ; 
When  fix'd,  they  married,  and  they  quickly  found 
With  due  success  their  honest  labours  crown'd  ; 
Few  were  their  losses,  but  although  a  few, 
Walter  was  vex'd,  and  somewhat  peevish  grew  ; 
"You  put  your  trust  in  every  pleading  fool," 
Said  he  to  William,  and  grew  strange  and  cool. 
"  Brother,  forbear,"  he  answer'd  :    "  take  your  duo, 
Nor  lot  my  lack  of  caution  injure  you  :" 
Half  friends  they  parted, — better  so  to  close. 
Than  longer  wait  to  part  entirely  foes. 

Walter  had  knowledge,  prudence,  jealous  care  ; 
He  let  no  idle  views  his  bosom  share  ; 
He  never  thought  nor  felt  for  other  men — 
"  Let  one  mind  one,  and  all  are  minded  then." 
Friends  he  respected,  and  believed  them  just, 
But  they  were  men,  and  he  would  no  man  trust ; 
He  tried  and  watch'd  his  people  day  and  night, — • 
The  good  it  harm'd  not,  for  the  bad  'twas  right. 
He  could  their  humours  bear,  nay  disrespect, 
But  he  could  yield  no  pardon  to  neglect ; 
That  all  about  him  were  of  him  airaid, 
"  Was  right,"  he  said — "so  should  we  be  obey'd." 

•  In  botanical  laiigiiugo,  "  the  habitat,"  the  favourite  soil  or  situation  of  the  more  scarce 
spocies. 

t  This,  it  must  be  acluiowledgcd,  is  contrary  to  the  opinion  of  Thomson,  and  I  believe  of 
some  other  poeta,  who,  iu  desirribing  the  var>'ing  hues  of  our  Uiont  beautiful  flowers,  have 
considered  thiin  as  loat  aiul  blended  with  ciuh  other  ;  whereas  their  beauty,  in  th  eye  of 
a  florist  (and  1  cojiceivo  iu  that  of  the  uninitiated  h1so<.  depends  upon  the  distinctnens  of 
their  coloure  :  the  stronger  tlio  bounding  line,  and  the  less  they  biciik  into  the  nelghlniur- 
ing  tint,  so  much  the  rither  and  uicire  valuable  is  the  fltiwer  esteemed. 

I  I'lueyed.— An  auricula,  or  any  other  single  flnwcr.  bi  so  called  when  the  $tigma  (the 
part  which  arises  from  the  seed-veysel)  is  protruded  beyond  the  tube  of  the  flower,  and 
Deconies  visible, 

i)  This  word,  so  far  as  It  relates  to  flowers,  rneana  tho«e  variegated  wltli  three  or  uioiK 
GolouTB  irregularly  uud  iudeteruiiuately. 
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These  merchant-maxims,  much  good  fortune  too, 
And  ever  keeping  one  grand  point  in  view, 
To  vast  amount  his  once  small  portion  drew. 
William  was  kind  and  easy  ;  he  complied 
With  all  requests,  or  grieved  when  he  denied  ; 
To  please  his  wife  he  made  a  costly  trip. 
To  please  his  child  he  let  a  bargain  slip  ; 
Prone  to  compassion,  mild  with  the  distress'd, 
He  bore  with  all  who  poverty  profess'd, 
And  some  would  he  assist,  nor  one  would  he  arrest. 
He  had  some  loss  at  sea,  bad  debts  at  land. 
His  clerk  absconded  with  some  bills  in  hand, 
And  plans  so  often  fail'd,  that  he  no  longer  plann'd. 
To  a  small  house  (his  brother  s)  he  withdrew, 
At  easy  rent— the  man  was  not  a  Jew  ; 
And  there  his  losses  and  his  cares  he  bore. 
Nor  found  that  want  of  wealth  could  make  him  poor. 

No,  he  in  fact  was  rich,  nor  could  he  move, 
But  he  was  follow'd  by  the  looks  of  love  ; 
All  he  had  suffer'd,  every  former  grief, 
Made  those  around  more  studious  in  relief ; 
He  saw  a  cheerful  smile  in  every  face. 
And  lost  all  thoughts  of  error  and  disgrace. 
Pleasant  it  was  to  see  them  in  their  walk 
Round  their  small  garden,  and  to  hear  them  talk  ; 
Free  are  their  children,  but  their  love  refrains 
From  all  offence — none  murmurs,  none  complains  ; 
Whether  a  book  amused  thera,  speech,  or  play, 
Their  looks  were  lively,  and  their  hearts  were  gay  ; 
There  no  forced  efforts  for  delight  were  made, 
Joy  came  with  prudence,  and  without  parade  ; 
Their  common  comforts  they  had  all  in  view, 
Light  were  their  troubles,  and  their  wishes  few  : 
Thrift  made  thom  easy  for  the  coming  day, 
Eeligion  took  the  dread  of  death  away  : 
A  cheerful  spirit  still  insured  content. 
And  love  smiled  roimd  them  wheresoo'er  they  went. 
Walter,  meantime,  with  all  his  wealth's  increase, 
Gain'd  many  points,  but  could  not  purchase  peace  ; 
When  he  withdrew  from   business  for  an  hour. 
Some  fled  his  presence,  all  confess'd  his  power; 
He  sought  affection,  but  received  instead 
Fear  undisguised,  and  love-repelling  dread  ! 
He  look'd  around  him—"  Harriet,  dost  thou  love  ? 
"  I  do  my  duty,"  said  the  timid  dove  ; 
"  Good  Heav'n,  your  duty  !  jjritheo,  tell  mo  now — 
To  love  and  honour— was  not  that  your  vow  ? 
Come,  my  good  Harriet,  I  would  gladly  sock 
Your  inmost  thought— Why  can't  the  woman  speak  ? 
Have  you  not  all  things  ?"—"  Sir,  do  I  complain  ?" 
"No,  that's  my  part,  which  I  perform  in  vain  ; 
I  want  a  simple  answer,  and  direct — 
But  you  evade  ;  yes  !  'tis  as  1  suspect. 
Come  then,  my  children  !  Watt !  upon  your  knees 
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Vow  that  you  love  me." — "Yes,  sir,  if  you  please." 
"  Again  !  B}'  Hcav'n,  it  mads  nie  ;  I  require 
Love,  and  they'll  do  whatever  I  desire  : 
Thus,  too,  my  people  shun  me  ;  I  would  spend 
A  thousand  pounds  to  get  a  single  friend  ; 
I  would  be  happy,  I  have  means  to  pay 
For  love  and  triendship,  and  you  run  away  : 
Ungrateful  creatures  !  why,  you  seem  to  dread 
My  very  looks  ;  I  know  you  wish  me  dead. 
Come  hither,  Nancy  !  you  must  hold  me  dear  ; 
Hither,  I  say  ;  why  !  what  have  you  to  fear  ? 
You  see  I'm  gentle — Come,  you  trifler,  come: 
My  God  !  she  trembles  ! — Idiot,  leave  the  room  ! 
Madam  ;  your  children  hate  me  ;  I  suppose 
They  know  their  cue  ;  you  make  them  all  my  foes 
I've  not  a  friend  in  all  the  world — not  one  : 
I'd  be  a  bankrupt  sooner  ;  nay,  'tis  done  ; 
In  ever}'  better  hope  of  life  I  fail. 
You're  all  tormentors,  and  my  house  a  jail. 
Out  of  my  sight !  I'll  sit  and  make  my  will — 
What,  glad  to  go  ?  stay,  devils,  and  be  still ; 
'Tis  to  your  uncle's  cot  you  wish  to  run. 
To  learn  to  live  at  ease  and  be  undone  ; 
Him  j'ou  can  love,  who  lost  his  whole  estate. 
And  I,  who  gain  you  fortunes,  have  your  hate  ; 
'Tis  in  my  absence  you  yourselves  enjoy  : 
Tom  !  are  you  glad  to  lose  me  ?  tell  me,  boy  ; 
Yes  !  does  ho  answer  ? — -Yes  !  upon  my  soul ; 
No  awe,  no  fear,  no  duty,  no  control  ! 
Away  !  away  !  ten  thousand  devils  seize 
All  I  possess,  and  plunder  where  they  please  ! 
What's  wealth  to  me  ? — yes,  yes  !  it  gives  me  sway, 
And  you  shall  feel  it — Go  !  begone,  I  say. " 


LETTER  IX. 

AMUSEMENTS. 

Common  AmusemPTita  of  aBathlng-placo — Morning  Rides,  Walks,  Ac. — Company  resorting 
to  thy  Town — DUlercntClioice  olLotli^ings — Cheap  Indulgences— Seaside  Walks— Wealthy 
Invalid — Summer  evening  on  the  Sands — Sea  I'roductiuns — *'  Water  parted  from  the 
Sea"— Winter  Views  serene— In  what  cisen  to  be  avoided — Bailing  up<in  the  River — A 
KBifUl  Islet  of  Sand  ofVtlio  Coast — Visited  by  Company — Covered  by  the  Flowing  of  the 
Tide — Adventure  in  that  place. 

Of  our  amusements  ask  you  ? — Wo  amuse 
Ourselves  and  friends  with  seaside  walks  and  viow.s, 
Or  take  a  morning  ride,  a  novel,  or  the  news  ; 
Or,  seeking  nothing,  glide  about  the  street. 
And  so  engaged,  with  vario\is  parties  meet ; 
Awhile  we  stop,  discourse  of  wind  and  tide, 
Bathing  and  books,  thu  raffle,  and  the  ride  : 
Thus,  with  the  aid  which  shops  and  sailing  give, 
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Life  passes  on  ;  'tis  labour,  but  we  live. 

When  evening  comes,  our  invalids  awake, 
Nerves  cease  to  tremble,  heads  fbi'bear  to  ache, 
Then  cheerful  meals  the  sunken  spirits  i-aise, 
Cards  or  the  dance,  wine,  visiting,  or  plays. 

Soon  as  the  season  comes,  and  crowtls  arrive. 
To  their  superior  rooms  the  wealthy  drive  ; 
Others  look  round  for  lodgings  snug  and  small. 
Such  is  their  taste  — they've  hatred  to  a  hall  ; 
Hence  one  his  fav'rite  habitation  gets. 
The  brick-floor'd  parlour  which  the  butcher  lets, 
Where,  through  his  single  light,  be  may  regard 
The  various  business  of  a  common  yard. 
Bounded  by  backs  of  buildings  form'd  of  clay, 
By  stable,  styes,  and  coops,  et-castera. 

The  needy-vain,  themselves  awhile  to  shun. 
For  dissipation  to  these  dog-holes  run  ; 
Where  each  (assuming  petty  pomp)  appears. 
And  quite  forgets  the  shopboard  and  the  shears. 

For  them  are  cheap  amusements  :  they  raaj'  slip 
Beyond  the  town  and  take  a  private  dip  ; 
When  they  may  urge  that,  to  be  safe  they  mean. 
They've  heard  there's  danger  in  a  light  machine ; 
They  too  can  gratis  move  the  quays  about. 
And  gather  kind  replies  to  every  doubt ; 
There  they  a  jmcing,  lounging  tribe  may  view. 
The  stranger's  guides,  who've  little  else  to  do  ; 
The  Borough's  placemen,  where  no  more  they  gain 
Thau  keeps  them  idle,  civil,  poor,  and  vain. 
Then  may  the  poorest  with  the  wealthy  look 
On  ocean,  glorious  page  of  Nature's  book  ! 
May  see  its  varying  views  in  every  hour, 
All  softness  now,  then  rising  with  all  power, 
As  sleeping  to  invite,  or  threat'ning  to  devour  : 
'Tis  this  which  gives  us  all  our  choicest  views  ; 
Its  waters  heal  us,  and  its  shores  amuse. 

See  !  those  fair  nymphs  upon  that  rising  strand, 
Yon  long  salt  lake  has  parted  from  the  land  ; 
Well  plea.scd  to  press  that  path,  so  clean,  so  pure, 
To  seem  in  danger,  yet  to  feel  secure  ; 
Trifling  with  terror,  while  they  strive  to  shun 
The  curling  bUlows  ;  laughing  as  they  run  ; 
They  know  the  neck  that  joins  the  shore  and  sea, 
Or,  ah  !  how  changed  that  fearless  laugh  would  bo. 

Observe  how  various  Parties  take  their  way, 
By  seaside  walks,  or  make  the  sand-hills  gay  ; 
Tiaere  group'd  are  laughing  maids  and  sighing  swains 
And  some  apart  who  feel  un{)itied  pains  ; 
Pains  from  diseases,  pains  which  those  who  feel. 
To  the  physician,  not  the  fair,  reveal : 
For  nymphs  (propitious  to  the  lover's  sigh) 
Leave  these  poor  jiatients  to  coinjjlain  and  die, 

Lo  !  where  on  that  huge  anchor  sadly  loans 
That  sick  tall  figure,  lost  in  other  scenes  ; 
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He  late  from  India's  clime  impatient  sail'd, 
There,  as  his  fortune  grew,  his  spirits  fail'd  ; 
For  each  dehght,  in  search  of  wealth  he  went. 
For  ease  alone,  the  wealth  acquired  is  spent — 
And  spent  in  vain  ;  enrich'd,  aggrieved,  he  sees 
The  envied  poor  possess'd  of  joy  and  ease  : 
And  now  he  flies  from  place  to  place,  to  gain 
Strength  for  enjoyment,  and  still  flies  in  vain  : 
Mark  !  with  what  sadness,  of  that  pleasant  crew, 
Boist'rous  in  mirth,  he  takes  a  transient  view  ; 
And  fixing  then  his  eye  upon  the  sea. 
Thinks  what  has  been,  and  what  must  shortly  be  : 
Is  it  not  strange  tliat  man  should  health  destroy, 
For  joys  that  come  when  he  is  dead  to  joy  ? 

Now  is  it  pleasant  in  the  summer  eve. 
When  a  broad  shore  retiring  waters  leave. 
Awhile  to  wait  upon  the  iirm  fair  sand. 
When  all  is  calm  at  sea,  all  still  at  land  ; 
And  there  the  ocean's  produce  to  explore. 
As  floating  by,  or  rolling  on  the  shore  : 
Those  living  jellies*'  which  the  flesh  inflame. 
Fierce  as  a  nettle,  and  from  that  its  name  : 
Some  in  huge  masses,  some  that  you  may  bring 
In  the  small  compass  of  a  lady's  ring  ; 
Figured  by  Hand  Divine — there's  not  a  gem 
Wrought  by  man's  art  to  be  compared  to  them  ; 
Soft,  brilliant,  tender,  through  the  wave  they  glow. 
And  make  the  moonbeam  brighter  where  they  &ow. 
Involved  in  sea-wrack,  here  you  find  a  race 
Which  science,  doubting,  knows  not  where  to  place  ; 
On  shell  or  stone  is  dropp'd  the  embryo  seed. 
And  quickly  vegetates  a  vital  breed. f 

While  thus  with  pleasing  wonder  you  inspect 
Treasures  the  vulgar  in  their  scorn  reject. 
See  as  they  float  along  th'  entangled  weeds 
Slowly  approach,  upborne  on  bladdery  beads  ; 
Wait  till  they  land,  and  you  shall  then  behold 
The  fiery  sparks  those  tangled  fronds  infold. 
Myriads  of  living  points  ;t  th' unaided  eye 
Can  but  the  fire,  and  not  the  form  descrj'. 
And  now  your  view  upon  the  ocean  turn. 
And  there  the  splendour  of  the  waves  discern  ; 
Cast  but  a  stone,  or  strike  them  with  an  oar, 

•Some  of  the  smiiller  species  of  the  .Uedusa  (sea-nettic)  are  exquisitely  beautiful  ;  tlicir 
wm  18  neariy  oval  varied  with  serratcfl  longituainal  lines;  they  are  extrenioly  tcudw, 
oa  tiy  no  means  which  I  am  aciiualnted  with  can  be  preserved,  for  they  soon  dissolve  in 
trier  spirit  of  wine  or  water,  and  lose  every  vestige  of  their  shape,  and  indeed  of  their 
lOBlaiico :  the  larjf.r  species  are  found  in  liiissiiapen  masses  of  many  pounds  wciKht : 
le»e,  when  han.  l,-.l,  ha^•e  tlie  effert  of  the  nettle,  and  the  stinniilK  is  ofUm  a.T.;onipaiiio<l 
lUMd  b  the  t  'cd"'"™  ""''''"^^"'  feeling,  iierliaps  in  a  slight  degree  resembling  that 
t  Various  tribes  and  species  of  marine  verm>-»  are  here  meant ;  that  which  so  nearly 
seinbies  a  vegetal.le  in  its  fonn,  and  perhaps,  in  some  degree,  manner  of  growth,  is  the 
irajllne,  called  by  naturalists  S.-rlult,ria,  of  which  there  are  many  species  in  almost  ev.^y 
Vv  I  "'^,'-'"^''t-  Tlie  animal  protrudes  its  many  claws  (apparently  in  search  of  prey)  from 
iriwn  pellucid  vesicles,  which  proceed  from  a  horny,  tenacious,  branchy  stem. 
f.  i„  T.Cf"  ?*"''"  •"> "  minute  kind  of  animal  of  the  same  class  :  when  it  does  not  shine, 
U  Invisible  to  tho  naked  eyo. 
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And  j-oii  shall  flames  within  the  deep  explore  ; 
Or  scoop  the  stream  phosphoric  as  you  stand, 
And  the  cold  flames  shall  flash  along  your  hand  ; 
"VVhe*i,  lost  in  wonder,  you  shall  walk  and  gaze 
On  weeds  that  sparkle,  and  on  waves  that  blaze.* 

The  ocean,  too,  has  winter  views  serene, 
When  all  j'ou  see  through  densest  log  is  seen  ; 
When  you  can  hear  the  fishers  near  at  hand 
Distinctly  speak,  yet  see  not  where  they  stand  ; 
Or  sometimes  them  and  not  their  boat  discern, 
Or,  half-conceal'd,  some  figure  at  the  stern  ; 
The  view 's  all  bounded,  and  from  side  to  sido 
Your  utmost  prospect  but  a  few  ells  wide  ; 
Boys  who,  on  shore,  to  sea  the  j^ebble  cast, 
Will  hear  it  strike  against  the  viewless  mast ; 
"While  the  stern  boatman  grovels  his  fierce  disdain, 
At  whom  he  knows  not,  whom  he  threats  in  vain. 

'Tis  pleasant  then  to  view  the  nets  float  past, 
Net  alter  net  till  you  have  seen  the  last : 
And  as  you  wait  till  all  beyond  you  slip, 
A  boat  comes  gliding  from  an  anchor'd  ship, 
Breaking  the  silence  with  the  dipping  oar. 
And  their  own  tones,  as  labouring  for  the  shore  ; 
Those  measured  tones  which  with  the  scene  agree. 
And  give  a  sadness  to  serenity. 

All  scenes  like  these  the  tender  maid  should  shun, 
Nor  to  a  misty  beach  in  autumn  run  ; 
Much  should  she  guard  against  the  evening  cold, 
And  her  slight  shape  with  fleecy  warmth  infold  ; 
This  she  admits,  but  not  with  so  much  ease 
Gives  up  the  night-walk  when  th'  attendants  please  ; 
Her  have  I  seen,  pale,  vapour'd  through  the  day, 
"With  crowded  parties  at  the  midnight  play  ; 
Faint  in  the  morn,  no  powers  could  she  exert ; 
At  night  with  Pam  delighted  and  alert ; 
In  a  small  shop  she's  raffled  with  a  crowd, 
Breathed  the  thick  air,  and  cough'd  and  laugh'd  aloud  ; 
She  who  will  tremble  if  her  eye  explore 
"  The  smallest  monstrous  mouse  that  creeps  on  floor  ;" 
Whom  the  kind  doctor  charged,  with  shaking  head, 
At  eiu-ly  hour  to  quit  the  beaux  for  bed  ; 
She  has,  contemning  fear,  gone  down  the  dance. 
Till  she  perceived  the  rosy  morn  advance  ; 
Then  has  she  wondor'd,  fainting  o'er  her  tea. 
Her  drops  and  julep  should  so  useless  bo  : 
Ah  !  sure  her  joys  must  ravish  every  sense. 
Who  buys  a  portion  at  such  vast  expense. 

Among  those  joys  'tis  one  at  eve  to  sail 
On  the  broad  river  with  a  favouring  gale  ; 
"When  no  rough  waves  upon  the  bo.soni  ride. 
But  the  keel  cuts,  nor  rises  on  the  tide  ; 

•  For  the  cause  or  raiifles  of  thia  phenomenon,  which  1b  sometiines,  though  rarelr 
observed  on  our  cwists,  1  must  refer  the  reader  to  the  writoi-s  on  uiuarai  philosophy  Mul 
iiaturnl  history. 


*'  Among'  thost'  jt)yH,  'ti«  one  at  eve  to  miil 
On  the  broftil  river,  with  n  favuuring  yalc."— P.  Uti. 
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Safe  from  the  stream  the  nearer  gunwale  stands, 

Where  playful  children  trail  their  idle  hands  : 

Or  strive  to  catch  long-  grassy  leaves  that  tioat 

On  either  side  of  the  impeded  boat  ; 

What  time  the  moon  arising  shovv's  the  mud, 

A  shining  border  to  the  silver  flood  : 

When,  by  her  dubious  light,  the  meanest  views, 

Chalk,  stones,  and  stakes,  obtain  the  richest  hues  ; 

And  when  the  cattle,  as  they  gazing  stand, 

Seem  nobler  objects  than  when  view'd  trom  land  : 

Then  anchor'd  vessels  in  the  way  appear. 

And  sea-boys  greet  them  as  they  pass — "  What  cheer  ?"  ' 

The  sleeping  shell-ducks  at  the  sound  arise, 

And  utter  loud  their  unharmonious  cries  ; 

Fluttering  they  move  their  weedy  beds  among, 

Or  instant  diving,  hide  their  plumeless  young. 

Along  the  wall,  returning  from  the  town. 
The  weary  rustic  homeward  wanders  do^vn  : 
Who  stops  and  gazes  at  such  joyous  crew, 
And  feels  his  envy  rising  at  the  view  ; 
He  the  light  siaeech  and  laugh  indignant  hears. 
And  feels  more  press'd  by  want,  more  vex'd  by  iears. 

Ah  !  go  in  peace,  good  fellow,  to  thine  home. 
Nor  fancy  those  escape  the  general  doom  : 
Gay  as  they  seem,  be  sm-e  with  them  are  hearts 
With  sorrow  tried  ;  there's  sadness  in  their  parts  : 
If  thou  couldst  see  them  when  they  think  alone, 
Mirth,  music,  friends,  and  these  amusements  gone  ; 
Couldst  thou  discover  every  secret  ill 
That  pains  their  sjjirit,  or  resists  their  will  ; 
Couldst  thou  behold  forsaken  Love's  distress. 
Or  Envy's  pang  at  glory  and  success. 
Or  Beauty,  conscious  of  the  spoils  of  Time, 
Or  Guilt  alarm'd  when  j\Iemory  shows  the  crime  ; 
All  that  gives  sorrow,  terror,  grief,  and  gloom  ; 
Content  would  cheer  thee  trudging  to  thine  home.* 

There  are,  'tis  true,  who  lay  their  cares  aside, 
And  bid  some  hours  in  calm  enjoyment  glide  ; 
Perchance  some  fair  one  to  the  sober  night 
Adds  (by  the  sweetness  of  her  song)  delight  ; 
And  as  the  music  on  tlie  water  floats, 
Some  bolder  shore  returns  the  soften'd  notes  ; 
Then,  youth,  beware,  for  all  around  conspire 
To  banish  caution  and  to  wake  desire  ; 
The  day's  amusement,  feasting,  beauty,  wine, 
Those  accents  sweet,  and  this  soft  hour  comV)ine, 
When  most  unguarded,  then  to  win  that  heart  o(  thine : 
But  see,  they  land  !  the  fond  enchantment  flics, 
And  in  its  place,  life's  common  views  arise. 

Sometimes  a  party,  row'd  from  town,  will  land 
On  a  small  islet  form'd  of  shelly  sand, 
Left  by  the  water  v.'hen  the  tides  are  low, 

•  Tills  Is  Tiot  offered  a^  n  r«^a3onil>lo  source  of  contentment,  bnt  rw  one  THotive  for  roslg- 
nation  :  thei'y  would  nut  be  no  iuuch  anvy  if  tlioi-t)  were  luoro  dbiuoraiucut. 
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But  which  tho  floods  in  their  return  o'erflow  ; 
There  will  they  anchor,  pleased  awhile  to  view 
Tho  watery  waste,  a  jirospeet  wild  and  new  ; 
The  now  recedirn-  billows  give  them  space. 
On  either  side  tho  growing  shores  to  pace  ; 
And  then  returning,  they  contract  the  scene. 
Till  small  and  smaller  grows  the  walk  between  ; 
As  sea  to  sea  approaches,  shore  to  shores, 
Till  the  next  ebb  the  sandy  isle  restores. 

Then  what  alarm  !  -s^hat  danger  and  dismay, 
If  all  their  trust,  their  boat,  should  drift  away  ; 
And  once  it  happen'd — Gay  the  friends  advanced. 
They  walk'd,  they  ran,  they  play'd,  they  sang,  they  danced  ; 
The  urns  were  boiling,  and  the  cups  went  round. 
And  not  a  grave  or  thoughtful  face  was  found  ; 
On  the  bright  sand  they  trod  with  nimble  feet, — 
Dry  shelly  sand  that  made  the  summer  seat ; 
Tho  wondering  mews  flew  fluttering  o'er  the  head, 
And  waves  ran  softly  up  their  shining  bed. 
Some  form'd  a  party  from  the  rest  to  stray, 
Pleased  to  collect  the  trifles  in  their  way  ; 
These  to  behold  they  call  their  friends  around, — 
No  friends  can  hear,  or  hear  another  soimd  ; 
Alarm'd,  they  hasten,  yet  perceive  not  why  ; 
But  catch  the  fear  that  quickens  as  they  fly. 

Forlo  !  a  lady  sage,  who  paced  the  sand 
With  her  fair  children,  one  in  either  hand. 
Intent  on  home,  had  turn'd,  and  saw  the  boat 
Slipp'd  irom  her  moorings,  and  now  far  afloat ; 
She  gazed,  she  trembled,  and  though  faint  her  call, 
It  seem'd,  like  thunder,  to  confound  them  all. 
Their  sailor-guides,  the  boatman  and  his  mate. 
Had  drunk,  and  slept  regardless  of  their  state  : 
"Awake  !"  they  cried  aloud  ;  "Alarm  the  shore  ! 
Shout  all,  or  never  shall  we  reach  it  more  ! " 
Alas  !  no  shout  the  distant  land  can  reach, 
Nor  eye  behold  them  from  the  foggy  beach  : 
Again  they  join  in  one  loud  poweriul  cry, 
Then  cease,  and  eager  listen  for  reply  ; 
None  came — the  rising  wind  blew  sadly  by  : 
They  shout  once  more,  and  then  they  turn  aside. 
To  see  how  quickly  flow'd  the  coming  tide  ; 
Between  each  cry  they  find  the  waters  steal 
On  their  strange  prison,  and  new  horrors  feel  ; 
Foot  after  foot  on  the  contracted  ground 
The  billows  fall,  and  dreadful  is  the  soimd  ; 
Less  and  yet  less  the  sinking  isle  became. 
And  there  was  wailing,  weeping,  wrath,  and  blame. 

Had  one  liccn  there,  with  spirit  strong  and  high. 
Who  could  observe,  as  ho  prepared  to  die, 
He  might  have  seen  of  hearts  tho  varying  kind. 
And  traced  the  movement  of  each  difterent  mind  ; 
He  might  have  seen,  that  not  the  gentle  maid 
Was  more  than  stern  and  haughty  man  afraid ; 
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Such,  calmly  grieving,  will  their  fears  suppress. 
And  silent  prayers  to  mercy's  throne  address  ; 
While  fiercer  miiuis,  impatient,  anfrry,  loud. 
Force  their  vain  grief  on  the  reluctant  crowd  : 
The  party's  patron,  sorely  sighing,  cried, 
"Why  would  you  urge  me  ?  I  at  first  denied." 
Fiercely  theyanswer'd,  "  Why  will  you  complain. 
Who  saw  no  danger,  or  was  warn'd  in  vain  ?" 
A  few  essay'd  the  troubled  soul  to  calm. 
But  dread  prevail'd,  ami  anguish  and  alarm. 

Now  rose  the  water  throu^-h  the  lessening  sand, 
And  they  seem'd  sinking  while  they  yet  could  stand. 
The  sun  went  down  ;  they  look'd  from  side  to  side, 
Nor  aught  except  the  gathering  sea  descried  ; 
Dark,  and  more  dark,  more  wet,  more  cold  it  grew. 
And  the  most  lively  bade  to  hope  adieu  ! 
Children  by  love  then  lifted  from  the  seas, 
Felt  not  the  waters  at  the  parent's  knees. 
But  wept  aloud  ;  the  wind  increased  the  sound, 
And  the  cold  billows  as  they  broke  around. 

"  Once  more,  yet  once  again,  with  all  our  strength, 
Cry  to  the  land— we  may  be  heard  at  length." 
Vain  hope,  it  yet  unseen  !  but  hark  !  an  oar, 
Tliat  sound  ot  bliss  !  comes  dashing  to  their  shore  ; 
Still,  still  the  water  rises  ;  "  Haste  ! "  they  cry, 
"Oh  !  hurry,  seamen  ;  in  delay  we  die  :" 
(Seamen  were  these,  who  in  their  ship  perceived 
The  drifted  boat,  and  thus  her  crew  relieved). 
And  now  the  keel  just  cuts  the  cover'd  sand. 
Now  to  the  gunwale  stretches  every  hand  : 
With  trembling  pleasure  all  confused  embark, 
And  kiss  the  tackling  of  their  welcome  ark  ; 
While  the  most  giddy,  as  they  reach  the  shore, 
Thmk  ol'  their  danger,  and  their  God  adore. 


LETTER  X. 

CLUBS  AND  SOCIAL  MEETINGS. 

Desire  of  Country  Gentlemen  for  Town  Associationa-Book-clubs-Too  much  of  Ilteiarv 
_O..^H  ,L';''''fv,  1*^  ^'""  """"-Litc-mry  Conversation  prevented  ;  Ijy  Keasting,  l,y  Card' 
7^ti  H  WK*"*."!"!'?'*'  '■""lt»-t;'trd-clnl.  with  Ea-iernes,  re.orte.l  to-Player'-Uui 
Ptfes  at  the  Whiat-table-l'utulaiiees  of  Tenip.-r  there  diseovereil-Free-aud-liacy  Club  • 
Mtlo,w!rHi;p"^"''  "•'',';-l7';«J'"".,''n>'  interrupteU-Tho  superior  Mcm'oer-Tcn.l- 
tti  T.I  E™","'""V""'""*"""'  Snioking  Clul«_The  Midnight  Convc-raati.ui  of 

inc  atla>  mg  Meinhers-boeiety  of  the  poorer  Inhabitants;  Uk  Ua»' ;  filvcs  Pride  and 
T^t^^Z^^"T}"  "i"  ''"'"'''''  CJharacter-PUasaiit,  Habitations  of  the  frugal  Poor-Sjiilor 
returning  to  Ills  Family-Ereema-ona'  Chib-The  Mystery- What  its  Origin-Its  pro- 
IJi..  ■^"'■■:";!-'?e8-Ur)ggs  and  Oregoriaus-A  kind  of  Masons-llufloctloiui  on  tUtso 
vdrious  Societies. 

You  Bay  yon  envy  in  j^our  calm  retreat 
Our  social  meetings  ; — 'tis  with  joy  wo  moot : 
In  those  onr  parties  you  aro  pleased  to  find 
Good  sense  and  wit,  with  intercourso  of  mind  ; 
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Composed  of  men  who  read,  reflect,  and  write, 
Who,  when  they  meet,  must  yield  and  share  delight. 
To  yon  o\ir  Book-club  has  peculiar  charm. 
For  which  you  sicken  in  your  quiet  larm  ; 
Here  j'ou  supjiose  us  at  our  leisure  placed. 
Enjoying  freedom,  and  displaying  taste  ; 
With  wisdom  cheerful,  temperately  gay,_ 
Pleased  to  enjoy,  and  willing  to  display. 

If  thus  your  envy  gives  your  ease  its  gloom, 
Give  wings  to  fancy,  and  among  us  come. 
We're  now  assembled  ;  you  may  soon  attend — 
I'll  introduce  you — "  Gentlemen,  my  friend." 

"  Now  are  you  happy  'f  you  have  pass'd  a  night 
In  gay  discourse,  and  rational  delight." 

"Alas  !  not  so  :  for  how  can  mortals  think, 
Or  thoughts  exchange,  if  thus  they  eat  and  drink  ? 
No  !  I  confess  when  we  had  fairly  dined, 
That  was  no  time  for  intercourse  of  mind  ; 
There  was  each  dish  prepared  with  skill  t'  invite, 
And  to  detain  the  struggling  appetite  ; 
On  such  occasions  minds  with  one  consent 
Are  to  the  comforts  of  the  body  lent  ; 
There  was  no  pause — the  wine  went  quickly  round. 
Till  struggling  Fancy  was  by  Bacchus  bomid  ; 
Wine  is  to  wit  as  water  thrown  on  lire. 
By  duly  sprinkling  both  are  raised  the  higher  ; 
Thus  largely  dealt,  the  vivid  blaze  they  choke. 
And  all  the  genial  flame  goes  ofl  in  smoke." 

"  But  when  no  more  your  boards  these  loads  contain. 
When  wine  no  more  o'erwhelms  the  labouring  brain, 
But  serves,  a  gentle  stimulus  ;  we  know 
How  wit  must  sparkle,  and  how  fancy  flow." 

It  might  be  so,  but  no  such  club-days  come ; 
We  always  find  these  dampers  in  the  room  : 
If  to  converse  were  all  that  brought  us  here, 
A  few  odd  members  would  in  turn  appear  ; 
Yv'ho,  dwelling  nigh,  would  saunter  in  and  out, 
O'crlook  the  list,  and  toss  the  books  about ; 
Or  j'awning  read  them,  walking  up  and  down, 
Just  as  the  loungers  in  the  sliops  in  town  ; 
Till  fancying  nothing  would  their  minds  amuse. 
They'd  push  them  by,  and  go  in  search  of  news. 
But  our  attractions  are  a  stronger  sort. 
The  earliest  dainties  and  the  oldest  port ; 
All  enter  then  with  glee  in  every  look, 
And  not  a  member  thinks  about  a  book. 

Still,  let  me  own,  there  are  some  vacant  hours, 
When  minds  might  work,  and  men  exert  their  powers : 
Ere  wine  to  folly  spurs  the  giddy  guest. 
But  gives  to  wit  its  vigour  and  its  zest  ; 
Then  might  we  reason,  might  in  turn  display 
Our  several  talents,  and  be  wisely  gay  ; 
We  might — but  who  a  tamo  discourse  regards, 
When  whist  is  named,  and  we  behold  the  cards  ? 
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We  from  that  time  are  neither  gi-ave  nor  gay  ; 
Our  thought,  our  care,  our  business  is  to  play  : 
Fix'd  on  tliese  spots  and  figures,  each  attends 
Much  to  liis  partners,  nothing  to  his  friends. 

Our  public  cares,  the  long,  the  warm  debate, 
That  kept  our  patriots  from  their  beds  so  late ; 
War,  peace,  invasion,  all  we  hope  or  dread. 
Vanish  like  dreams  when  men  forsake  their  bed  ; 
And  groaning  nations  and  contending  kings 
Are  all  forgotten  for  these  painted  things  ; 
Paper  and  paste,  vile  figures  and  poor  spots, 
Level  all  minds,  philosophers  and  sots  ; 
And  give  an  equal  spirit,  pause,  and  force, 
Join'd  with  pecviliar  diction,  to  discourse  : 
"  Who  deals  ? — you  led — we're  three  by  cards— had  you 
Honour  in  hand?" — "  Upon  my  honoui-,  two." 
Hour  after  hour,  men  thus  contending  sit. 
Grave  without  sense,  and  pointed  without  wit. 

Thus  it  apjjcars  these  envied  clubs  possess 
No  certain  means  of  social  happiness  ; 
Yet  there's  a  good  that  flows  from  scenes  like  these— 
Man  meets  with  man  at  leisure  and  at  ease  ; 
We  to  our  neighbours  and  our  equals  come, 
And  rub  off  pride  that  man  contracts  at  home  ; 
For  there,  admitted  master,  he  is  prone 
To  claim  attention  and  to  talk  alone  : 
But  here  he  meets  with  neither  son  nor  spouse ; 
No  humble  cousin  to  his  bidding  bows  ; 
To  his  raised  voice  his  neighbours'  voices  rise. 
To  his  high  look  as  lofty  look  replies  ; 
When  much  he  speaks,  he  finds  that  ears  are  closed, 
And  certain  signs  inform  him  when  he's  prosed  ; 
Here  all  the  value  of  a  listener  know, 
And  claim  in  turn  the  favour  they  bestow. 

No  pleasure  gives  the  speech  when  all  would  speak. 
And  all  in  vain  a  civil  hearer  seek. 
To  chance  alone  we  owe  the  free  discourse, 
In  vain  you  purpose  what  you  cannot  force  ; 
'Tis  when  the  favourite  themes  unbidden  spring, 
That  fancy  soars  with  such  unwearied  wing  ! 
Then  may  you  call  in  aid  the  moderate  glass, 
But  let  it  slowly  and  unprompted  pass  ; 
So  shall  there  all  things  tor  the  end  unite. 
And  give  that  hour  of  rational  delight. 

Men  to  their  clubs  repair,  themselves  to  please. 
To  care  for  nothing,  and  to  take  their  ease  ; 
In  fact,  for  play,  for  wine,  for  news  they  come  : 
Discourse  is  shared  with  friends,  or  found  at  home. 

But  cards  with  books  are  incidental  things  ; 
We've  nights  devoted  to  these  queens  and  kings  : 
Then  if  we  choose  the  social  game,  wo  may 
Now  'tis  a  duty,  and  we're  bound  to  play  ; 
Nor  ever  mooting  of  the  social  kind 
Was  more  engaging,  yet  had  less  of  mind. 
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Our  eager  parties,  when  the  lunar  light 
Throws  its  full  radiance  on  the  festive  night, 
01  either  sex,  with  punctual  hurrj'  come, 
And  fill,  with  one  accord,  an  ample  room  ; 
Pleased,  the  fresh  packs  on  cloth  of  green  they  sec, 
And  seizing,  handle  with  preludifig  glee  ; 
They  draw,  they  sit,  they  shufHe,  cut,  and  deal ; 
Like  friends  assembled,  but  like  foes  to  feel : 
But  yet  not  all, — a  happier  few  have  joys 
Of  mere  amusement,  and  their  cards  are  toys  : 
No  skill  nor  art,  nor  fretful  hopes  have  the}', 
But  while  their  friends  are  gaming,  laugh  and  play. 

Others  there  are,  the  veterans  of  the  game, 
Who  owe  their  pleasure  to  their  envied  fome ; 
Through  many  a  year  with  hard-contested  strife, 
Have  they  attain'd  this  glory  of  their  liib  : 
Such  is  that  ancient  burgess,  whom  in  vain 
Would  gout  and  fever  on  his  couch  detain  ; 
And  that  large  lady,  who  resolves  to  come, 
Though  a  first  lit  has  warn'd  her  of  her  doom  ! 
These  are  as  oracles  ;  in  everj'  cause 
They  settle  doubts,  and  their  decrees  are  laws  ; 
But  all  are  troubled,  when,  with  dubious  look, 
Diana  questions  what  Apollo  sjTOke. 

Here  avarice  first,  the  keen  desire  of  gain, 
Rules  in  each  heart,  and  works  in  every  brain  : 
Alike  the  veteran  dames  and  virgins  feel, 
Nor  care  what  greybeards  or  what  striplings  deal ; 
Sex,  age,  and  station,  vanish  from  their  view, 
And  gold,  their  sov'reign  good,  the  mingled  crowd  pursue. 

Hence  they  are  jealous,  and  as  rivals,  keep 
A  watchftil  eye  on  the  V)elovfed  heap  ; 
Meantime  discretion  bids  the  tongue  be  still, 
And  mild  good-humour  strives  with  strong  ill-will, 
Till  prudence  fails  ;  when,  all  impatient  grown. 
They  make  their  grief  by  their  suspicions  known. 

"Sir,  I  protest,  were  Job  himself  at  play, 
He'd  rave  to  see  you  throw  your  cards  away ; 
Not  that  I  care  a  button — not  a  jiin 
For  what  I  lose  ;  but  we  had  cards  to  win  : 
A  saint  in  heaven  would  grieve  to  see  such  hand 
Cut  up  b}'  one  who  will  not  understand." 

"Complain  of  me  !  and  so  you  might  indeed. 
If  I  had  ventin-ed  on  that  foolish  lead, 
That  fatal  heart — but  1  forgot  your  play — 
Some  folk  have  ever  thrown  tLeir  hearts  away." 

"Yes,  and  their  diamonds  ;  I  have  heard  of  one 
Who  made  a  beggar  of  an  only  son." 

"Better  a  beggar,  than  to  see  him  tied 
To  art  and  spite,  to  insolence  and  pride." 

"  Sir,  were  I  you,  I'd  strive  to  be  polite. 
Against  my  nature,  for  a  single  night." 

"  So  did  you  strive,  and,  madam,  with  success  ; 
I  know  no  being  we  could  censure  loss  ! " 
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Is  this  too  much  ?    Alas  !  my  peaceful  muse 
Cannot  with  half  their  virulence  abuse. 
And  hark  !  at  other  tables  discord  reigns, 
With  feign'd  contempt  for  losses  and  for  gains  ; 
Passions  awhile  are  bi-idled  :  then  they  rage, 
In  waspish  youth,  and  in  resentful  age  ; 
With  scraps  of  insult — "  Sir,  when  next  you  play, 
lieflect  whose  money  'tis  you  throw  away. 
No  one  on  earth  can  less  such  things  regard, 
But  when  one's  partner  doesn't  know  a  card — 
I  sconi  Ruspticion,  ma'am,  but  while  j'ou  stand 
Behind  that  lady,  pray  keep  down  your  hand." 

"Good  heav'n,  revoke  :  remember,  if  the  set 
Bo  lost,  in  honour  you  should  pay  the  debt." 

"There,  there's  your  money  ;  but,  while  I  have  life, 
I'll  never  more  sit  down  with  man  and  wife  ; 
They  snap  and  snarl  indeed,  but  in  the  heat 
Of  all  their  spleen,  their  understandings  meet ; 
They  are  Freemasons,  and  have  many  a  sign, 
That  we,  poor  devils  !  never  can  divine ; 
May  it  be  told,  do  ye  divide  th'  amount 
Or  goes  it  all  to  family  account  ?  " 


Next  is  the  Club,  where  to  their  friends  in  town 
Our  country  neighbours  once  a  month  come  down  ; 
We  term  it  Free-and-Easii,  and  yet  we 
Find  it  no  easy  matter  to  be  free  : 
E'en  in  our  small  assomblv,  friends  among, 
Are  minds  perverse,  there's  something  will  be  wrong  ; 
Men  are  not  equal  ;  some  will  claim  a  right 
To  be  the  kings  and  heroes  of  the  night ; 
Will  their  own  favourite  themes  and  notions  start, 
And  you  must  hear,  offend  them,  or  depart. 

There  comes  Sir  Thomas  from  his  village-scat, 
Happy,  he  tells  us,  all  his  friends  to  meet  ; 
Ho  brings  the  ruin'd  brother  of  his  wife, 
Whom  he  supports,  and  makes  him  sick  of  life  ; 
A  ready  witness  whom  he  can  produce 
Of  all  his  deeds — a  butt  for  his  abuse  ; 
Soon  as  he  enters,  has  the  guests  espied, 
Drawn  to  the  fire,  and  to  the  glass  ajiplicd — 
"  Well,  what's  the  siibject? — what  are  you  about  ? 
The  new.s,  I  take  it — come,  I'll  help  you  out :" — 
And  then,  without  one  answer,  ho  bestows 
Freolj'  upon  us  all  ho  hears  and  knows  ; 
Gives  us  opinions,  tells  us  how  ho  votes, 
Recites  the  speeches,  adds  to  thorn  his  notes  ; 
And  gives  old  ill-told  talcs  for  new-born  anecdotes  ; 
Yet  cares  ho  nothing  what  we  judge  or  think, 
Our  only  duty  's  to  attend  and  drink  ; 
At  length,  a(lmonish'd  by  his  gout,  he  ends 
The  various  speech,  and  leaves  at  peace  liis  friends  ; 
But  now,  alas  !  we've  lost  the  jilcasaut  hour, 
And  wisdom  flics  from  wine's  sui)crior  power. 
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Wine,  like  the  rising  sun,  possession  gains. 
And  drives  tlie  mist  of  diilness  from  the  brains 
The  gloomy  vapour  from  the  spirit  Hies, 
And  views  of  gaiety  and  gladness  rise  : 
Still  it  proceeds  ;  till  from  the  glowing  heat, 
The  prudent  calmly  to  their  shades  retreat ; — 
Then  is  the  mind  o'ercast — in  wordy  rage 
And  loud  contention  angry  men  engage  ; 
Then  spleen  and  pique,  like  fireworks  thrown  in  spite, 
To  mischief  turn  the  pleasures  of  the  night ; 
Anger  abuses,  Malice  loiidly  rails, 
Revenge  awakes,  and  Anarchy  prevails  ; 
Till  wine,  that  raised  the  tempest,  makes  it  cense, 
And  maudlin  Love  insists  on  instant  peace  ; 
He,  noisy  mirth  and  roaring  song  commands, 
Gives  idle  toasts,  and  joins  unfriendly  hands  ; 
Till  fuddled  Friendship  vows  esteem  and  weeps. 
And  jovial  Folly  drinks,  and  sings,  and  sleej)s. 


A  Club  there  is  of  Smokers — Dare  you  come 
To  that  close,  clouded,  hot,  narcotic  room  ? 
When  midnight  past,  the  very  candles  seem 
Dying  for  air,  and  give  a  ghastly  gleam  ; 
When  curling  fumes  in  lazy  wreaths  arise. 
And  prosing  topers  rub  their  winking  eyes  ; 
When  the  long  tale,  roncw'd  when  last  they  met, 
Is  spliced  anew,  and  is  unfinish'd  yet ; 
When  but  a  few  are  left  the  house  to  tire, 
And  they  half-sleeping  by  the  sleepy  iiro  ; 
E'en  the  poor  ventilating  vane  that  flew 
Of  late  so  fast,  is  now  grown  drowsy  too  ; 
When  sweet,  cold,  clammy  punch  its  aid  bestows, 
Then  thus  the  midnight  conversation  flows  : — 

"  Then,  as  I  said,  and^mind  me — as  I  say, 
At  our  last  meeting — you  remember" — "Ay  {  " 
"  Well,  very  well — then  freely  as  I  drink 
I  spoke  my  thought — you  take  me — what  I  think  : 
'  And,  sir,'  said  I,  '  if  1  a  freeman  be, 
It  is  my  bounden  duty  to  be  free.'  " 

"  Ay,  there  j'ou  posed  him  :  I  respect  the  Chair, 
But  man  is  man,  although  the  man  's  a  mayor ; 
If  Muggins  live — no,  no  ! — if  Muggins  die. 
He'll  quit  his  office — neighbour,  shall  I  try  ?" 

"  I'll  speak  my  mind,  for  here  are  none  but  friends  : 
They're  all  contending  for  their  private  ends  ; 
No  public  spirit — once  a  vote  would  bring, 
I  say  a  vote — was  then  a  pretty  thing  ; 
It  made  a  man  to  serve  his  cuntry  and  his  king  : 
But  for  that  jilace,  that  Muggins  must  resign, 
You've  my  advice — 'tis  no  affair  of  mine." 

The  Poor  Man  has  his  Club  :  he  comes  and  spends 
His  hoarded  pittance  with  his  chosen  friends  ; 
Nor  this  alone, — a  monthly  dole  ho  pays, 
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To  be  assisted  when  his  health  decays  ; 

Some  part  his  prudence,  from  the  day's  supply, 

For  cares  and  troubles  in  his  age,  lays  by  ; 

The  printed  rules  he  guards  with  painted  frame, 

And  shows  his  children  where  to  read  his  name : 

Those  simple  words  his  honest  nature  move. 

That  bond  of  union  tied  by  laws  of  love  ; 

This  is  his  pride,  it  gives  to  his  employ 

New  value,  to  his  home  another  joy  ; 

While  a  religious  hope  its  balm  applies 

For  all  his  fate  inflicts,  and  all  his  state  denies. 

Much  would  it  please  you  sometimes  to  explore 
The  peaceful  dwellings  of  our  Borough  poor  ; 
To  view  a  sailor  just  retum'd  from  sea. 
His  wife  beside  ;  a  child  on  either  knee, 
And  others  crowding  near,  that  none  may  lose 
The  smallest  portion  of  the  welcome  news  ; 
What  dangers  pass'd,  "when  seas  ran  mountains  higli, 
When  tempests  raved,  and  horrors  veil'd  the  sky  ; 
When  prudence  fail'd,  when  courage  grew  dismay'd. 
When  the  strong  fainted,  and  the  wicked  pray'd, — 
Then  in  the  yawning  gulf  far  down  we  drove. 
And  gazed  upon  the  billowy  mount  above  ; 
Till  up  that  movmtain,  swinging  with  the  gale, 
We  view'd  the  horrors  of  the  watery  vale." 

The  trembling  children  look  with  steadfast  eyes. 
And,  panting,  sob  involuntary  sighs  ; 
Soft  sleep  awhile  his  torpid  touch  delays, 
And  all  is  joy  and  piety  and  praise. 


Masons  are  ours.  Freemasons — but,  alas  ! 
To  their  own  bards  I  leave  the  mystic  class  : 
In  vain  shall  one,  and  not  a  gifted  man. 
Attempt  to  sing  of  this  enlightcn'd  clan  : 
I  know  no  word,  boast  no  directing  sign, 
And  not  one  token  of  the  race  is  mine  ; 
Whether  with  Jlirani,  that  wise  widow's  son. 
They  came  from  Tyre  to  royal  Solomon, 
Two  pillars  raising  by  their  skill  {)rofound, 
Boaz  and  Jachin  through  the  East  renown'd  ; 
Whether  the  sacred  books  their  rise  express, 
Or  books  profane,  'tis  vain  for  mo  to  guess  : 
It  may  bo  lost  in  date  remote  and  high, — 
Tliey  know  not  what  their  own  antiquity  : 
It  may  be,  too,  derived  from  cause  so  low, 
They  have  no  wish  their  origin  to  show  ; 
If,  as  Crusaders,  they  combined  to  wrest 
From  heathen  lords  tho  land  they  long  possess'd ; 
Or  were  at  first  some  harmless  club,  who  made 
Their  idle  meetings  solemn  l)y  parade  ; 
Is  but  conjecture — for  tho  task  vudit. 
Awe-struck  and  mute,  tho  puzzling  theme  I  quit : 
Yet,  if  such  blessings  from  their  order  How, 
We  should  be  glad  their  moral  code  to  know  ; 
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Trowels  of  silver  are  but  simple  things. 
And  aprons  worthless  as  their  npron -strings  ; 
But  if  indeed  you  have  the  skill  to  teach 
A  social  spirit,  now  beyond  our  reach  ; 
If  man's  warm  passions  you  can  guide  and  bmd, 
And  plant  the  virtues  in  the  wayward  mind  ; 
If  you  can  wake  to  Christian  love  tlie  heart, — 
In  mercy  something  of  your  powers  impart. 

But,  as  it  seems,  we  Masons  must  become 
To  know  the  secret,  and  must  then  be  dumb  ; 
And  as  we  venture  for  uncertain  gains. 
Perhaps  the  profit  is  not  worth  the  pains. 

When  Bruce,  that  dauntless  traveller,  thought  he  stood 
On  Nile's  first  rise,  the  fountain  of  tlie  flood, 
And  drank  exulting  in  the  sacred  spring. 
The  critics  told  him  it  was  no  such  thing  ; 
That  springs  unnumber'd  round  the  country  ran, 
But  none  could  show  him  where  the  first  began  : 
So  might  we  feci,  should  we  our  time  bestow, 
To  gain  these  secrets  and  these  signs  to  know  ; 
Might  question  still  if  all  the  truth  we  found, 
And  firmly  stood  upon  the  certain  ground  ; 
We  might  our  title  to  the  mystery  dread, 
And  fear  we  drank  not  at  the  river-head. 

'  Griggs  and  Gregorians  here  their  meetings  hold. 

Convivial  sects,  and  Bucks  alert  and  bold  ; 
A  kind  of  Masons,  but  without  their  sign  ;  _ 
The  bonds  of  imion— pleasure,  song,  and  wine. 
Man,  a  gregarious  creature,  lo\'Cs  to  fly 
Where  he  the  trackings  of  the  herd  can  spy  ; 
Still  to  be  one  witli  many  he  desires. 
Although  it  leads  him  through  the  thorns  and  briers. 

A  few  !  but  few  there  are,  who  in  the  mind 
Perpetual  source  of  consolation  find  : 
The  weaker  many  to  the  world  will  come 
For  comforts  seldom  to  be  found  from  homo. 

When  the  faint  hands  no  more  a  brimmer  hold, 
When  flannel-wreaths  the  \iscless  limbs  infold. 
The  breath  impeded,  and  the  bosom  cold  ;_ 
When  half  the  ]iillow'd  man  the  jx^lsy  chains. 
And  the  blood  falters  in  the  bloated  veins,— 
Then,  as  our  friends  no  further  aid  supply 
Than  hope's  cold  phrase  and  coiutesy's  soft  sigh, 
Wo  should  that  comfort  for  ourselves  insure. 
Which  friends  could  not,  if  we  could  friends  procure. 

Early  in  lite,  when  wo  can  laugh  aloud, 
There's  something  pleasant  in  a  social  crowd, 
Who  laugh  with  us— but  will  such  joy  remain, 
When  we  he  struggling  on  the  bed  of  pain  ? 
When  our  physician  tells  us  with  a  sigh, 
No  more  on  hope  and  science  to  rely. 
Life's  stall  is  useless  then  ;  with  labouring  breath 
Wo  pray  for  Hope  divine— the  staff  of  Death  ;— 
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This  is  a  scene  which  few  companions  grace. 

And  where  the  heart's  first  favourites  yields  their  place. 

Here  all  the  aid  of  man  to  man  must  end. 
Here  mounts  the  soul  to  her  eternal  Friend  : 
The  tenderest  love  must  liore  its  tie  resign. 
And  give  th'  aspirinpr  heart  to  love  divine. 

Men  feel  their  weakness,  and  to  numbers  run, 
Themselves  to  strengthen,  or  themselves  to  shun  ; 
But  though  to  this  our  weakness  may  be  prone, 
Let's  learn  to  Uve,  for  wo  must  die,  alone. 


LETTER  XI. 

All  the  comforts  of  life  in  a  tavern  are  known, 

'TJ8  his  home  who  possesses  not  one  of  his  own  ; 

And  to  him,  who  has  riithnr  too  much  of  that  one» 

'Tis  the  house  of  a  friend  where  he's  welcome  to  run  ; 

The  instant  you  enter  my  door  you're  my  Lord, 

"With  whose  taste  and  whose  pleasure  I'm  proud  to  accord  ; 

And  the  louder  you  call,  and  tlie  longer  you  stay. 

The  more  I  am  happy  tu  seiTc  and  obey. 

To  the  house  of  a  friend  if  you're  pleased  to  retire. 

You  must  all  things  admit,  you  must  all  things  admire  ; 

You  mufet  pay  with  ob.servance  the  price  of  your  treat, 

You  must  eat  what  is  praised,  and  must  praise  what  you  eat : 

But  here  you  may  come,  and  no  tax  we  require, 

You  may  loudly  condemn  what  you  greatly  atlmire  ; 

You  may  growl  at  our  wishes  and  pains  to  excel. 

And  may  snarl  at  the  rascals  who  please  you  so  well. 

At  your  wish  we  attend,  and  confess  that  your  speech 
On  the  nation's  aflairs  uiight  the  minister  teach  ; 
His  views  you  may  hiaine,  and  his  measures  oppose. 
There's  no  tavern-treason— you're  under  the  Hose  ; 
Should  rijbellions  arise  in  your  own  little  state, 
"With  me  you  may  safely  their  consefiuence  wait ; 
To  recruit  your  lost  spirits  'tis  prudent  to  come. 
And  to  fly  to  a  friend  when  the  devil 's  at  home. 

That  I've  faults  is  confessed  ;  but  it  won't  he  denied, 

Tis  my  intere.-t  the  faults  of  my  neighbours  tr>  hide  : 

If  I've  sometimes  lent  Scandal  occasion  to  prate, 

I've  <){iA--n  conceal'd  what  she  loved  to  relate  ; 

If  to  Justice's  bar  some  have  wandcr'd  from  mine, 

*Twas  because  the  dull  rogues  wouldn't  stay  by  their  wine  ; 

And  for  bniwls  at  my  house,  well  the  poet  explains. 

That  men  drink  shallow  draughts,  and  so  madden  their  brains. 

INNS. 

A  difflcnlt  Subject  for  Toetry— Invocation  of  the  Rluse— Description  of  the  principal  Inn 
and  those  of  the  first  Class— The  large  deserted  Tavem— Tho>c  of  a  second  Ortlcr  -Their 
Company— One  of  particular  Description — A  lower  kind  of  rul»lic-houBeH  ;  yet  dis- 
tinguished among  thtmselves— House.'*  on  the  Quays  for  Sailors — The  Qreou  Man  ;  ita 
Landlord,  and  the  Adventure  of  his  Marriage,  &c. 

Mucn  do  I  need,  and  therefore  will  I  ask, 
A  Muse  to  aid  mo  in  my  present  task  ; 
For  then  with  special  cause  wo  boff  for  aid, 
When  of  our  subject  we  are  most  afraid  : 
Inns  are  this  subject — 'tis  an  ill-drawn  lot, 
So,  thou  who  gravely  trillest,  fail  mo  not  ; 
Fail  not,  but  haste,  and  to  my  memory  bring 
Scenes  yet  unsung,  which  few  would  choose  to  sing  ; 
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Thou  mad'st  a  Shilling  splendid  ;  thou  hast  thrown 
On  humble  themes  the  graces  all  thine  own  ; 
By  thee  the  Mistress  of  a  Village-school 
Became  a  queen  enthroned  upon  her  stool  ; 
And  far  beyond  the  rest  thou  gav'st  to  shine 
Belinda's  Lock — that  deathless  work  was  thine. 

Come,  lend  thy  cheerful  light,  and  give  to  please. 
These  seats  of  revelrj',  these  scenes  of  ease  : 
Who  sings  of  inns  much  danger  has  to  dread, 
And  neeils  assistance  from  the  fountain-head. 

High  in  the  street,  o'erlooking  all  the  place, 
The  rampant  Lion  shows  his  kingly  face  ; 
His  ample  jaws  extend  fi'om  side  to  side, 
His  eyes  are  glaring,  and  his  nostrils  wide  ; 
In  silver  shag  the  sovereign  form  is  dress'd, 
A  mane  horrific  sweeps  his  ample  chest ; 
Elate  with  pride,  he  seems  t'  assert  his  reign. 
And  stands  the  glory  of  his  wide  domain. 

Yet  nothing  dreadful  to  his  friends  the  sight, 
But  sign  and  pledge  of  welcome  and  delight. 
To  him  the  noblest  guest  the  town  detains 
Flies  for  repast,  and  in  his  court  remains ; 
Him  too  the  crowd  with  longing  looks  admire, 
Sigh  for  his  joys,  and  modestly  retire  ; 
Here  not  a  comfort  shall  to  them  be  lost 
Who  never  ask  or  never  feel  the  cost. 

The  ample  yards  on  either  side  contain 
Buildings  where  order  and  distinction  reign  ; — 
The  splendid  carriage  of  the  wealthier  guest, 
The  ready  chaise  and  driver  smartly  dress'd  ; 
Whiskeys  and  gigs  and  ciuricles  are  there. 
And  high-fed  prancers  many  a  raw-boned  pair. 
On  all  without  a  lordly  host  sustains 
The  care  of  empire,  and  observant  reigns  ; 
The  parting  guest  beholds  him  at  his  side. 
With  pomp  obsequious,  bending  in  his  pride  ; 
Round  all  the  place  his  eyes  all  objects  meet, 
Attentive,  silent,  civil,  and  discreet. 
O'er  all  within  the  lady-hostess  rules, 
Her  bar  she  governs,  and  her  kitchen  schools  ; 
To  every  guest  th'  appropriate  speech  is  made, 
And  every  duty  with  distinction  paid  ; 
Respectful,  easy,  pleasant,  or  polite — 
"  Your  honour's  servant " — "  Mister  Smith,  good  night." 

Next,  but  not  near,  yet  honour'd  through  the  town. 
There  swing,  incongruous  pair  !  the  BearM\<\.  Croioi  : 
That  Crown  suspended  gems  and  ribands  deck, 
A  golden  chain  hangs  o'er  that  furry  neck  : 
Unlike  the  nobler  beast,  the  Bear  is  bound. 
And  with  the  Crown  so  near  him,  scowls  uncro^ra'd  ; 
Less  his  dominion,  but  alert  are  all 
Without,  within,  and  ready  for  the  call  ; 
Smart  lads  and  light  nm  nimbly  here  and  there. 
Nor  for  neglected  duties  mourns  the  Bear. 
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To  his  retreats,  on  the  election-day. 
The  losing  party  found  their  silent  way  ; 
There  they  partook  of  each  consoling  good, 
Like  him  uncrown'd,  like  him  in  sullen  mood — 
Threat'uing,  but  bound. — Here  meet  a  social  kind, 
Our  various  clubs  for  various  cause  combined  ; 
Nor  has  he  pride,  but  thankful  lakes  as  gain 
The  dewdrops  shaken  from  the  Lion's  mane : 
A  thriving  couple  here  their  skill  display. 
And  share  the  profits  of  no  vulgar  sway. 

Third  in  our  Borough's  list  appears  the  sign 
Of  a  fair  queen — the  gracious  Caroline  ; 
But  in  decay — each  feature  in  the  tace 
Has  stain  of  time,  and  token  of  disgrace. 
The  storm  of  winter,  and  the  summer  sun, 
Have  on  that  form  their  equal  mischief  done  ; 
The  features  now  are  all  disfigured  seen, 
And  not  one  charm  adorns  th'  insulted  queen. 
To  this  poor  face  was  never  paint  applied, 
Th'  unseemly  work  of  cruel  Time  to  hide  ; 
Here  we  may  rightly  such  neglect  upbraid. 
Paint  on  such  faces  is  by  prudence  laid. 
Large  the  domain,  but  all  within  combine 
To  coiTCspond  with  the  dishonour'd  sign  ; 
And  all  aroimd  dilapidates  ;  you  call — 
But  none  replies — they're  inattentive  all : 
At  length  a  ruin'd  stable  holds  your  steed, 
While  you  through  large  and  dirty  rooms  proceed, 
Spacious  and  cold  ;  a  proof  they  once  had  been 
In  honour, — now  magnificently  mean; 
Till  in  some  small  half-furnish'd  room  you  rest, 
Whose  dying  fire  denotes  it  had  a  guest. 
In  those  you  pass'd,  where  former  splendour  reig^'d, 
You  saw  the  carpets  torn,  the  paper  stain'd  ; 
Squares  of  discordant  glass  in  windows  fix'd, 
And  paper  oil'd^in  many  a  space  betwixt ; 
A  soil'd  and  broken  sconce,  a  mirror  crack'd, 
With  table  underpropp'd,  and  chairs  new  back'd  ; 
A  mai'ble  side-slab  with  ten  thousand  stains. 
And  all  an  ancient  tavern's  poor  remains. 

With  much  entreaty,  they  yoiu-  food  prepare. 
And  acid  wine  aflord,  with  meagre  fare  ; 
Heartless  you  sup  ;  and  when  a  dozen  times 
You've  read  the  fractured  window's  senseless  rhymes, 
Have  been  assured  that  Phosbe  Green  was  fair. 
And  Peter  Jackson  took  his  supper  there  ; 
You  reach  a  chilling  chamber,  whore  you  dread 
Damps,  hot  or  cold,  from  a  tremendous  bed  ; 
Late  comes  your  sleep,  and  you  are  waken'd  soon 
By  rustling  tatters  of  the  old  iestoou. 

O'er  this  largo  building,  thus  by  time  defaced, 
A  servile  couple  has  its  owner  placed, 
Who  not  immindful  that  its  stylo  is  large, 
To  lost  magnilicenco  adapt  their  charge  : 
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Thus  an  old  beauty,  who  has  long  declined, 
Keeps  formei-  dues  and  dignity  in  mind  ; 
And  wills  that  all  attention  should  be  paid 
For  graces  vanish'd  and  for  charms  decay'd. 

Few  years  have  pass'd,  since  brightly  'cross  the  way, 
Lights  from  each  window  shot  the  lengthen'd  ray. 
And  busy  looks  in  every  face  were  seen, 
Through  the  warm  precincts  of  the  reigning  queen  ; 
There  fires  inviting  blazed,  and  all  around 
Was  heard  the  tinkling  bells'  seducing  sound  ; 
The  nimble  waiters  to  that  sound  from  far 
Sprang  to  the  call,  then  hasten'd  to  the  bar  ; 
Where  a  glad  priestess  of  the  temple  sway'd, 
The  most  obedient,  and  the  most  obey'd  ; 
Rosy  and  round,  adorn'd  in  crimson  vest, 
And  flaming  ribands  at  her  ample  breast ; 
She,  skiil'd  like  Circe,  tried  her  guests  to  move 
With  looks  of  welcome  and  with  words  ot  love  ; 
And  such  her  potent  charms,  that  men  unwise 
Were  soon  transform'd  and  fitted  for  the  sties. 

Her  port  in  bottles  stood,  a  well-stain'd  row, 
Drawn  for  the  evening  from  the  pipe  below  ; 
Three  powerful  spirits  fiU'd  a  parted  case. 
Some  cordial  bottles  stood  in  secret  place  ; 
Fair  acid  fruits  in  nets  above  were  seen. 
Her  plate  was  splendid,  and  her  glasses  clean  ; 
Basins  and  bowls  were  ready  on  the  stand. 
And  measures  clatter'd  in  her  powerful  hand. 

Inferior  houses  now  our  notice  claim. 
But  who  shall  deal  them  their  appropriate  fame  ? 
Who  shall  the  nice,  yet  known  distinction,  tell. 
Between  the  Peal  complete  and  single  Bell  f 

Determine  j^e,  who  on  your  shining  nags 
Wear  oil-skin  beavers,  and  bear  seal-skin  bags  ; 
Or  ye,  grave  topers,  who  with  coy  delight 
Snugly  enjoy  the  sweetness  of  the  night ; 
Ye  travellers  all,  superior  inns  denied 
By  moderate  purse,  the  low  by  decent  pride  ; 
Come  and  determine, — will  you  take  your  place 
At  the  full  Orb,  or  half  tho  lunar  Face  ? 
With  the  Black  Hoy  or  Angel  will  ye  dine  ? 
Will  ye  ajiprove  the  Fountain  or  the  Vine7 
Horses  the  White  or  Black  will  ye  prefer  ? 
The  Silver  Siran  or  Swa/i  opposed  to  her  — 
Rare  bird  !  whose  form  the  ravcn-])lumago  decks, 
And  graceful  curve  her  three  alluring  necks  ? 
All  these  a  decent  entertainment  give, 
And  by  their  comforts  comfortably  life. 

Shall  I  pass  by  the  Boar  I — there  are  who  cry, 
"  Beware  the  Boar,"  and  pass  determined  by  : 
Those  dreadful  tusks,  those  little  peering  eyes 
And  churning  chaps,  are  tokens  to  the  wise. 
There  dwells  a  kind  old  aunt,  and  there  you  sco 
Some  kind  young  nieces  in  her  company  ; 
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Poor  village  nieces,  whom  the  tender  dame 

Invites  to  town,  and  gives  their  beauty  fame  ; 

The  grateful  sisters  feel  th'  important  aid. 

And  the  good  aunt  is  flatter'd  and  repaid. 

What,  though  it  ma}'  some  cool  observers  stiike. 

That  such  fair  sisters  should  be  so  imlike  ; 

That  still  another  and  another  comes. 

And  at  the  matron's  table  smiles  and  blooms ; 

That  all  appear  as  if  they  meant  to  stay 

Time  undefined,  nor  name  a  parting  day  ; 

And  yet,  though  all  are  valued,  all  are  dear, 

Causeless  they  go,  and  seldom  more  appear. 
Yet  let  Suspicion  hide  her  odious  head, 

And  Scandal  vengeance  fi-om  a  burgess  dread  ; 

A  pious  friend,  who  with  the  ancient  dame 

At  sober  cribbage  takes  an  evening  game  ; 

His  cup  beside  him,  through  their  play  he  quaffs. 

And  oft  renews,  and  innocently  laughs  ; 

Or  growing  serious,  to  the  text  resorts, 

And  ii-om  the  Sunday  sermon  makes  reports  ; 

While  all,  with  grateful  glee  his  wish  attend, 

A  grave  protector  and  a  powerful  friend  : 

But  Slander  says,  who  indistinctly  sees. 

Once  he  was  caught  with  Sylvia  on  his  knees  ; — 

A  cautious  burgess  with  a  careful  wife 

To  be  so  caught ! — 'tis  false,  upon  my  hfe. 
Next  are  a  lower  kind,  yet  not  so  low 

But  they,  among  them,  their  distinctions  know  ; 

And  when  a  thriving  landlord  aims  so  high. 

As  to  exchange  the  Chequer  for  the  Pye, 

Or  from  Duke  William  to  the  Dog  repairs. 
He  takes  a  finer  coat  and  fiercer  airs. 

Pleased  with  his  power,  the  poor  man  loves  to  say 
What  favourite  inn  shall  share  his  evening's  pay  ; 
Where  he  shall  sit  the  social  hour,  and  lose 
His  past  day's  labours  and  his  next  day's  views. 
Our  seamen  too  have  choice  ;  one  takes  a  trip 
In  the  warm  cabin  of  his  favourite  iikip  ; 
And  on  the  morrow  in  the  humbler  Boat 
He  rows  till  fancy  feels  herself  afloat  ; 
Can  ho  the  sh^n— Three  Jolly  Sailors — pass. 
Who  hears  a  fiddle,  and  who  sees  a  lass  ? 
The  A  rickor  too  affords  the  seaman  joys. 
In  small  smoked  room,  all  clamour,  crowd,  and  noise  : 
Where  a  curved  settle  half  surrounds  the  fire. 
Where  fifty  voices  purl  and  punch  require  ; 
They  come  for  pleasure  in  their  leisure  hour. 
And  they  enjoy  it  to  their  utmost  power ; 
Standing  they  drink,  they  swearing  smoke,  while  all 
Call,  or  make  ready  for  a  second  call : 
There  is  no  time  for  trifling — "  Do  ye  see  ? 
We  drink  and  drub  the  French  extempore." 

See  !  i-ound  the  room,  on  every  beam  and  bulk 
Are  mingled  scrolls  of  hieroglyphic  chalk  ; 
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Yet  nothing  heeded — would  one  stroke  suffice 
To  blot  out  all,  here  honour  is  too  nice, — 
"  Let  knavish  landsmen  think  such  dirty  things. 
We're  British  tars,  and  British  tars  are  kings." 

But  the  Green  Man  shall  1  pass  by  unsung, 
Which  mine  own  James  upon  his  sign-post  hung  ? 
His  sign  his  image, — for  he  once  was  seen 
A  squire's  attendant,  clad  in  keeper's  green  ; 
Ere  yet,  with  wages  more  and  honour  less. 
He  stood  behind  me  in  a  graver  dress. 

James  in  an  evil  hour  went  forth  to  woo 
Young  Juliet  Hart,  and  was  her  Romeo  : 
They'd  seen  the  play,  and  thought  it  vastly  sweet 
For  two  j'oung  lovers  by  the  moon  to  meet ; 
The  nymph  was  gentle,  of  her  favours  free. 
E'en  at  a  word — no  Rosalind  was  she  ; 
Nor,  like  that  other  Juliet,  tried  his  truth 
With — "  Be  thy  purpose  marriage,  gentle  youth?" 
But  him  received,  and  heard  his  tender  tale 
When  sang  the  lark,  and  when  the  nightingale : 
So  in  few  months  the  generous  lass  was  seen 
I'  the  way  that  all  tlie  Capulets  had  been. 

Then  first  repentance  seized  the  amorous  man, 
And— shame  on  love  ! — he  reason'd  and  he  ran  ; 
The  thoughtful  Romeo  trembled  for  his  purse, 
And  the  sad  sounds,  "for  better  and  for  worse." 

Yet  could  the  lover  not  so  far  withdraw, 
But  he  was  haunted  both  by  Love  and  Law  ; 
Now  Law  dismay'd  him  as  he  view'd  its  fangs. 
Now  Pity  seized  him  for  his  Juliet's  pangs  ; 
Then  thoughts  of  justice  and  some  dread  of  jail. 
Where  all  would  blame  him,  and  where  none  might  bail ; 
These  drew  him  back,  till  Juliet's  hut  appear'd, 
Where  love  had  drawn  him  when  he  should  have  fear'd. 

There  sat  the  father  in  his  wicker  throne. 
Uttering  his  curses  in  tremendous  tone  : 
With  foulest  names  his  daughter  he  reviled. 
And  look'd  a  very  Herod  at  the  child  ; 
Nor  was  she  patient,  but  with  equal  scorn 
Bade  him  remember  when  his  Joe  was  born  : 
Then  rose  the  mother,  eager  to  begin 
Her  plea  for  frailty,  when  the  swain  came  in. 

To  him  she  turn'd,  and  other  theme  began, 
Show'd  him  his  boy,  and  bade  him  bo  a  man  : 
"An  honest  man,  who,  when  he  breaks  tho  laws, 
Will  make  a  woman  honest  if  there's  cause." 
With  lengthen'd  speech  she  proved  what  came  to  pass 
Was  no  reflection  on  a  loving  lass  : 
"  II  she  your  love  as  wife  and  mother  claim, 
What  can  it  matter  which  was  first  tho  name  ? 
But  'tis  most  base,  'tis  perjury  and  theft. 
When  a  lost  girl  is  like  a  widow  left ; 

The  rogue  who  ruins "  here  the  father  found 

His  spouse  was  treading  on  forbidden  ground. 
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" That's  not  the  point,"  quoth  he  ;  "I  don't  suppose 
My  good  friend  Fletcher  to  be  one  of  those  : 
What's  done  amiss  he'll  mend  in  proper  time — 
I  hate  to  hear  of  villany  and  crime  : 
'Twas  ray  misfortune,  in  the  days  of  youth. 
To  find  two  lasses  pleading  for  m}^  truth  ; 
The  case  was  hard,  I  would  with  all  my  soul 
Have  wedded  both,  but  law  is  our  control  : 
So  one  I  took,  and  when  we  gain'd  a  home, 
Her  friend  agreed — what  could  she  more  ? — to  come  ; 
And  when  she  found  that  I'd  a  widow'd  bed. 
Me  she  desired — what  could  I  less  ? — to  wed. 
An  easier  case  is  yours  :  you've  not  the  smart 
That  two  fond  pleaders  cause  in  one  man's  heart. 
You've  not  to  wait  from  year  to  year  distress' d, 
Before  your  conscience  can  be  laid  at  rest ; 
There  smiles  j'our  bride,  there  sprawls  j'our  new-born  son — 
A  ring,  a  license,  and  the  thing  is  done." 

"  My  loving  James," — the  lass  began  her  plea, 
"  I'll  make  thy  reason  take  a  part  with  me  ; 
Had  I  been  froward,  skittish,  or  unkind. 
Or  to  thy  person  or  thy  passion  blind  ; 
Had  I  refused,  when  'twas  thy  part  to  pray, 
Or  put  thee  off  with  promise  and  delay  ; 
Thou  mightst  in  justice  and  in  conscience  fly, 
Denying  her  who  taught  thee  to  deny  : 
But,  James,  with  me  thou  hadst  an  easier  task, 
Bonds  and  conditions  I  forbore  to  ask  ; 
I  laid  no  traps  for  thee,  no  plots  or  plans, 
Nor  marriage  named  by  license  or  by  banns  ; 
Nor  would  I  now  the  parson's  aid  employ, 
But  for  this  cause," — and  up  she  held  her  boy. 

Motives  like  these  could  heart  of  flesh  resist  ? 
James  took  the  inf  int  and  in  triumph  kiss'd  ; 
Then  to  his  mother's  arms  the  child  restored, 
Made  his  proud  speech,  and  pledged  his  worthy  word. 

"  Three  times  at  church  our  banns  shall  publish'd  be. 
Thy  health  be  drunk  in  Vjumpers  three  times  three ; 
And  thou  shalt  grace  (bcdeck'd  in  garments  gay) 
The  christening-dinner  on  the  wedding-day. ' 

James  at  my  door  then  made  his  parting  bow. 
Took  the  Green  Man,  and  is  a  master  now. 
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LETTEE  XII. 

These  are  monarchs  none  respect. 

Heroes,  yet  an  hnnibled  crew, 
Kobles,  whom  the  crowd  correct. 

Wealthy  men,  whom  duns  pursue  ; 
Beauties,  shrinking  from  the  view 

01  the  day's  detecting  eye  ; 
Lovers,  who  with  much  ado 
L  lUg-forsaken  damsels  woo. 

And  heave  the  Ul-leign'd  sigh. 

These  are  misers,  craving  means 

Of  existence  through  the  day, 
F  tmous  scliolars,  conning  scenes 

Of  a  dull  bewildering  play  ; 
Kagged  beaux  and  misses  grey, 

Wliom  the  rabble  pniise  and  blame  ; 
Proud  and  mean,  and  s.ad  and  gay. 
Toiling  after  ease,  are  they. 

Infamous,*  and  boasting  fame. 

PLATERS. 

They  arrive  in  the  Borough — Welcomed  by  their  former  Friends — Are  better  fitted  for 
Comic  than  Tragic  Scenes  :  yet  better  approved  in  the  latter  by  one  Part  of  tlu-ir 
Audience — Their  general  <'har,aeter  and  Pleasanti-y— Particular  Distresses  and  Labours — 
Their  Fortitude  and  Patience — A  private  Rehearsal — The  Vanity  of  the  aged  Actress —  A 
Heroine  from  the  Milliner's  Shop — A  deluded  Tradesman — Of  what  Persons  the  Com- 
pany is  comjiosed^Character  and  Adventures  of  Frederick  Thompson. 

Dra'W'n  by  the  annual  call,  we  now  behold 

Our  Troop  Dramatic,  heroes  known  of  old, 

And  those,  since  last  they  march'd,  enlisted  and  enroll'd  : 

Mounted  on  hacks  or  borne  in  waggons  some, 

The  rest  on  foot  (the  humbler  brethren)  come. 

Three  favour'd  places,  an  unequal  time, 

Join  to  support  this  company  sublime  : 

Ours  for  the  longer  period — see  how  light 

Yon  parties  move,  their  former  fi'ionds  in  sight, 

Whose  claims  are  all  allow'd,  and  friendship  glads  the  night. 

Kow  public  rooms  shall  sounil  ■with  words  divine, 

And  private  lodgings  hear  how  heroes  shine ; 

No  talk  of  pay  shall  yet  on  })leasnre  steal. 

But  kindest  welcome  bless  the  friendly  meal  ; 

While  o'er  the  social  jug  and  decent  cheer. 

Shall  be  described  the  fortunes  of  the  year. 

Peruse  these  bills,  and  see  what  each  can  do, — 
Behold  !  the  prince,  the  slave,  the  monk,  the  Jew  ; 
Change  but  the  garment,  and  they'll  all  engage 
To  take  each  part,  and  act  in  every  ago  ; 
Cull'd  from  all  houses,  what  a  house  are  they  ! 
Swept  from  all  barns,  our  Borough-critics  say  ; 
But  with  some  jiortion  of  a  critic's  ire, 
We  all  endure  them  ;  there  are  some  admire  ; 
They  might  have  praise  confined  to  farce  alone  ; 
Full  Well  they  grin,  they  should  not  try  to  groan  ; 
But  then  our  servants'  and  our  scamen'i?  wives 
Love  all  that  rant  and  rapture  as  their  lives  : 

•  strolling  playeri  are  thus  held  in  a  legal  sease. 
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He  who  Squire  Richard's  part  could  well  sustain, 

Finds  as  King  Richard  he  must  roar  amain — 

"  My  horse  !  my  horse  !  "— Lo  !  now  to  their  abodes, 

Come  lords  and  lovers,  empresses  and  gods. 

The  master-mover  of  these  scenes  has  made 

No  trifling  gain  in  this  adventurous  trade  ; 

Trade  we  may  term  it,  for  he  duly  buys 

Arms  out  of  use  and  undirected  eyes  ; 

These  he  instructs,  and  guides  them  as  he  can. 

And  vends  each  night  the  manufactured  man  : 

Long  as  our  custom  lasts  they  gladly  stay, 

Then  strike  their  tents,  like  Tartars  !  and  away  ! 

The  place  grows  bare  where  they  too  long  remain, 

But  grass  will  rise  ere  they  return  again. 

Children  of  Thespes,  welcome  !  knights  and  queens  ! 
Counts!  barons!  beauties!  when  before  your  scenes. 
And  mighty  monarchs  thund'ring  from  your  throne  ; 
Then  step  behind,  and  all  your  glory 's  gone  : 
Of  crown  and  palace,  throne  and  guards  bereft. 
The  pomp  is  vanish'd  and  the  care  is  left. 
Yet  strong  and  lively  is  the  joy  they  feel. 
When  the  full  house  secures  the  plenteous  meal ; 
Flatt'ring  and  flatter'd,  each  attempts  to  raise 
A  brother's  merits  for  a  brother's  praise  : 
For  never  hero  shows  a  prouder  heart. 
Than  he  who  proudly  acts  a  hero's  part  ; 
Nor  without  cause  ;  the  boards,  we  know,  can  yield 
Place  for  fierce  contest,  like  the  tented  field. 

Graceful  to  tread  the  stage,  to  be  in  turn 
The  pnnce  we  honour,  and  the  knave  we  spurn  ; 
Bravely  to  bear  the  tumult  of  the  crowd, 
The  hiss  tremendous,  and  the  censure  loud  : 
These  are  their  parts, — and  ho  who  these  sustains. 
Deserves  some  praise  and  profit  fcjr  his  pains. 
Heroes  at  least  of  gentler  kind  are  they. 
Against  whose  swords  no  weeping  widows  pray. 
No  blood  their  fury  sheds,  nor  havoc  marks  their  way. 

Sad  happy  race  !  soon  raised  and  soon  depress'd. 
Your  days  all  pass'd  in  jeopardy  and  jest ; 
Poor  without  prudence,  with  afflictions  vain, 
Not  warn'd  by  misery,  not  enrich'd  by  gain  : 
Whom  Justice,  pitying,  chides  from  place  to  place, 
A  wandering,  careless,  wretched,  merry  race, 
Who  cheerfid  looks  assume,  and  play  the  pares 
Of  happy  rovers  with  repining  hearts  ; 
Then  cast  off  care,  and  in  the  mimic  pain 
Of  tragic  woe  feel  spirits  light  and  vain, 
Distress  and  hope — the  mind's  tiio  body's  wear. 
The  man's  affliction,  and  the  actor's  tear  : 
Alternate  times  of  fasting  and  excess 
Are  yours,  ye  smiling  children  of  distress. 

Slaves  though  ye  be,  your  wand'ring  freedom  seome, 
And  with  your  varying  views  and  restless  schemes, 
Your  griefs  are  trp.nsient,  as  your  joys  are  dreams. 
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Yet  keen  those  gi-iefe — ah  !  what  avail  thy  charms. 
Fair  Juliet !  what  that  infant  in  thine  arms  ; 
What  those  heroic  lines  thy  patience  learns. 
What  all  the  aid  thy  present  Romeo  earns, 
Whilst  thou  art  crowded  in  that  lumbering  wain 
With  all  thy  plaintive  sisters  to  complain '! 

Nor  is  there  lack  of  labour — To  rehearse, 
Day  after  day,  poor  scraps  of  prose  and  verse  ; 
To  bear  each  other's  spirit,  pride,  and  spite  ; 
To  hide  in  rant  the  heart-ache  of  the  night ; 
To  dress  in  gaudy  patchwork,  and  to  force 
The  mind  to  think  on  the  appointed  course  ; — 
This  is  laborious,  and  may  be  defined 
The  bootless  labour  of  the  thriftless  mind. 

There  is  a  veteran  dame  :  I  see  her  stand 
Intent  and  pensive  with  her  book  in  hand  ; 
Awhile  her  thoughts  she  forces  on  her  part. 
Then  dwells  on  objects  nearer  to  the  heart  ; 
Across  the  room  she  paces,  gets  her  tone, 
And  fits  her  features  for  the  Danish  throne  ; 
To-night  a  queen — I  mark  her  motion  slow, 
I  hear  her  speech,  and  Hamlet's  mother  know. 

Methinks  'tis  pitilul  to  see  her  try 
For  strength  of  arms  and  energy  of  eye  ; 
With  vigour  lost,  and  spirits  worn  away, 
Her  pomjj  and  pride  she  labours  to  display  ; 
And  when  awhile  she's  tried  her  part  to  act, 
To  find  her  thoughts  arrested  by  some  fact ; 
When  struggles  more  and  more  severe  arc  seen, 
In  the  plain  actress  than  the  Danish  queen, — 
At  length  she  feels  her  part,  she  finds  delight. 
And  fancies  all  the  j^laudits  of  the  night ; 
Old  as  she  is,  she  smiles  at  every  speech, 
And  thinks  no  youthful  part  beyond  her  reach. 
But  as  the  mist  of  vanity  again 
Is  blown  away,  by  press  of  present  pain. 
Sad  and  in  doubt  she  to  her  jjurse  applies 
For  cause  of  comfort,  where  no  comfort  lies  : 
Then  to  her  task  she  sighing  turns  again — 
"  Oh  !  Hamlet,  thou  hast  cleft  my  heart  in  twain  !  " 

And  who  that  poor,  consumj3tive,  wither'd  thing. 
Who  strains  her  slender  throat  and  strives  to  sing  ? 
Panting  for  breath  and  forced  her  voice  to  drop. 
And  far  unlike  the  inmate  of  the  shop. 
Where  she,  in  youth  and  health,  alert  and  gay, 
Laugh'd  off  at  night  the  labours  of  the  day  ; 
With  novels,  veiscs,  fancy's  fertile  powers. 
And  sister-converse  pass'd  the  evening  hours  ; 
But  Cynthia's  soul  was  soft,  her  wishes  strong. 
Her  judgment  weak,  and  her  conclusions  wrong  : 
The  morning  call  and  counter  were  her  dread. 
And  her  contempt  the  needle  and  the  thread  ; 
But  when  she  read  a  gentle  damsel's  part, 
Her  woe,  her  wish  !  she  had  them  all  by  heart. 
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At  length  the  hero  of  the  boards  drew  nigh. 
Who  spake  of  love  till  sigh  re-echo'd  sigh  ; 
He  told  in  honej^'d  wortls  his  deathless  flame. 
And  she  his  own  by  tender  vows  became  ; 
Nor  ring  nor  license  needed  souls  so  fond, 
Alfonso's  passion  was  his  Cynthia's  bond : 
And  thus  the  simple  girl,  to  shame  betraj''d, 
Sinks  to  the  grave  forsaken  and  dismay'd. 

Sick  without  pity,  sorrowing  without  hope, 
See  her  !  the  grief  and  scandal  of  the  troop  ; 
A  %vretched  martyr  to  a  childish  pride, 
Her  woe  insulted,  and  her  praise  denied  ; 
Her  humble  talents,  though  derided,  used  ; 
Her  prospects  lost,  her  confidence  abused  ; 
All  that  remains — for  she  not  long  can  brave 
Increase  of  evils — is  an  early  grave. 

Ye  gentle  Cynthias  of  the  shop,  take  heed 
What  dreams  ye  cherish,  and  what  books  ye  read  ! 

A  decent  sum  had  Peter  Nottaqe  mado 
By  joining  bricks — to  him  a  thriving  trade  : 
Of  his  employment  master  and  his  wife, 
This  humble  tradesman  led  a  lordly  life  ; 
The  house  of  kings  and  heroes  lack'd  repairs. 
And  Peter,  though  reluctant,  served  the  pla3'ers  : 
Connected  thus,  he  heard  in  way  polite, — 
"  Come,  Master  Nottage,  see  us  play  to-night." 
At  first  'twas  folly,  nonsense,  idle  stuff ; 
But  seen  for  nothing  it  grew  well  enough  ; 
And  better  now — now  best,  and  every  night, 
In  this  fool's  paradise  he  drank  delight ; 
And  as  he  felt  the  bliss,  he  wish'd  to  know 
Whence  all  this  rapture  and  these  joys  could  flow  ; 
For  if  the  seeing  could  such  pleasure  bring, 
What  must  the  feeling  ? — feeling  like  a  king? 

In  vain  his  wife,  his  uncle,  and  his  friend. 
Cried,  "Peter  !  Peter  !  lot  such  follies  end  ; 
'Tis  well  enough  these  vagabonds  to  see, 
But  would  you  partner  with  a  showman  be  ?  " 

"  Showman  !  "  said  Peter,  "  did  not  Quin  and  Clive, 
And  Roscius-Garrick  by  the  science  thrive  ? 
Showman  ! — 'tis  scandal ;  I'm  by  genius  led 
To  join  a  class  who've  Shakspeare  at  their  head." 

Poor  Peter  thus  by  easy  steps  became 
A  dreaming  candidate  for  scenic  fame, 
And,  after  years  consumed,  iiifh-m  and  poor, 
He  sits  and  takes  the  tickets  at  the  door. 

Ot  various  men  these  marching  troops  are  made, — 
Pon-spurning  clerks,  and  lads  contemning  trade  ; 
Waiters  and  servants  by  confinement  teased. 
And  youths  of  wealth  by  dissipation  eased  ; 
With  feeling  nymphs,  who,  such  resource  at  hand, 
Scorn  to  obey  the  rigoiu'  of  command  ; 
Some,  who  from  higher  views  by  vice  are  won. 
And  some  of  either  sex  by  love  undone ; 
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The  greater  part  lamenting  as  their  fall, 
What  some  an  honour  and  advancement  call. 

There  are  who  names  in  shame  or  fear  assume, 
And  hence  our  Bevilles  and  our  Savilles  come  ; 
It  honours  him,  from  tailor's  board  kick'd  down. 
As  Mister  Dormer  to  amuse  the  town  ; 
Falling,  he  rises  :  but  a  kind  there  are 
Who  dwell  on  former  prospects,  and  despair  ; 
Justly  but  vainly  they  their  fate  deplore. 
And  mourn  their  fall,  who  fell  to  rise  no  more. 

Our  merchant  Thompson,  with  his  sons  around, 
Most  mind  and  talent  in  his  Frederick  found  : 
He  was  so  lively,  that  his  mother  knew. 
If  he  were  taught,  that  honour  must  ensue  ; 
The  father's  views  were  in  a  difi'erent  line, — 
But  if  at  college,  he  were  sure  to  shine. 
Then  should  he  go — to  prosper  who  could  doubt  ? 
When  schoolboy  stigmas  would  be  all  wash'd  out  ; 
For  there  were  marks  upon  his  youthful  face, 
'Twixt  vice  and  error — a  neglected  case — 
These  would  submit  to  skill ;  a  little  time, 
And  none  could  trace  the  error  or  the  crime  ; 
Then  let  him  go,  and  once  at  college,  he 
Might  choose  his  station — what  would  Frederick  be  ? 

'Twas  soon  determined — He  could  not  descend 
To  pedant  laws  and  lectures  without  end  ; 
And  then  the  chapel — night  and  morn  to  pray. 
Or  mulct  and  threaten'd  if  he  kept  away  ; 
No  !  not  to  be  a  bishop — so  he  swore. 
And  at  his  college  he  was  seen  no  more. 

His  debts  all  paid,  the  father,  with  a  sigh. 
Placed  him  in  office — "  Do,  my  Frederick,  try  : 
Confine  thyself  a  few  short  months,  and  then — " 
He  tried  a  fortnight,  and  threw  down  the  pen. 
Again  demands  were  hush'd  :  "  My  son,  3'ou're  free, 
But  you're  unsettled  ;  take  your  chance  at  sea  :" 
So  in  few  days  the  midshipman,  equipp'd. 
Received  the  mother's  blessing,  and  was  shipp'd. 

Hard  was  her  fortune  !  soon  compell'd  to  meet 
The  wretched  stripling  staggering  through  the  street ; 
For,  rash,  impetuous,  insolent,  and  vain. 
The  captain  sent  him  to  his  friends  again  : 
About  the  Borough  roved  th'  uuliappy  boy, 
And  ate  the  bread  of  every  chance  employ  ! 
Of  friends  he  borrow'd,  and  the  parents  yet 
In  secret  fondness  autliorizeil  the  debt ; 
The  younger  sister,  still  a  child,  was  taught 
To  give  with  fei^n'd  aflright  the  pittance  sought ; 
For  now  the  father  cried — "  It  is  too  late 
For  trial  more — I  leave  him  to  Ins  fate  ;" 
Yet  left  him  not ;  and  with  a  kind  of  joy, 
The  mother  heard  of  her  desponding  boy. 
At  length  he  sicken'd,  and  he  found  when  sick, 
All  aid  was  ready,  all  attendance  quick  ; 
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A  fever  seized  him,  and  at  once  was  lost 
The  thought  of  trespass,  error,  crime,  and  cost : 
Th'  indulgent  parents  knelt  beside  the  youth, 
They  heard  his  promise  and  believed  his  truth  ; 
And  when  the  danger  lessen' d  on  their  view, 
They  cast  oflf  doubt,  and  hope  assurance  grew  ; — 
Nursed  by  his  sisters,  cherish'd  by  his  sire, 
Begg'd  to  be  glad,  encouraged  to  aspire. 
His  life,  they  said,  would  now  all  care  repay, 
And  he  might  date  his  prospects  from  that  day  ; 
A  son,  a  brother  to  his  home  received, 
They  hoped  for  all  things,  and  in  all  believed. 

And  now  will  pardon,  comfort,  kindness  draw 
The  youth  from  vice  ? — will  honour,  duty,  law  ? 
Alas  !  not  all :  the  more  the  trials  lent. 
The  less  he  seem'd  to  ponder  and  repent ; 
Headstrong,  determined  in  his  own  career. 
He  thought  reproof  unjust  and  truth  severe  ; 
The  soul's  disease  was  to  its  crisis  come. 
He  lirst  abused  and  then  abjured  his  home  ; 
And  when  he  chose  a  vagabond  to  be, 
He  made  his  shame  his  glory — "  I'll  be  free." 

Friends,  parents,  relatives,  hope,  reason,  love, 
With  anxious  ardour  for  that  empire  strove  ; 
In  vain  their  strife,  in  vain  the  means  applied. 
They  had  no  comfort,  but  that  all  were  tried  ; 
One  strong  vain  trial  made,  the  mind  to  move. 
Was  the  last  effort  of  parental  love. 

E'en  then  he  watch'd  his  father  from  his  home, 
And  to  his  mother  would  for  pity  come, 
Where,  as  he  made  her  tender  terrors  rise, 
Ho  talk'd  of  death,  and  threaten'd  for  supplies. 

Against  a  youth  so  vicious  and  undone, 
All  hearts  were  closed,  and  every  door  but  one  : 
The  Plaj^ers  received  him  ;  they  with  open  heart 
Gave  him  his  portion  and  assign 'd  his  part ; 
And  ere  three  days  were  added  to  his  life, 
He  found  a  home,  a  duty,  and  a  wife. 

His  present  friends,  though  they  were  nothing  nice. 
Nor  ask'd  how  vicious  ho,  or  what  his  vice, 
Still  they  expected  he  should  now  attend 
To  the  joint  duty  as  a  useful  friend  ; 
The  leader  too  declared,  with  frown  severe. 
That  none  should  pawn  a  robe  that  kings  might  wear  ; 
And  much  it  moved  him,  when  he  Hamlet  play'd. 
To  see  his  Father's  Ghost  so  dnuiken  made  ; 
Then  too  the  temper,  the  unbending  pride 
Of  this  ally  would  no  reproof  abide  : — 
So  leaving  these,  he  march'd  awa}'  and  join'd 
Another  troop,  and  other  goods  purloin'd  ; 
And  other  characters,  both  gay  and  sage, 
Sober  and  sad,  made  stagger  on  tlio  stage. 
Then  to  rebuke  with  arrogant  disdain, 
He  gave  abuse,  and  sought  a  homo  again. 
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Thus  changing  scenes,  but  with  unchanging  vice. 
Engaged  by  many,  but  with  no  one  twice  : 
Of  this,  a  last  and  poor  resource,  bereft. 
He  to  himself,  unhappy  guide  !  was  left — 
And  who  shall  say  where  guided  ?  to  what  seats 
Of  starving  villany  ?  of  thieves  and  cheats  ? 

In  that  sad  time  of  many  a  dismal  scene 
Had  he  a  witness,  not  inactive,  been  ; 
Had  leagued  with  petty  pilferers,  and  had  crept 
Where  of  each  sex  degraded  numbers  slept : 
With  such  associates  he  was  long  allied, 
Where  his  capacity  for  ill  was  tried, 
And  that  once  lost,  the  wretch  was  cast  aside  : 
For  now,  though  willing  with  the  worst  to  act, 
He  wanted  powers  for  an  important  fact ; 
And  while  he  felt  as  lawless  sj^irits  feel. 
His  hand  was  palsied,  and  he  couldn't  steal. 

By  these  rejected,  is  their  lot  so  strange. 
So  low  !  that  he  could  suffer  by  the  change  ? 
Yes  !  the  new  station  as  a  fall  we  judge — 
He  now  became  the  harlots'  humble  drudge, 
Their  drudge  in  common  !  they  combined  to  save 
Awhile  from  starving  their  submissive  slave  ; 
For  now  his  spii-it  left  him,  and  his  pride, 
His  scorn,  his  rancour,  and  resentment  died  ; 
Few  were  his  feelings — but  the  keenest  these. 
The  rage  of  hunger,  and  the  sigh  for  ease  ; 
He  who  abused  indulgence,  now  became 
By  want  subservient,  and  by  misery  tame  ; 
A  slave,  he  begg'd  forbearance  ;  bent  with  pain, 
He  shunn'd  the  blow, — "Ah  !  strike  mo  not  again." 

Thus  was  he  found  :  the  master  of  a  hoy 
Saw  the  sad  wretch  whom  he  had  known  a  boy ; 
At  first  in  doubt,  but  Frederick  laid  aside 
All  shame,  and  humbly  for  his  aid  applied  : 
He,  tamed  and  smitten  with  the  storms  gone  by, 
Look'd  for  compassion  through  one  living  eye, 
And  stretch'd  th'  unpalsied  hand  :  the  seaman  felt 
His  honest  heart  with  gentle  pity  melt, 
And  his  small  boon  with  clicerfui  frankness  dealt ; 
Then  made  inquiries  of  th'  unhappy  youth, 
Who  told,  nor  shame  forbade  liim,  all  the  truth. 

"Young  Frederick  Thompson,  to  a  chandler's  shop 
By  harlots  order'd,  and  afraid  to  stop  ! — 
What !  our  good  merchant's  favourite  to  be  seen 
In  state  so  loathsome  and  in  dress  so  mean  (  " — 

So  thought  the  seaman  as  he  bade  adieu. 
And,  when  in  port,  related  all  he  knew. 

But  time  vi'as  lost,  inquiry  came  too  late. 
Those  whom  he  served  knew  nothing  ot  his  fate  ; 
No  !  they  had  seized  on  what  the  sailor  gave. 
Nor  bore  resistance  from  their  abject  slave. 
The  spoil  obtain'd,  they  cast  him  from  the  door, 
Eobb'd,  beaten,  hungry,  pain'd,  diseased,  and  poor. 
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Then  Nature,  pointing  to  the  only  spot 
"Which  still  had  comfort  for  so  dire  a  lot, 
Although  so  feeble,  led  him  on  the  way. 
And  hope  look'd  forward  to  a  happier  day  : 
He  thought,  poor  prodigal  !  a  father  yet 
His  woes  would  pity  and  his  crimes  forget ; 
Nor  had  he  brother  who  with  speech  severe 
Would  check  the  pity  or  refrain  the  tear  : 
A  lighter  spirit  in  his  bosom  rose. 
As  near  the  road  he  sought  an  hour's  repose. 

And  there  he  found  it :  he  had  left  the  town. 
But  buildings  j^et  were  scatter'd  up  and  down  ; 
To  one  of  these,  half-ruin'd  and  half-built. 
Was  traced  this  child  of  wretchedness  and  giiilt ; 
There,  on  the  remnant  of  a  beggar's  vest. 
Thrown  by  in  scorn,  the  sufierer  sought  for  rest ; 
There  was  this  scene  of  vice  and  woe  to  close, 
And  there  the  wretched  body  found  repose. 


LETTER  XIII. 

Do  good  by  stealth,  and  blush  to  find  it  fame.— PoPi 

There  are  a  sort  of  men  whose  visages 
Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  standing  pool. 
And  do  a  wiiful  stUlness  entertain  ; 
With  purpose  to  be  dress'd  in  an  opinion. 
As  who  siiould  say,  "  I  am  Sir  Oracle, 
And  when  I  ope  my  lips  let  no  dog  bark." 

Shakspeajie. — Merchant  of  Tetxin. 

THE  ALMSHOUSE  AND  TRUSTEES. 

The  fhigal  Merchant— Eiralship  in  Modes  of  Fragality— Private  Exceptions  to  the  general 
Manners— Almshouse  builtr— Its  Description- Founder  dies— Six  I'l-ustees- Sir  Denya 
Bnind,  a  Principal— His  Eulogium  in  the  Chronicles  of  the  day— Truth  reckoned  in- 
vidious on  these  Occasions— An  Ex))lanatinn  of  the  Magnanimity  and  Wisdom  of  Sir 
Denys- His  kinds  of  Moderation  and  Humility— Laugliton,  his  Successor,  a  planning, 
ambitious,  wealthy  M;ui— Advancement  in  Life  bis  perpetual  Object,  and  all  things 
make  the  means  of  it— His  Idea  of  Falsehood— His  IScsentment  dangercius  ;  how  re- 
moved—Success produces  Love  of  Flattery:  his  daily  Gralitlcatiou— His  Merits  and 
Acts  of  Kindness— His  proper  Choice  of  Almsmen- In  this  respect  meritorious— His 
PredeccsEor  not  so  cautious. 

Leave  now  our  streets,  and  in  yon  plain  behold 

Those  pleasant  seats  for  the  reduced  and  old  ; 

A  merchant's  gift,  whose  wife  and  children  died. 

When  he  to  saving  all  his  powers  applied  ; 

Ho  wore  his  coat  till  bare  was  every  thread. 

And  with  the  meanest  fare  his  body  fed. 

He  had  a  female  cousin,  who  with  care 

Walk'd  in  his  steps,  and  learn'd  of  him  to  spare  ; 

With  emulation  and  success  they  strove, 

Improving  still,  still  seeking  to  improve, 

As  it  that  useful  knowledge  they  would  gain  — 

How  little  food  would  human  life  sustain  : 

No  pauper  came  their  table's  crumbs  to  crave  ; 
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Scraping  they  lived,  but  not  a  scrap  tbey  gave  : 

When  beggars  saw  the  frugal  merchant  pass, 

It  moved  their  pity,  and  they  said,  "Alas  ! 

Hard  is  thy  fate,  my  brother,"  and  they  felt 

A  beggar's  pride  as  they  that  pity  dealt. 

The  dogs,  who  learn  of  man  to  scorn  the  poor, 

Bark'd  him  away  from  every  decent  door  ; 

While  they  who  saw  him  bare,  but  thought  him  rich, 

To  show  respect  or  scorn,  they  knew  not  which. 

But  while  our  merchant  seem'd  so  base  and  mean, 
He  had  his  wanderings,  sometimes  "  not  unseen  ;" 
To  give  in  secret  was  a  favourite  act, 
Yet  more  than  once  they  took  him  in  the  fact. 
To  scenes  of  various  woe  he  nightly  went. 
And  serious  sums  in  healing  misery  spent ; 
Oft  has  he  cheer' d  the  wretched  at  a  rate 
For  which  he  daily  might  have  dined  on  plate  ; 
He  has  been  seen — his  hair  all  silver  white, 
Shaking  and  shining — as  he  stole  by  night, 
To  feed  unenvied  on  his  still  delight. 
A  twofold  taste  he  had  ;  to  give  and  spare. 
Both  were  his  duties,  and  had  equal  care  ; 
It  was  his  joy  to  sit  alone  and  fast. 
Then  send  a  widow  and  her  boys  repast : 
Tears  in  his  eyes  would  spite  of  him  appep  ~, 
But  he  from  other  eyes  has  kept  the  tear  : 
All  in  a  wint'ry  night  from  far  he  came, 
To  soothe  the  sorrows  of  a  suffering  dame. 
Whose  husband  robb'd  him,  and  to  whom  he  meant 
A  ling'ring,  but  reforming  punishment : 
Home  then  he  walk'd,  and  found  his  anger  rise 
When  fire  and  rushlight  met  his  troul)led  eyes  ; 
But  these  extinguish'd,  and  his  prayer  address'd 
To  Heaven  in  hope,  he  calmly  sank  to  rest. 

His  seventieth  year  was  past,  and  then  was  seen 
A  building  rising  on  the  northern  green  ; 
There  was  no  blinding  all  his  neighbours'  eyes, 
Or  surely  no  one  would  have  seen  it  rise  : 
Twelve  rooms  contiguous  stood,  and  six  were  near. 
There  men  were  placed,  and  sober  matrons  here  : 
There  were  behind  small  useful  gardens  made. 
Benches  before,  and  trees  to  give  them  shade  ; 
In  the  first  room  were  seen  above,  below. 
Some  marks  of  taste,  a  few  attempts  at  show. 
The  founder's  picture  and  his  arms  were  there 
(Not  till  he  left  us),  and  an  clbow'd  chair  ; 
There,  'mid  these  signs  of  his  superior  place, 
Sat  the  mild  ruler  of  this  humble  race. 

Within  the  row  are  men  who  strove  in  vain. 
Through  years  ot  troiible,  wealth  and  ease  to  gain  ; 
Less  must  they  have  th.an  an  ajipoiuted  sum, 
And  freemen  been,  or  hither  must  not  come  ; 
They  should  be  decent,  and  command  repect, 
(Though  needing  fortune),  whom  these  doors  protect, 
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And  should  for  thirty  dismal  years  have  tried 
For  peace  unfelt  and  competence  denied. 

Strange  !  that  o'er  men  thus  train'd  in  sorrow's  school, 
Power  must  he  held,  and  they  must  live  by  rule  ; 
Infirm,  corrected  by  misfortunes,  old. 
Their  habits  settled  and  their  passions  cold  ; 
Of  health,  wealth,  power,  and  worldly  cai-es  bere% 
Still  must  they  not  at  liberty  be  left ; 
Theie  must  be  one  to  rule  them,  to  restrain 
And  gviide  the  movements  of  his  erring  train. 

If  then  control  imperious,  check  severe. 
Be  needed  where  such  reverend  men  appear  ; 
To  what  would  youth,  without  such  checks,  aspire, 
Free  the  wild  wish,  uncurb'd  the  strong  desire  ? 
And  where  (in  college  or  in  camp)  they  found 
The  heart  ungovern'd  and  the  hand  unbound  ? 

His  house  endow'd,  the  generous  man  resign'd 
All  power  to  rule,  nay,  power  of  choice  declined  ; 
He  and  the  female  saint  survived  to  view 
Their  work  complete,  and  bade  the  world  adieu  ! 

Sis  are  the  guardians  of  this  happy  seat. 
And  one  presides  when  they  on  business  meet  ; 
As  each  expires,  the  five  a  brother  choose  ; 
Kor  would  iSir  Denys  Brand  the  charge  refuse  ; 
Ti-ue,  'twas  beneath  him,   "but  to  do  men  good 
Was  motive  never  by  his  heart  withstood  :  " 
He  too  is  gone,  and  they  again  must  strive 
To  find  a  man  in  whom  his  gifts  survive. 
Now,  in  the  various  records  of  the  dead. 
Thy  worth,  Sir  Denys,  shall  be  weigh'd  and  read  ; 
There  we  the  glory  of  thy  house  shall  trace, 
With  each  alliance  of  thy  noble  race. 

Yes  !  here  we  have  him  !— "  Came  in  William's  reign, 
The  Norman  Brand  ;  the  blood  without  a  stain  ; 
From  the  fierce  Dane  and  ruder  Saxon  clear, 
Pict,  Irish,  Scot,  or  Cambrian  mountaineer  : 
But  the  pure  Norman  was  the  sacred  spring. 
And  he,  Sir  Denys,  was  in  heart  a  king  : 
Erect  in  person  and  so  firm  in  soul, 
Fortune  he  seem'd  to  govern  and  control : 
Generous  as  ho  who  gives  his  all  away, 
Pnident  as  one  who  toils  for  weekly  pay  ; 
In  him  all  merits  were  decreed  to  meet. 
Sincere  thovigli  cautious,  frank  and  yet  discreet. 
Just  all  his  dealings,  faithful  every  word. 
His  passions'  master,  and  his  temper's  lord." 

Yet  more,  kind  dealers  in  decaying  fame  ? 
His  magnanimity  you  next  proclaim  ; 
You  give  him  learning,  join'd  with  sound  good  sense. 
And  match  his  wealth  with  his  benevolence  ; 
What  hides  the  multitude  of  sins,  you  add. 
Yet  seem  to  doubt  if  sins  ho  ever  had. 

Poor  honest  Truth  !  thou  writ'st  of  living  men. 
And  art  a  railor  and  detractor  then  : 
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They  die,  again  to  be  described,  and  now 
A  foe  to  merit  and  mankind  art  thou  ! 

Why  banish  Truth  ?    It  injures  not  the  dead. 
It  aids  not  them  with  flattery  to  be  fed  ; 
And  when  mankind  such  perfect  pictures  view, 
They  copy  less,  the  more  they  think  them  true. 
Let  us  a  mortal  as  he  was  behold. 
And  see  the  dross  adhering  to  the  gold  ; 
When  we  the  errors  of  the  virtuous  state, 
Then  erring  men  their  worth  may  emulate. 

View  then  this  picture  of  a  nolDle  mind. 
Let  him  be  wise,  magnanimous,  and  kind  ; 
What  was  the  wisdom  ?     Was  it  not  the  frown 
That  keeps  all  question,  all  inquiry  down  ? 
His  words  were  powerful  and  decisive  all. 
But  his  slow  reasons  came  for  no  man's  call. 
"  'Tis  thus,"  he  cried,  no  doubt  with  kind  intent, 
To  give  i-esults  and  spare  all  argument  : — 

"  Let  it  be  spared — all  men  at  least  agree 
Sir  Denys  Brand  had  magnanimity  : 
His  were  no  vulgar  charities  ;  none  saw 
Him  like  the  Merchant  to  the  hut  withdraw  ; 
He  left  to  meaner  minds  the  simple  deed. 
By  which  the  houseless  rest,  the  hungry  feed  ; 
His  was  a  public  bounty  vast  and  grand, 
'Twas  not  in  him  to  work  with  viewless  hand  ; 
He  raised  the  Room  that  towers  above  the  street, 
A  public  room  where  grateful  parties  meet ; 
He  first  the  Life-boat  plann'd  ;  to  him  the  place 
Is  deep  in  debt — 'twas  he  revived  the  Race  j 
To  every  public  act  this  heart}'  friend 
Would  give  with  freedom  or  with  frankness  lend  ; 
His  money  built  the  Jail,  nor  prisoner  yet 
Sits  at  his  ease,  but  he  must  feel  the  debt ; 
To  these  let  candour  add  his  vast  display  ; 
Around  his  mansion  all  is  grand  and  gay, 
And  this  is  bounty  with  the  name  of  pay." 

I  grant  the  whole,  nor  from  one  deed  retract, 
But  wish  recorded  too  the  private  act : 
All  these  were  great,  but  still  our  hearts  approve 
Those  simpler  tokens  of  the  Christian  love  ; 
'Twould  give  me  joy  some  gracious  deed  to  meet 
That  has  not  call'd  for  glory  through  the  street : 
Who  felt  for  many,  could  not  always  shim. 
In  some  soft  moment,  to  be  kind  to  one  ; 
And  yet  they  tell  us,  when  Sir  Denys  died, 
That  not  a  widow  in  the  Borough  sigh'd  ; 
Great  were  his  gifts,  his  mighty  heart  I  own. 
But  why  describe  what  all  the  world  has  known  ? 

The  rest  is  petty  pride,  the  useless  art 
Of  a  vain  mind  to  hide  a  swelling  heart : 
Small  was  his  private  room  ;  men  found  him  there 
By  a  plain  table,  on  a  paltry  chair  ; 
A  wretched  floor-cloth,  and  some  prints  around, 
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The  easy  purchase  of  a  single  pound  : 

These  humble  trifles  and  that  study  small 

Make  a  strong  contrast  with  the  servants'  hall ; 

There  barely  comfort,  here  a  proud  excess, 

The  pompous  seat  of  pamper'd  idleness, 

Where  the  sleek  rogues  with  one  consent  declare 

They  would  not  live  upon  his  honour's  fare  ; 

He  daily  took  but  one  half-hour  to  dine, 

On  one  poor  dish  and  some  three  sips  of  wine  ; 

Then  he'd  abuse  them  for  their  sumptuous  feasts. 

And  say,   "  My  friends  !  you  make  yourselves  like  beasts  ; 

One  dish  suflBces  any  man  to  dine. 

But  you  are  greedy  as  a  herd  of  swine  ; 

Learn  to  be  temperate."     Had  they  dared  t'  obey, 

He  would  have  praised  and  turn'd  them  all  away. 

Friends  met  Sir  Denj's  riding  in  his  ground, 
And  there  the  meekness  of  his  spirit  found  : 
For  that  grey  coat,  not  new  for  many  a  year. 
Hides  all  that  would  like  decent  dress  appear ; 
An  old  brown  pony  'twas  his  will  to  ride. 
Who  shuflQed  onward,  and  from  side  to  side  ; 
A  five-pound  purchase,  but  so  fat  and  sleek. 
His  very  plenty  made  the  creature  weak. 

"  Sir  Denys  Brand  !  and  on  so  poor  a  steed  !  " 
"  Poor  !  it  may  be — such  things  I  never  heed  :" 
And  who  that  youth  behind,  of  pleasant  mien, 
Equipp'd  as  one  who  wishes  to  be  seen. 
Upon  a  horse,  twice  victor  for  a  plate, 
A  noble  hunter,  bought  at  dearest  rate  1 — 
Him  the  lad  fearing,  yet  resolved  to  guide. 
He  curbs  his  spirit,  while  he  strokes  his  pride. 

"  A  handsome  youth,  Sir  Denys  ;  and  a  horse 
Of  finer  figure  never  trod  the  course, — 
Yours,  without  question  ? " — "Yes  !  I  think  a  groom 
Bought  me  the  boast ;  I  cannot  say  the  sum. 
I  ride  him  not ;  it  is  a  foolish  pride 
Men  have  in  cattle — but  my  people  ride  ; 
The  boy  is — hark  ye,  sirrah  !  what's  your  name  ? 
Ay,  Jacob,  yes  !  I  recollect — the  same  ; 
As  I  bethink  me  now,  a  tenant's  son — 
I  think  a  tenant, — is  your  father  one  ?" 

There  was  an  idle  boy  who  ran  about, 
And  found  his  master's  humble  spirit  out ; 
He  would  at  awful  distance  snatch  a  look. 
Then  run  away  and  hide  him  in  some  nook  ; 
"  For  oh  ! "  quoth  he,  "  I  dare  not  fix  my  sight 
On  him,  his  grandeur  puts  me  in  a  fright ; 
Oh  !  Mister  Jacob,  when  you  wait  on  him, 
Do  you  not  quake  and  trcinblo  every  limb  ?" 

The  steward  soon  had  orders — "bummers,  s"0 
That  Sam  bo  clothed,  and  let  him  wait  on  nic." 


Sir  Denys  died,  bequeathing  all  affairs 
In  trust  to  Laucjhton's  long-cxpcrionced  cares  ; 
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Before  a  guardian,  and  Sir  Deuys  dead, 
All  rule  and  power  devolved  upon  his  head. 
Numbers  are  call'd  to  govern,  but  in  fact 
Only  the  powerful  and  assuming  act. 

Laughton,  too  wise  to  be  a  dupe  to  fame. 
Cared  not  a  whit  of  what  descent  he  came, 
Till  he  was  rich  ;  he  then  conceived  the  thought 
To  fish  for  pedigree,  but  never  caught : 
A 11  his  desire,  when  he  was  young  and  poor, 
Was  to  advance  ;  he  never  cared  for  more  : 
"  Let  me  buy,  sell,  be  factor,  take  a  wife. 
Take  any  road  to  get  along  in  life." 

Was  he  a  miser,  then  ?  a  robber  ?  foe 
To  those  who  trusted  ?  a  deceiver  ? — No  ! 
He  was  ambitious  ;  all  his  powers  of  mind 
Were  to  one  end  controlld,  improved,  combined  ; 
Wit,  learning,  judgment,  were,  by  his  account, 
Steps  for  the  ladder  he  design'd  to  mount ; 
Such  step  was  money  :  wealth  was  but  his  slave. 
For  power  he  gain'd  it,  and  for  power  he  gave  : 
Fall  well  the  Borough  knows  that  he'd  the  art 
Of  bringing  money  to  the  surest  mart ; 
Friends,  too,  were  aids, — they  led  to  certain  ends, — 
Increase  of  power,  and  claim  on  other  friends. 
A  favourite  step  was  marriage  :  then  he  gain'd 
Seat  in  our  hall,  and  o'er  his  jjart}"^  rcign'd  ; 
Houses  and  lands  he  bought,  and  long'd  to  buy, 
But  never  drew  the  springs  of  purchase  dry  ; 
And  thus  at  last  they  answer'd  every  call. 
The  failing  found  him  ready  for  their  fall  : 
He  walks  along  the  street,  the  mart,  the  quay, 
And  looks  and  mutters,  "  This  belongs  to  me." 
His  passions  all  partook  the  general  bent  ; 
Interest  inform'd  him  when  he  should  resent. 
How  long  resist,  and  on  what  terms  relent : 
In  points  where  he  determined  to  succeed, 
111  vain  might  reason  or  compassion  plead  ; 
But  gain'd  his  point,  he  was  the  best  of  men, 
'Twas  loss  of  time  to  be  vexatious  then  : 
Hence  ho  was  mild  to  all  men  whom  he  led, 
Of  all  who  dared  resist,  the  scourge  and  dread. 

Falsehood  in  him  was  not  the  useless  lie 
Of  boasting  pride,  or  laughing  vanity  : 
It  was  the  gainful — the  persuading  art, 
That  made  its  way  and  won  the  doubting  lieart. 
Which  argued,  soften'd,  liiinililed,  and  prevail'd. 
Nor  was  it  tried  till  oveiy  truth  had  fail'd  ; 
No  sage  on  earth  could  more  than  ho  despise 
Degrading,  poor,  unj)rofitable  lies. 

Though  fond  of  gain,  and  grieved  by  wanton  waste. 
To  social  parties  he  had  no  distaste  : 
With  one  presiding  purpose  in  his  view. 
He  .sometimes  could  descend  to  tritio  too  ! 
Yet,  in  these  moments,  he  had  still  the  art 
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To  ope  the  looks  and  close  the  guarded  heart ; 
And,  like  the  public  host,  has  sometime  made 
A  grand  repast,  for  which  the  guests  have  paid. 

At  length,  with  power  endued  and  wealthy  grown. 
Frailties  and  passions,  long  suppress'd,  were  shown  : 
Then  to  provoke  him  was  a  dangerous  thing, 
His  pride  would  punish,  and  his  temper  sting : 
His  powerful  hatred  sought  th'  avenging  hour, 
And  his  proud  \engeance  struck  with  all  his  power. 
Save  when  th'  ofiender  took  a  prudent  way 
The  rising  storm  oi  fury  to  allay  : 
This  might  he  do,  and  so  in  safety  sleep. 
By  largely  casting  to  the  angry  deep  ; 
Or,  better  yet  (its  swelling  force  t'  assuage), 
By  pouring  oil  of  flattery  on  its  rage. 

And  now,  of  all  the  heart  approved,  possess'd, 
Fear'd,  favour'd,  foUow'd,  dreaded,  and  caress'd. 
He  gently  yields  to  one  mellifluous  joy. 
The  only  sweet  that  is  not  found  to  cloy, 
Bland  adulation  ! — other  jileasures  pall 
On  the  sick  taste,  and  transient  are  they  all ; 
But  this  one  sweet  hath  such  enchanting  power, 
The  more  we  take,  the  faster  we  devour  : 
Naufjeous  to  those  who  must  the  dose  apply. 
And  most  disgusting  to  the  standers-by  ; 
Yet  in  all  companies  will  Laughton  feed. 
Nor  care  how  grossly  men  perform  the  deed. 

As  gapes  the  nursling,  or,  what  comes  more  near. 
Some  Friendly-Island  chief,  for  hourly  cheer  ; 
When  wives  and  slaves,  attending  round  his  seat, 
Prepare  by  turns  the  masticated  meat : 
So  for  this  master,  husband,  parent,  friend, 
His  ready  slaves  their  various  efforts  blend. 
And,  to  their  lord  still  eagerly  inclined. 
Pour  the  crude  trash  of  a  dependent  mind. 

But  let  the  Muse  assign  the  man  his  due  : 
Worth  he  possess'd,  nor  wore  his  virtues  fcw  ; — 
He  sometimes  help'd  the  injured  in  their  cause  ; 
His  power  r.nd  purse  have  l)aek'd  the  failing  laws ; 
He  for  religion  has  a  duo  respect. 
And  all  his  serious  notions  are  correct ; 
Although  he  pray'd  and  languish'd  for  a  son. 
He  grew  rcsign'd  when  Heaven  denied  him  one  ; 
He  never  to  this  quiet  mansion  .sends 
Subject  unfit,  in  compliment  to  friends  : 
Not  so  Sir  Denys,  who  would  yet  protest 
Ho  always  chose  the  worthiest  and  the  best : 
Not  men  in  trade  by  various  loss  brought  down, 
But  those  who.sc  glory  once  amazed  the  town. 
Who  their  last  guinea  in  their  pleasures  spent, 
Yet  never  fell  so  low  as  to  repent : 
To  these  his  pity  ho  could  largely  deal, — 
Wealth  they  had  known,  and  therefore  want  could  feel. 

Thi-eo  seats  were  vacant  while  Sir  Dcnys  reign'd, 
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And  three  such  favourites  tlieir  admission  gaili'd 
These  let  us  view,  still  more  to  understand 
The  moral  leelintrs  ol  Sir  Donvs  Brand. 


LETTER  XIV. 

IKHABITANTS   OF   THE   ALMSHOUSE. 
Behold  what  blessing  wealth  to  life  can  lend.— Pope. 

LIFE   OF   BLANEY. 

Blaney,  a  we.aUliy  Heir,  dissipated,  and  reduced  to  Poverty — His  fortune  restored  hy 
Marriage;  again  con8»med—Hi5  Manner  of  Living  in  the  West  Indies — Recalled  to  a 
larger  Inheritimce— His  more  refined  and  exi>ensive  Luxuries — His  Method  of  quieting 
Conscience — Death  oi  his  Wife — Again  become  iwor— His  Method  of  supjKjrting  Ex- 
istence—His Ideas  of  Eeligion — His  Habits  and  Connections  when  old — Admitted  into 
the  AUu3house. 

Observe  that  tall  pale  veteran  !  what  a  look 
Of  shame  and  guilt ! — who  cannot  read  that  hook  ? 
Misery  and  mirth  are  blended  in  his  face, 
Much  innate  vileness,  and  some  outward  grace  : 
There  wishes  strong,  and  stronger  griefs  are  seen, 
Looks  ever  changed,  and  never  one  serene  : 
Show  not  that  manner,  and  these  features  all, 
The  serpent's  cunning,  and  the  sinner's  fall  ? 

Hark  to  that  laughter  ! — 'tis  the  way  he  takes 
To  force  applause  for  each  vile  jest  he  makes  ; 
Such  is  yon  man,  by  partial  favour  sent 
To  the.se  calm  seats  to  ponder  and  repent. 

Blaney,  a  wealthy  heir  at  twenty-one, 
At  twentj'-five  was  ruin'd  and  undone  ; 
These  years  with  grie\ous  crimes  we  need  not  load, 
He  found  his  ruin  in  the  common  road  ! — 
Gamed  without  skill,  without  inquiry  bought, 
Lent  without  love,  and  borrow'd  without  thought. 
But  gay  and  handsome,  he  had  soon  the  dower 
Of  a  kind  wealthy  widow  in  his  power  : 
Then  he  aspired  to  loftier  flights  of  vice, 
To  singing  harlots  of  enormous  price  : 
He  took  a  jockey  in  his  gig  to  buy 
A  hor.'se  so  valued  that  a  duke  was  shy  : 
To  gain  the  plaudits  of  the  knowing  few. 
Gamblers  and  grooms,  what  would  not  Blaney  do  ? 
His  dearest  fiieiid,  at  that  imjiroving  age, 
Was  Hounslow  Dick,  who  drove  the  western  stage. 

Cruel  he  was  nut-  if  he  left  his  wife, 
He  left  her  to  her  own  pursuits  in  life  ; 
Deaf  to  reports,  to  all  expenses  blind, 
Profuse,  not  just,  and  careless,  but  not  kind. 

Yet,  thus  assisted,  ten  long  winters  pass'd 
In  wasting  guineas  ere  he  saw  his  hi.st ; 
Then  he  beg;ui  to  reason,  and  to  feel 
He  could  not  dig,  nor  had  ho  learn'd  to  steal ; 


THE  BOROUGH— THE  ALMSHOUSE,    ETC.  179 

And  should  he  beg  as  long  as  he  might  live. 

He  justly  fear'd  that  nobody  would  give  : 

But  he  could  charge  a  pistol,  and  at  will, 

All  that  was  mortal  by  a  bullet  kill  ; 

And  he  was  taught,  by  those  whom  he  would  call 

Man's  surest  guides,  that  he  was  mortal  all. 

While  thus  he  thought,  still  waiting  for  the  day 

When  he  should  dare  to  blow  his  brains  away, 

A  place  for  him  a  kinil  relation  found. 

Where  England's  monarch  ruled,  but  far  from  English  ground  : 

He  gave  employ  that  might  for  bread  suffice, 

Correct  his  habits  and  restrain  his  vice. 

Hero  Blaney  tried  (what  such  man's  miseries  teach) 

To  find  what  pleasures  were  within  his  reach  ; 

These  he  enjoy'd,  though  not  in  just  the  style 

He  once  possessed  them  in  his  native  isle  ; 

Congenial  souls  he  found  in  every  place, 

Vice  in  all  soils,  and  charms  in  every  i-ace  : 

His  lady  took  the  same  amusing  way. 

And  laugh'd  at  Time  till  he  had  turn'd  them  groy  ; 

At  length  for  England  once  again  they  steer'd, 

By  ancient  views  and  new  designs  endear'd  ; 

His  kindred  died,  and  Blaney  now  became 

An  heir  to  one  who  never  heard  his  name. 

What  could  he  now  ? — The  man  had  tried  before 
The  joys  of  youth,  and  they  were  joys  no  more  ; 
To  vicious  pleasure  he  was  still  inclined, 
But  vice  must  now  be  season'd  and  refined  ; 
Then  as  a  swine  he  would  on  pleasure  seize, 
Now  common  pleasures  had  no  power  to  please  : 
Beauty  alone  has  for  the  vulgar  charms. 
He  wanted  beaiity  trembling  with  alarms  : 
His  was  no  more  a  youthful  dream  of  joy. 
The  wretch  desired  to  ruin  and  destroy '; 
He  bought  indulgence  with  a  boimdless  price, 
Most  pleased  when  decency  bow'd  down  to  vice, 
When  a  fair  dame  her  husband's  honour  sold. 
And  a  frail  countess  play'd  for  Blaney's  gold. 

"  But  (lid  not  Conscience  in  her  .anger  rise  ?  " 
Yes  !  and  he  learn'd  her  terrors  to  despise  ; 
When  stung  by  thought,  to  soothing  books  he  fieri. 
And  grew  composed  and  harden 'd  as  he  read  ; 
Tales  of  Voltaire,  and  essays  gay  and  slight, 
Pleased  him,  and  shone  with  thoir  phosphoric  lighi 
Which,  though  it  rose  from  objects  vile  and  base, 
Where'er  it  came  threw  splendour  on  the  place, 
And  was  that  light  which  the  deluded  youth. 
And  this  grey  sinner,  dcom'd  the  light  "of  truth. 
He  difloront  works  for  dilTorcnt  cause  admired. 
Some  fix'd  his  judgment,  some  his  passions  fired  ; 
To  cheer  the  mind  and  r.aiso  a  dormant  flame, 
He  had  the  books,  decreed  to  lasting  shame, 
Which  those  who  road  are  careful  not  to  name  ; 
Those  won  to  vicious  act  the  yielding  heart, 
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And  then  the  cooler  reasoners  soothed  the  smart. 

He  heard  ol  Blount,  and  Mandeville,  and  Chubb, 
How  they  the  doctors  of  their  day  would  drub  ; 
How  Hume  had  dwelt  on  Miracles  so  well. 
That  none  would  now  believe  a  miracle  ; 
And  though  he  cared  not  works  so  grave  to  read. 
He  caught  their  taith,  and  sign'd  the  sinner's  creed. 

Thus  was  he  pleased  to  join  the  laughing  side, 
Nor  ceased  the  laughter  when  his  lady  died  ; 
Yet  was  he  kind  and  careful  of  her  fame. 
And  on  her  tomb  inscribed  a  virtuous  name  ; 
"A  tender  wife,  respected,  and  so  forth," 
The  marble  still  bears  witness  to  the  worth. 

He  has  some  children,  but  he  knows  not  where  ; 
Something  they  cost,  but  neither  love  nor  care  ; 
A  father's  feelings  he  has  never  known, 
His  joys,  his  sorrows,  have  been  all  his  own. 

He  now  would  build,  and  lofty  seat  he  built, 
And  sought,  in  various  ways,  reliel  from  guilt. 
Restless,  for  ever  anxious  to  obtain 
Ease  for  the  heart  by  ramblings  of  the  brain, 
He  would  have  pictures,  and  of  course  a  Taste, 
And  found  a  thousand  means  his  wealth  to  waste. 
Newmarket  steeds  he  bought  at  mighty  cost ; 
They  sometimes  won,  but  JBlaney  always  lost. 

Quick  came  his  ruin,  came  when  he  had  still 
For  life  a  relish,  and  in  pleasure  skill  : 
By  his  own  idle  reckoning  he  supposed 
His  wealth  would  last  him  till  his  life  was  closed  ; 
But  no  !  he  found  this  final  hoard  was  spent. 
While  he  had  years  to  sutler  and  repent. 
Yet,  at  the  last,  his  noble  mind  to  show. 
And  in  his  misery  how  he  bore  the  blow. 
Ho  view'd  his  only  guinea,  then  suppress'd. 
For  a  short  time,  the  tunnilts  in  his  breast. 
And  moved  by  pride,  bj'  habit,  and  despair. 
Gave  it  an  opervbird  to  hum  an  air. 

Come  ye  !  who  live  for  pleasure,  come,  behold 
A  man  of  pleasure  when  he's  poor  and  old  ; 
When  he  looks  b.'vck  through  life,  and  cannot  find 
A  single  action  tf  relieve  his  mind  ; 
When  ho  looks  forward,  striving  still  to  keep 
A  steady  prospect  ot  eternal  sleep  ; 
When  not  one  friend  is  left,  of  .all  the  train 
Whom  'twas  his  {iridc  and  bo.ast  to  entertain, — 
Friends  now  employ 'd  from  house  to  house  to  lam. 
And  say,   "  Alas  !  poor  Blaney  is  imdone  !  " — 
Tho.'se  whom  he  shook  with  ardour  by  the  hand. 
By  whom  he  stood  as  long  ius  ho  could  stand. 
Who  soem'd  to  him  from  all  deception  clear, 
And  who,  m(irc  strange  !  might  tliink  themselves  sincere. 

Lo  I  now  the  hero  shuflling  through  the  town, 
To  hunt  a  dinner  and  to  beg  a  crown  ; 
To  toll  an  idle  tale,  that  boys  may  smile  ; 
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To  bear  a  strumpet's  billet-doux  a  mile  ; 

To  cull  a  wanton  for  a  youth  of  wealth 

(With  reverend  view  to  both  his  taste  and  health)  ; 

To  be  a  useful,  needy  thinu:  between 

Fear  and  desire — the  pander  and  the  screen  ; 

To  flatter  pictures,  houses,  horses,  dress, 

The  wildest  fashion,  or  the  worst  excess  ; 

To  be  the  grey  seducer,  and  entice 

Unbearded  folly  into  acts  of  vice  ; 

And  then,  to  level  every  tence  which  law 

And  virtvie  fix  to  keep  the  mind  in  awe. 

He  first  inveigles  youth  to  walk  astray, 

Next  prompts  and  soothes  them  in  their  fatal  way, 

Then  vindicates  the  deed,  and  makes  the  mind  his  prey. 
Unhappy  man  !  what  pains  he  takes  to  state 

(Proof  of  his  fear  !)  that  all  below  is  fate  ; 

That  all  proceed  in  one  appointed  track, 

Where  none  can  stop,  or  take  their  journey  back  : 

Then  what  is  vice  or  virtue  ?— Yet  he'll  rail 

At  priests  till  memory  anrl  quotation  tail  ; 

He  reads,  to  learn  the  various  ills  they've  done, 

And  calls  them  vipers,  every  mother's  son. 

He  is  the  harlot's  aid,  who  wheedling-  tries 
To  move  her  friend  for  vanity's  supplies  ; 
To  weak  indulgence  he  allures  the  mind. 
Loth  to  be  duped,  but  willing  to  be  kind  ; 
And  if  successful — what  the  labour  pays  ? 
He  gets  the  friend's  contempt  and  Chloe's  praise, 
Who,  in  her  triumph,  condescends  to  say, 
"  What  a  good  creature  Blaney  was  to-day  !  " 

Hear  the  poor  demon  when  the  young  attend, 
And  willing  ear  to  vile  experience  lend  ; 
When  he  relates  (with  laughing,  leering  eye) 
The  tale  licentious,  mix'd  with  blasphemy  : 
No  genuine  gladness  his  narrations  cause, 
The  frailest  heart  denies  sincere  applause  ; 
And  many  a  youth  has  turn'd  him  half  aside, 
And  laugh'd  aloud,  the  sign  of  shame  to  hide. 

Blaney,  no  aid  in  his  vile  cause  to  lose, 
Buys  jjictures,  prints,  and  a  licentious  muso  J 
He  borrows  every  help  from  ever}-  art, 
To  stir  the  passions  and  mislead  the  heart : 
But  from  the  subject  let  us  soon  escape, 
Nor  give  this  feature  all  its  ugly  shape  ; 
Some  to  their  crimes  escape  from  satire  owe  : 
Who  shall  dc-scribe  what  Blaney  dares  to  show  ? 
While  thus  the  man,  to  vice  and  passion  slave, 
Was,  with  his  follies,  moving  to  the  grave, 
The  ancient  ruler  of  tlHs  mansion  died, 
And  Blanoy  boldly  for  the  seat  applied  : 
Sir  Denys  Brand,  then  gxiai-dian,  join'd  his  suit : 
'"Tistrue,"  said  he,   "the  fellow's  ([uito  a  brute— 
A  very  beast ;  but  yet,  with  all  his  sin, 
He  has  a  manner— let  the  devil  in." 
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They  half  complied,  they  gave  the  wish'd  retreat, 
But  raised  a  worthier  to  the  vacant  seat. 

Thus  forced  on  ways  unlike  each  former  way. 
Thus  led  to  prayer  without  a  heart  to  pray, 
He  quits  the  gay  and  rich,  the  young  and  free, 
Among  the  badge-men  with  a  badge  to  be : 
He  sees  an  humble  tradesman  raised  to  rule 
The  grej'-beard  pupils  of  this  moral  school  ; 
Where  he  himself,  an  old  licentious  boy, 
Will  nothing  learn,  and  nothing  can  enjoy  ; 
In  temp'rate  measures  he  must  eat  and  drink, 
And,  pain  of  pains  !  must  live  alone  and  think. 

In  vain,  by  fortune's  smiles,  thrice  affluent  made, 
Still  has  he  debts  of  ancient  date  unpiiivl ; 
Thrice  into  penury  by  error  thrown, 
Not  one  right  maxim  has  he  made  his  own  ; 
The  old  men  shun  him, — some  his  vices  hate. 
And  all  abhor  his  principles  and  prate  ; 
Nor  love  nor  care  for  him  will  mortal  show, 
Save  a  frail  sister  in  the  female  row. 


LETTER  XV. 

INHABITANTS  OF  THE   ALMSHOUSE. 

She  early  found  herself  niistrepa  of  herself.  All  she  did  wna  right;  all  she  said  wa* 
admired.  Early,  very  early,  did  she  dismiss  blushes  from  her  cheek  :  she  could  not  blubh 
because  she  could  not  doubt ;  and  silence,  whatever  was  the  subject,  was  afi  much  a 
stranger  to  her  as  diffidence.— Kichakdson. 

CLELIA. 

Her  lively  and  pleasant  Manners— Her  Reading  and  Decision— Her  Intercourse  with 
diflertiit  Classes  of  Society— Her  kind  of  Char.a.  tor— The  favoured  Lover— Her  Manage- 
ment of  him  ;  his  of  her — After  one  reriiul,  ('Itli.-i  with  an  Attorney — Her  Manner  luid 
Situation  there — Another  such  Period,  when  her  Fortune  still  declines — Mistress  of  an 
Inn — A  Widow— Another  such  Interval  :  she  becomes  poor  and  infirm,  but  still  \ain 
and  frivolous — The  fallen  Vanity— Admitted  into  the  House  ;  meets  Blaney. 

We  had  a  sprightly  nymph — in  every  town 

Are  some  such  sprights,  who  wander  up  and  down  ; 

Sho  had  her  usclul  arts,  and  could  contrive, 

In  Time's  desijito,  to  stay  at  twenty-five : — 

"  Here  will  I  rest ;  move  on,  thou  lying  year. 

This  is  mine  ago,  and  I  will  rest  me  hero." 

Arch  was  her  look,  and  she  had  pleasant  ways 
Your  good  opinion  of  her  heart  to  raise  ; 
Her  speech  was  lively,  and  with  ease  e.xprcss'd, 
And  well  sho  judged  the  tempers  sho  address'd  : 
If  some  soft  stripling  had  her  keenness  felt, 
•  She  know  the  way  to  make  his  anger  melt ; 
Wit  was  allow'd  her,  though  but  few  could  bring 
Direct  example  of  a  witty  thing  ; 
'Twas  that  gay,  pleasant,  smart,  engaging  speech, 
Her  beaux  admired,  and  just  within  their  reach  ; 
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Not  indiscreet,  perhaps,  but  yet  more  free 
Than  prudish  nymphs  allow  their  wit  to  be. 

Novels  and  plays,  with  poems  old  and  new. 
Were  all  the  books  our  nymph  attended  to  ; 
Yet  from  the  press  no  ti-eatise  issued  forth, 
But  she  would  speak  precisely  of  its  worth. 

She  with  the  London  stai^e  familiar  grew, 
And  every  actor's  name  and  merit  knew  ; 
She  told  how  this  or  that  their  part  mistook. 
And  of  the  rival  Romeos  g-ave  the  look  ; 
Of  either  house  'twas  hers  the  strength  to  see, 
Then  judge  with  candour — "  Drury  Lane  for  me." 

What  made  this  knowledge,  what  this  skill  complete  ? 
A  fortnight's  visit  in  Whitechapel  Street. 

Her  place  in  life  was  rich  and  poor  between, 
With  those  a  favourite,  and  with  these  a  queen  ; 
She  could  her  parts  assume,  and  condescend 
To  friends  more  humble,  while  an  humble  friend  ; 
And  thus  a  welcome,  lively  guest  could  pass, 
Threading  her  pleasant  way  from  class  to  class. 

"  Her  reputation  ^  " — That  was  like  her  wit. 
And  seem'd  her  manner  and  her  state  to  fit  ; 
Something  there  was — what,  none  presumed  to  say  ; 
Clouds  lightly  passing  on  a  smiling  day, — 
Whispers  and  hints  which  went  from  ear  to  ear, 
And  mix'd  reports  no  judge  on  earth  could  clear. 

But  of  each  sex  a  friendly  number  press'd 
To  joyous  banquets  this  alluring  guest  ; 
There,  if  indulging  mirth,  and  freed  from  awe. 
If,  pleasing  all,  and  pleased  with  all  she  saw, 
Her  s|'(eech  were  free,  and  such  as  freely  dwelt 
On  the  same  feelings  all  around  her  felt ; 
Or  if  some  fond  presuming  favourite  tried 
To  come  so  near  as  once  to  be  denied  ; 
Yet  not  with  brow  so  stern  or  speech  so  nice, 
But  that  he  ventured  on  denial  twice  : — 
If  these  have  been,  and  so  luxs  Scandal  taught, 
Yet  Malice  never  found  the  proof  she  sought. 

But  then  came  one,  the  Lovelace  of  his  day. 
Rich,  proud,  and  crafty,  handsome,  brave,  and  gay  ; 
Yet  loved  lie  not  those  labour'd  plans  and  arts. 
But  left  the  business  to  the  ladies'  hearts  ; 
And  when  he  found  them  in  a  proi)er  train. 
He  thought  all  else  superfluous  and  vain  ; 
But  in  that  training  he  was  deeply  taught. 
And  rarely  iail'd  of  gaining  all  ho  sought ; 
lie  knew  how  far  directly  on  to  go. 
How  to  recede  and  dally  to  and  fro  ; 
How  to  make  all  the  passions  his  allies. 
And  when  ho  saw  them  in  contention  rise, 
To  watch  the  wrought-up  heart,  and  conqiicr  by  surprise. 

Our  heroine  foar'd  him  not ;  it  wa-s  her  part 
To  make  sure  coiKpiest  of  such  gentle  heart — 
Of  one  so  mild  and  humble ;  for  she  saw 
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In  Henry's  eye  a  love  chastised  by  awe. 

Her  tlioughts  of  virtue  were  not  all  sublime, 

Nor  virtuous  all  her  thoughts  ;  'twas  now  her  time 

To  bait  each  hook,  in  every  way  to  please. 

And  the  rich  prize  with  dcxt'rous  hand  to  seize. 

She  had  no  virgin  terrors  ;  she  could  stray 

In  all  love's  maze,  nor  fear  to  lose  her  way  ; 

Nay,  could  go  near  the  precipice,  nor  dread 

A  failing  caution  or  a  giddy  head  ; 

She'd  fix  her  eyes  upon  the  roaring  flood. 

And  dance  upon  the  brink  where  danger  stood. 

'Twas  nature  all,  she  judged,  in  one  so  young, 
To  drop  the  eye  and  falter  in  the  tongue  ; 
To  be  about  to  take,  and  then  command 
His  daring  wish,  and  only  view  the  hand  : 
Yes  !  all  was  nature ;  it  became  a  maid 
Of  gentle  soul  t'  encoiirage  love  afraid  ;— 
He,  so  unlike  the  confident  and  bold. 
Would  fly  in  mute  despair  to  find  her  cold  : 
The  young  and  tender  germ  requires  the  sun 
To  make  it  spread  :  it  must  be  smiled  upon. 
Thus  the  kind  virgin  gentle  means  devised 
To  gain  a  heart  so  fond,  a  hand  so  prized  ; 
More  gentle  still  she  grew,  tn  change  her  way 
Would  cause  confusion,  danger,  and  delay  : 
Thus  (an  increase  of  gentleness  her  mode) 
She  took  a  plain,  unvaried,  certain  road, 
And  every  hour  believed  success  was  near. 
Till  there  was  nothing  left  to  hope  or  fear. 
It  must  be  own'd  that,  in  this  strife  of  hearts, 
Man  has  advantage — has  superior  arts  : 
The  lover's  aim  is  to  the  nymph  unknown, 
Nor  is  she  always  certain  of  her  own  : 
Or  has  her  fears,  nor  these  can  so  disguise. 
But  he  who  searches  reads  them  in  her  eyes. 
In  the  avenging  frown,  in  the  regretting  sighs  : 
These  are  his  signals,  and  he  learns  to  steer 
The  straighter  course  whenever  they  appear. 

"  Pass  we  ten  j'ears,  and  what  was  Cleliu's  fate  ?  " 
At  an  attorney's  board  alert  she  sate. 
Not  legal  mistress  ;  he  with  other  men 
Once  sought  her  hand,  but  other  views  were  then  ; 
And  when  he  knew  he  might  the  bliss  command. 
Ho  other  blessing  sought  without  the  hand  ; 
For  still  he  felt  alive  the  lambent  flame, 
And  offcr'd  her  a  home, — and  home  she  came. 

There,  though  her  higher  friendships  lived  no  more. 
She  loved  to  sj>eak  of  what  she  shared  before — 
"Of  the  dear  Lucy,  heiress  of  the  hall, — 
Of  good  Sir  Peter, — of  their  annual  ball, 
And  the  fair  Countess ! — Oh  !  she  loved  them  all !  " 
The  humbler  clients  of  her  friend  would  stare, 
Tlie  knowing  smile, — but  neither  caused  her  cnro  , 
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She  brought  her  spirits  to  her  humble  state, 
And  soothed  with  idle  dreams  her  frowning  fate. 


"  Ten  summers  pass'd,  and  how  was  Clelia  then  ? " 
Alas !  she  suffer'd  in  this  trying  ten  ; 
The  pair  had  parted  :  who  to  him  attend, 
Must  judge  the  nymph  unfaithful  to  her  friend  ; 
But  who  on  her  would  equal  faith  bestow, 
Would  think  him  rash, — and  surely  she  must  know. 

Then  as  a  matron  Clelia  taught  a  school. 
But  Nature  gave  not  talents  fit  ior  rule  : 
Yet  now,  though  marks  of  wasting  years  were  seen, 
Some  touch  of  sorrow,  some  attack  oi  spleen  ; 
Still  there  was  life,  a  spirit  quick  and  gay. 
And  lively  speech  and  elegant  ai-ray. 

The  Griffin's  landlord  these  allured  so  far. 
He  made  her  mistress  of  his  heart  and  bar  ; 
He  had  no  idle  retrospective  whim, 
Till  she  was  his,  her  deeds  concern'd  not  him  : 
So  far  was  well, — but  Clelia  thought  not  fit 
(In  all  the  Griffin  needed)  to  submit  ; 
Gaily  to  dress  and  in  the  bar  preside. 
Soothed  the  poor  spirit  of  degraded  pride  ; 
But  cooking,  waiting,  welcoming  a  crew 
Of  noisy  guests,  were  arts  she  never  knew  : 
Hence  daily  wars,  with  temporary  truce, 
Hls  vulgar  insult,  and  her  keen  abuse  ; 
And  as  their  spirits  wasted  in  the  strife. 
Both  took  the  Griffin's  ready  aid  of  life  ; 
But  she  with  greater  prudence — Harry  tried 
More  powerful  aid,  and  in  the  trial  died  ; 
Yet  drew  down  vengeance  :  in  no  distant  time, 
Th'  insolvent  Griffin  struck  his  wings  sublime  ; — 
Forth  from  her  palace  walk'd  th'  ejected  queen. 
And  siiow'd  to  frowing  Fate  a  look  serene  ; 
Gay,  spite  of  time,  though  poor,  yet  well  attired, 
Kind  without  love,  and  vain  if  not  admired. 


Another  term  is  past ;  ten  other  years 
In  various  trials,  troubles,  views,  and  fears  : 
Of  these  some  pass'd  in  small  attempts  at  trade  ; 
Hou.ses  she  kei)t  for  widowers  lately  made  ; 
For  now  she  said,  "They'll  miss  th'  endearing  friend. 
And  I'll  be  there  the  softeu'd  heart  to  bend  ;  " 
And  true,  a  part  was  done  as  Clelia  plann'd — 
The  heart  was  soften'd,  but  she  niLss'd  the  hand  ; 
She  wrote  a  novel,  and  Sir  Denys  said 
The  dedication  was  the  best  he  re.ad  : 
But  Edgcworths,  Smiths,  and  Uadcliftes  so  engross'd 
The  public  car,  that  all  her  pains  were  lost. 
To  keep  a  toy-shop  was  att(nn])t  the  last  ; 
There  too  she  fail'd,  and  schemes  and  hopes  were  past. 

Now  friendless,  sick,  and  old,  and  wanting  bread. 
The  first-born  tears  of  fallen  pride  were  shod — 
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True,  bitter  tears  ;  and  yet  tliat  wounded  pride, 

Among  the  poor,  for  poor  distinctions  sigh'd. 

Though  now  her  tales  were  to  her  audience  fit ; 

Though  loud  her  tones,  and  vulgar  grown  her  wit, 

Though  now  her  dress — (but  let  me  not  explain 

The  piteous  patchwork  of  the  needy-vain, 

The  fiirtish  form  to  coarse  materials  lent. 

And  one  poor  robe  through  fifty  fashions  sent) ; 

Though  all  within  was  sad,  without  was  mean, — 

Still  'twas  her  wish,  her  comfort  to  be  seen  : 

She  would  to  plays  on  lowest  terms  resort. 

Where  once  her  box  was  to  the  beaux  a  court  ; 

And,  strange  delight !  to  that  same  house  where  she 

Join'd  in  the  dance,  all  gaiety  and  glee, 

Now  with  the  menials  crowding  to  the  wall 

She'd  see,  not  share,  the  pleasures  of  the  ball ; 

And  with  degraded  vanity  unfold 

How  she  too  triumph'd  in  the  years  of  old. 

To  her  poor  friends  'tis  now  her  pride  to  tell 

On  what  a  height  she  stood  before  she  fell ; 

At  church  she  points  to  one  tall  seat,  and  "  There 

We  sat,"  she  cries,  "when  my  papa  was  mayor." 

Not  quite  correct  in  what  she  now  relates, 

She  alters  persons  and  she  forges  dates  ; 

And  finding  memory's  weaker  help  decay' d. 

She  boldly  calls  invention  to  her  aid. 

Touch'd  by  the  pity  he  had  felt  before. 
For  her  Sir  Denys  oped  the  Almshouse  door  : 
"  With  all  her  faults,"  he  said,  "  the  woman  knew 
How  to  distinguish — had  a  manner  too  ! 
And,  as  they  say  she  is  allied  to  some 
In  decent  station — let  the  creature  come." 

Here  she  and  Blaney  meet,  and  take  their  view 
Of  all  the  pleasures  they  would  still  pursue  : 
Hour  after  hour  they  sit,  and  nothing  hide 
Of  vices  past ;  their  follies  are  their  pride  ; 
What  to  the  sober  and  the  cool  are  crimes. 
They  boast — exulting  in  those  happy  times  : 
The  darkest  deeds  no  indignation  raise, 
The  pixrest  virtue  never  wins  their  praise  ; 
But  still  they  on  their  ancient  joys  dilate. 
Still  with  regret  departed  glories  state. 
And  mourn  their  grievous  fall,  and  curse  their  rigorous  (ate. 
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LETTER  XVI. 

INHABITANTS   OF   THE   ALMSHOUSE, 

Thou  art  the  Knight  of  the  Burning  Liinip  :  if  thou  wast  any  way  given  to  virtue,  I 
would  swear  by  thy  face  ;  my  oatli  should  be  by  this  fire.  Oh  ]  thou'rt  a  perpetual 
triumph,  thou  hast  saved  me  a  thousand  m;u"kB  iu  links  and  torches,  walking  in  a  night 
betwixt  tavern  and  tavern.— Shakspeake. 

BENBOW, 

Benbow  an  improper  Companion  for  the  Badgemen  of  the  Almshouse— He  resembles  Bar- 
dolph— Left  iu  Tride  by  his  Father— Contracts  useless  Friendships- His  Friends  drink 
with  him,  and  employ  others— Called  worthy  and  honest  I  Why— Effect  of  Wine  on  the 
Mind  of  Man— Benbow's  common  Subject— '1  he  Praise  of  departed  Friends  and  Patrons — 
Squire  Asgill,  at  the  Grange  :  his  Manners,  Servants,  Friends— True  to  his  Church  : 
ought  therefore  to  be  spared— His  Sou's  ditt'erent  Conduct— Vexation  of  the  Father's 
spirit  if  admitted  to  see  the  Alteration — Cajjtain  Dowling,  a  boon  Companion,  ready  to 
drink  at  all  Times,  and  with  any  Company  :  fainotis  in  his  Club-room— His  eiisy  De- 
parture—Dolly Murray,  a  Maiden  advanced  in  Years  :  abides  by  Ratafia  and  Cards— Her 
free  Manners— Her  Skill  in,  the  Game— Her  Preparation  and  Death— Benbow,  how 
interrupted  :  his  Submission. 

See  !  yonder  baflgeman  with  that  glowing  face, 
A  meteor  shining  in  this  sober  place  ! 
Vast  sums  were  paid,  and  many  years  were  past. 
Ere  gems  so  rich  around  their  radiance  cast  ! 
Such  was  the  fiery  front  that  Bardolph  wore, 
Guiding  his  master  to  the  tavern  door  ; 
There  first  that  meteor  rose,  and  th-ere  alone, 
In  its  due  place,  the  rich  effulgence  shone  : 
But  this  strange  fire  the  seat  of  peace  invades 
And  shines  portentous  in  these  solemn  shades, 

Uenbow,  a  boon  companion,  long  approved 
By  jovial  sets,  and  (as  he  thought)  beloved. 
Was  judged  as  one  to  joy  and  friendship  prone. 
And  deem'd  injurious  to  himself  alone  : 
Gen'rous  and  free,  he  paid  but  small  regard 
To  trade,  and  fail'd  ;  and  some  declared  "'twas  hard  :" 
These  were  his  friends — his  foes  conceived  the  case 
Of  common  kind  :  ho  sought  and  found  disgrace  : 
The  reasoning  few,  who  neither  scorn'd  nor  loved. 
His  feelings  jatied  and  his  faults  reproved, 

Benbow,  the  father,  left  possessions  fair, 
A  worthy  name  and  business  to  his  heir  ; 
Benbow,  the  son,  those  fair  possessions  sold. 
And  lost  his  credit,  while  he  spent  the  gold  : 
He  was  a  jovial  trader  ;  men  enjoy'd 
The  night  with  him  ;  las  day  was  unemploy'd  ; 
So  when  his  credit  and  his  cash  were  spent, 
Here,  by  mistaken  pity,  ho  was  sent ; 
Of  late  ho  came,  with  passions  unsubdued, 
And  shared  and  curseil  the  hated  solitude, 
Where  gloomy  thoughts  arise,  whore  grievous  cares  intrude. 

Known  but  in  drink,  ho  found  an  easy  friend. 
Well  plea-sed  his  worth  and  honoiu'  to  commend  : 
And  thus  inform'd,  the  guardian  of  the  trust 
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Heard  the  applause,  and  said  the  claim  was  just, 

A  worthy  soul  !  unfitted  for  the  strife, 
Care,  and  contention  of  a  busy  life  ; — 
Worthy,  and  why  ? — that  o'er  the  midnight  bowl 
He  made  his  friend  the  partner  of  his  soul, 
And  any  man  his  friend  :  then  thus  in  glee, 
"I  speak  my  mind,  I  love  the  truth,"  quoth  he  ; 
Till  'twas  his  fate  that  useful  truth  to  find, 
'Tis  sometimes  prudent  not  to  speak  the  mind. 

With  wine  inflated,  man  is  all  upblown, 
And  feels  a  power  which  he  believes  his  own  ; 
With  fancy  soaring  to  the  skies,  he  thinks 
His  all  the  virtues  all  the  while  he  drinks  ; 
But  when  the  gas  from  the  balloon  is  gone, 
When  sober  thoughts  and  serious  cares  come  on, 
Where  then  the  worth  that  in  himself  he  found  ? 
Vanish'd — and  he  sank  grov'lling  on  the  ground. 

Still  some  conceit  will  Benbow's  mind  inflate. 
Poor  as  he  is,  'tis  pleasant  to  relate 
The  joys  he  once  possess'd — it  soothes  his  present  state. 

Seated  with  some  grey  beadsman,  he  regrets 
His  former  feasting,  though  it  svvell'd  his  debts  ; 
Topers  once  famed,  his  friends  in  earlier  daj's, 
Well  he  describes,  and  thinks  description  praise  : 
Each  hero's  worth  with  much  delight  ho  paints  ; 
Martyrs  thoy  were,  and  he  would  make  them  saints. 
"  Alas  !  alas  !  "  Old  England  now  may  say, 
' '  My  glory  withers  ;  it  has  had  its  day  : 
We're  fallen  on  evil  times  ;  men  read  and  think  ; 
Our  bold  forefathers  loved  to  fight  and  drink. 

"  Then  lived  the  good  Squire  Asgill — what  a  change 
Has  death  and  fashion  shown  us  at  the  Grange  ! 
He  bravely  thought  it  best  became  his  rank 
That  all  his  tenants  and  his  tradesmen  drank  : 
He  was  delighted  from  his  favoin-ite  room 
To  see  them  'cross  the  park  go  daily  home 
Praising  aloud  the  liquor  and  the  host, 
And  striving  who  should  venerate  him  most. 

"No  pride  had  he,  and  there  was  difference  small 
Between  the  master's  and  the  servants'  hall  ; 
And  here  or  there  the  gnosis  were  welcome  all. 
Of  Heaven's  free  gills  he  took  no  special  care, 
He  never  (juarrcU'd  for  a  simple  hare  ; 
But  sought,  by  giving  sport,  a  sjiorlsman's  name. 
Himself  a  poacher,  though  at  other  game  : 
He  never  planted  nor  inclosed — his  trees 
Grew,  like  himself,  untroubled  and  at  ease  : 
Bounds  of  all  kinds  he  hated,  and  had  felt 
Choked  and  impiison'd  in  a  modern  belt, 
Which  some  rare  genius  now  has  twined  about 
The  good  old  .house,  to  keep  old  neighbours  out. 
Along  his  valleys,  in  the  evening  hours. 
The  borough  damsels  str.ay'd  to  gather  flowers  ; 
Or  by  the  brakes  and  brushwood  of  the  park, 
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To  take  their  pleasant  rambles  in  the  dark. 

"  Some  prades,  of  rigid  kind,  forbore  to  call 
On  the  kind  females — favourites  at  the  hall ; 
But  better  nature  saw,  with  much  delight, 
The  different  orders  of  mankind  unite. 
'Twas  schooling  pride  to  see  the  footman  wait, 
Smile  on  his  sister,  and  receive  her  plate. 

"  His  worship  ever  was  a  churchman  true, 
He  held  in  scorn  the  Methodistic  crew  ; 
'  May  (iod  defend  the  Church  and  save  the  king,' 
He'd  pray  devoutly,  and  divinely  sing. 
Admit  that  he  the  holy  day  would  spend 
As  priests  approved  not,  still  he  was  a  friend  : 
Much  then  I  blame  the  preacher,  as  too  nice, 
To  call  such  trifles  by  the  name  of  vice ; 
Hinting,  though  gently,  and  with  cautious  speech. 
Of  good  example — 'tis  their  trade  to  preach. 
But  still  'twas  pity,  when  the  worthy  squire 
Stuck  to  the  Church,  what  more  could  they  require  1 
'Twas  almost  joining  that  fanatic  crew, 
To  throw  such  morals  at  his  honour's  pew  ; 
A  weaker  man,  had  he  been  so  reviled, 
Had  left  the  place — he  only  swore  and  smiled. 

"  But  think,  ye  rectors  and  ye  curates,  think. 
Who  are  your  friends,  and  at  their  frailties  wink  ; 
Conceive  not,  mounted  on  your  Sunday  throne. 
Your  firebrands  fall  upon  your  foes  alone  ; 
They  strike  your  patrons— and  should  all  withdraw 
In  whom  your  wisdoms  may  discern  a  flaw, 
You  would  the  flower  of  all  your  audience  lose, 
And  spend  your  crackers  on  their  empty  pews. 

"The  father  dead,  the  son  has  found  a  wife. 
And  lives  a  formal,  proud,  unsocial  life  ; 
The  lands  are  now  inclosed  ;  the  tenants  all, 
Save  at  a  rent-day,  never  see  the  hall ; 
No  lass  is  sufter'd  o'er  the  walks  to  come, 
And  if  there's  love,  they  have  it  all  at  home. 

"  Oh  !  could  the  ghost  of  our  good  squire  arise. 
And  .sec  such  chanj;e, — would  it  believe  its  eyes? 
Would  it  not  glide  about  from  place  to  place. 
And  mourn  the  manners  of  a  feebler  race  ? 
At  that  long  table,  where  the  servants  found 
Mirth  and  abvmdance  while  the  year  went  round  ; 
Where  a  huge  pollard  on  the  winter  fire 
At  a  huge  distauce  made  them  all  retire  ; 
Whore  not  a  measure  in  the  room  was  kept, 
And  but  one  rule— they  tij>pled  till  their  slept, — 
There  would  it  sec  a  pale  old  hag  preside, 
A  thing  made  up  of  stinginess  and  pride  ; 
Who  carves  the  meat,  as  if  the  flesh  could  feel, 
Carcle-ss  whoso  flesh  must  miss  the  plenteous  meal ; 
Here  would  the  ghost  a  small  coal  tiro  behold, 
Not  fit  to  keep  one  body  from  the  cold  ; 
Then  would  it  flit  to  higher  rooms,  and  stay 
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To  view  a  dull,  dress'd  company  at  play  ; 
All  the  old  comfort,  all  the  j^enial  fare 
For  over  gone  !  how  sternly  would  it  stare  ; 
And  though  it  might  not  to  their  view  appear, 
'Twould  cause  among  them  lassitude  and  fear  ; 
Then  wait  to  see — where  he  delight  has  seen — 
The  dire  effect  of  fretfulness  and  spleen. 

"  Such  were  the  worthies  of  these  better  days  ; 
We  had  their  blessings — thej'  shall  have  our  praise. 

"Of  Captain  Dowling  would  you  hear  me  speak  ? 
I'd  sit  and  sing  his  pi'aises  for  a  week  : 
He  was  a  man,  and  man-like  all  his  joy  ; 
I'm  led  to  question  was  he  ever  boy  ; 
Beef  was  his  breakfast  ;  if  from  sea,  and  salt. 
It  relish'd  better  with  his  wine  of  malt  ; 
Then,  till  he  dined,  if  walking  in  or  out. 
Whether  the  gravel  teased  him  or  the  gout, 
Though  short  in  wind  and  flannell'd  every  limb, 
He  drank  with  all  who  had  concerns  with  him  : 
Whatever  trader,  agent,  merchant,  came, 
They  found  him  ready,  every  hour  the  same  ; 
Whatever  liquors  might  between  them  pass. 
He  took  them  all,  and  never  balk'd  his  glass  ; 
Nay,  with  the  seamen  working  iu  the  ship, 
At  their  request,  he'd  share  tlie  grog  and  flip. 
But  in  the  club-room  was  his  chief  delight, 
And  punch  the  favourite  liquor  of  the  night ; 
Man  after  man  they  from  the  trial  shrank, 
And  Dowling  ever  was  the  last  who  drank. 
Arrived  at  home,  he,  ere  he  sought  his  bed. 
With  pipe  and  brandy  would  compose  his  head  ; 
Then  half  an  hour  was  o'er  the  news  beguiled, 
When  he  retired  as  harmless  as  a  child. 
Set  but  aside  the  gravel  and  the  gout, 
And  breathing  short — his  sand  ran  (airly  out. 

"At  fifty-five  we  lost  him — after  that 
Life  grows  insipid,  and  its  pleasures  flat. 
He  had  indulged  in  all  that  man  can  have. 
He  did  not  drop  a  dotard  to  his  grave  : 
Still  to  the  la.st,  his  feet  upon  the  chair. 
With  rattling  lungs  now  gone  beyond  repair  ; 
When  on  each  feature  Death  had  fix'd  his  stamp. 
And  not  a  doctor  could  the  body  vamp ; 
Still  at  the  last,  to  his  beloved  bowl 
He  clung,  and  cheer'd  the  sadness  of  his  soul  ; 
For  though  a  man  may  not  have  much  to  fear, 
Yet  <lcath  looks  ugly  when  the  view  is  near  : 
'  I  go,'  ho  said,  '  but  still  my  friends  shall  say 
'Twas  as  a  man — I  did  not  sneak  away  ; 
An  honest  life  with  worthy  souls  I've  spent, — 
Come,  fill  my  glass  !'— he  took  it,  and  he  went. 

"  Poor  Dolly  Murray  !     I  might  live  to  sco 
My  hundredth  year,  but  no  such  lass  as  she. 
Easy  by  nature,  in  hor  humour  gay, 
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She  chose  her  comforts,  ratafia  and  play  ; 
She  loved  the  social  game,  the  decent  glass, 
And  was  a  jovial,  friendly,  laughing  lass  ; 
We  sat  not  then  at  whist  demure  and  still. 
But  pass'd  the  pleasant  hours  at  gay  quadrille  : 
Lame  in  her  side,  we  placed  her  in  her  seat. 
Her  hands  were  free,  she  cared  not  for  her  feet ; 
As  the  game  ended,  came  the  glass  around 
(So  was  the  loser  cheer' d,  the  winner  crown'd). 
Mistress  of  secrets,  both  the  young  and  old 
In  her  confided— not  a  tale  she  told  ; 
Love  never  made  impression  on  her  mind, 
She  held  him  weak,  and  all  his  captives  bhnd  ; 
She  sutfer'd  no  man  her  free  soul  to  vex, 
Free  from  the  weakness  of  her  gentle  sex  ; 
One  with  whom  ours  unmoved  conversing  sate. 
In  cool  discussion  or  in  free  debate. 

"  Once  in  her  chair  we'd  placed  the  good  old  lass, 
Where  first  she  took  her  preparation-glass  ; 
By  lucky  thought  she'd  been  that  day  at  prayers. 
And  long  before  had  fix'd  her  small  affairs  ; 
So  all  was  easy — on  her  cards  she  cast 
A  smiling  look  ;  I  saw  the  thought  that  pass'd  : 
'  A  king,'  she  call'd — though  conscious  of  her  skill, 
'  Do  more,'  I  answer'd — '  More,'  she  said,  '  I  will  ; ' 
And  more  she  did — cards  answer'd  to  her  call, 
She  saw  the  mighty  to  her  mightier  fall  : 
'  A  vole  !  a  vole  ! '  she  cried,  '  'tis  fairly  won. 
My  game  is  ended,  and  my  work  is  done.' 
This  said,  she  gently,  with  a  single  sigh. 
Died  as  one  taught  and  practised  how  to  die. 

' '  Such  were  the  dead  departed  ;  I  survive, 
To  breathe  in  pain  among  the  dead  alive." 
The  boll  then  call'd  these  ancient  men  to  pray, 
''Again  !  "  said  Benbow, — "  tolls  it  every  day  ? 
Where  is  the  Ufe  I  led  f  " — lie  sigh'd  and  walk'd  his  way. 
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"  Blesned  is  tlip  m.an  who  providcth  for  the  sick  ami  needy  :  the  Uinl  '<h.ill  doluer  him 
in  time  of  trouhle." 

THE   HOSPITAL   AND   GOVERNORS. 

ChrL^ti.^n  Charity  iinx Ions  to  provide  for  future  as  well  m  present  Miseries— Hence  the 
Hiapltjil  for  the  Oise.-uied— Description  of  a  recovered  Piitieiit— The  Building  :  liuw 
erected-  The  Patroiii!  and  Oovcrnors— Kugebius— The  more  active  M.uiager  of  ISuhineiui  a 
moral  and  correct  Contributor— One  of  diUcrent  Description— Good  the  Result,  however 
mt^nuixed  with  Imperfection. 


An  ardent  spirit  dwells  with  Christian  love, 
The  eagle's  vigour  in  the  pitying  dove  ; 
'Tis  not  inough  that  we  with  sorrow  sigh, 
That  we  the  wants  of  ijleading  man  supply, 
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That  we  in  sympatby  with  sufferers  feel, 
Nor  hear  a  grief  without  a  wish  to  heal  ; 
Not  these  suffice — to  sickness,  pain,  and  woe, 
The  Christian  spirit  loves  with  aid  to  go  ; 
Will  not  be  sought,  waits  not  for  want  to  plead, 
But  seeks  the  duty — nay,  prevents  the  need  ; 
Her  utmost  aid  to  every  ill  applies. 
And  plans  relief  for  coming  miseries. 

Hence  yonder  building  rose  :  on  either  side 
Far  stretch'd  the  wards,  all  airy,  warm,  and  wide  ; 
And  every  ward  has  beds  by  comfort  spread, 
And  smooth'd  for  him  who  suffers  on  the  bed  : 
There  all  have  kindness,  most  relief, — for  some 
Is  cure  complete  ;  it  is  the  sufferer's  home  : 
Fevers  and  chronic  ills,  corroding  pains. 
Each  accidental  mischief  man  sustains  ! 
Fractures  and  wounds,  and  wither'd  limbs  and  lame. 
With  all  that,  slow  or  sudden,  vex  our  frame. 
Have  here  attendance  ;  here  the  sufferers  lie 
(Where  love  and  science  every  aid  apply). 
And  heal'd,  with  rapture  live,  or  soothed  by  comfort  die. 

See  !  one  relieved  from  anguish,  and  to-day 
Allow'd  to  walk  and  look  an  hour  away  ; 
Two  months  confined  by  fever,  frenzy,  pain. 
He  comes  abroad  and  is  himself  again  : 
'Twas  in  the  spring  when  carried  to  the  place, 
The  snow  fell  down  and  melted  in  his  face. 

'Tis  summer  now  ;  all  objects  gay  and  new, 
Smiling  alike,  the  viewer  and  the  view  ; 
He  stops  as  one  unwilling  to  advance. 
Without  another  and  another  glance  ; 
With  what  a  pure  and  simple  joy  he  sees 
Those  sheep  and  cattle  browsing  at  their  ease  ; 
Easy  himself,  there's  nothing  breathes  or  moves. 
But  he  would  cherish — all  that  lives  he  loves  : 
Observing  every  ward  as  round  he  goes. 
He  thinks  what  pain,  what  danger  they  inclose  ; 
Warm  in  his  wish  for  all  who  suffer  there. 
At  every  view  he  meditates  a  prayer  : 
No  evil  counsels  in  his  breast  abide. 
There  joy,  and  love,  and  gratitude  reside. 

The  wish  that  Roman  necks  in  one  were  found. 
That  ho  who  torm'd  the  wish  might  deal  the  wound. 
This  man  had  never  heard  ;  but  of  the  kind. 
Is  that  desire  which  rises  in  his  mind  ; 
He'd  have  all  English  hands  (for  lurther  ho 
Cannot  conceive  extends  our  charity), 
All  but  his  own,  in  one  right  hand  to  grow,  ' 

And  then  what  hearty  shake  would  ho  bestow  ! 

"  How  rose  the  building  i " — Piety  first  iiiid 
A  strong  foundation,  but  she  wanted  aid  ; 
To  Wealth  unwieldy  was  her  prayer  addross'd, 
Who  largely  gave,  and  she  the  donor  bloss'd  : 
Unwieldy  Wealth  then  to  hia  couch  withdi-ew, 
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And  took  the  sweetest  sleep  he  ever  knew. 

Then  busy  Vanity  sustain'd  her  part, 
"And  much,"  she  said,  '•  it  moved  her  tender  heart ; 
To  her  all  kinds  of  man's  distress  wore  known, 
And  all  her  heart  adopted  as  its  own." 

Then  Science  came — his  talents  he  display'd. 
And  Charity  with  joy  the  dome  survey'd  ! 
Skill,  Wealth,  and  Vanity,  obtain  the  fame, 
And  Piety,  the  joy  that  makes  no  claim. 

Patrons  there  are,  and  governors,  fi'om  whom 
The  greater  aid  and  guiding  orders  come  ; 
Who  voluntary  cares  and  labours  take. 
The  sufl'erei-s'  servants  for  the  service'  sake ; 
Of  those,  a  part  I  give  you — but  a  part ; 
Some  hearts  arc  hidden,  some  have  not  a  heart. 

First  let  me  praise — for  so  I  best  shall  paint 
That  pious  moralist,  that  reasoning  saint  ! 
Can  I  of  worth  like  thine,  Eusebius,  speak  ? 
The  man  is  willing,  but  the  Muse  is  weak  : 
'Tis  thine  to  wait  on  woe  !  to  soothe  !  to  heal  ! 
With  learning  social,  and  polite  with  zeal : 
In  thy  jiure  breast  although  the  passions  dwell, 
They're  train'd  by  Virtue,  and  no  more  rebel  ; 
But  have  so  long  been  active  on  her  side, 
That  passion  now  might  be  itself  the  guide. 

Law,  conscience,  honour,  all  obey'd  ;  all  give 
Th'  approving  voice,  and  make  it  bliss  to  live  ; 
While  faith,  when  life  can  nothing  more  supply, 
Shall  strengthen  hope,  and  make  it  bliss  to  die. 

He  preaches,  speaks,  and  writes  with  manly  sense, 
No  weak  neglect,  no  labour'd  eloqiience  ; 
Goodness  and  wisdom  are  in  all  his  ways. 
The  ru'lo  revere  him  and  the  wicked  praise. 

Upon  humility  his  virtues  grow. 
And  tower  so  high  because  so  fix'd  below  ; 
As  wider  spreads  the  oak  his  boughs  aroimd. 
When  deeper  with  his  roots  ho  digs  the  solid  ground. 

By  him,  from  ward  to  ward,  is  every  aid 
The  sufferer  neeils,  with  every  care  convcy'd  : 
Like  the  g<iod  tree  he  brings  his  treasure  forth, 
And,  like  the  tree,  unconscious  of  his  worth  : 
Meek  as  the  poorest  Publican  is  ho, 
And  strict  as  lives  the  straitost  Pharisee  ; 
Of  both,  in  him  unite  the  better  part, 
The  V)lanieless  conduct  .and  the  humble  heart. 

Yet  he  escapes  not ;  ho,  with  some,  is  wis6 
In  carnal  things,  and  loves  to  moralize  : 
Others  can  doubt  if  all  that  Christian  caro 
Has  not  its  price — there's  something  he  may  share  : 
But  this  and  ill  severer  he  sustains, 
As  gold  the  fire,  and  as  unhurt  remains  ; 
When  most  reviled,  although  ho  feels  the  smart, 
It  wakes  to  nobler  deeds  the  wounded  heart. 
As  the  rich  olive,  beaten  for  its  fruit, 
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Puts  forth  at  every  bruise  a  bearing  shoot. 

A  second  friend  we  have,  whose  care  and  zeal 
But  few  can  equal — few  indeed  can  feel ; 
He  lived  a  lite  obscure,  and  profits  made 
In  the  coarse  habits  of  a  vulgar  trade. 
His  brother,  master  of  a  hoy,  he  loved 
So  well,  that  he  the  calling  disapproved  : 
"  Alas  !  poor  Tom  !  "  the  landman  oft  would  sigh 
When  the  gale  treshen'd  and  the  waves  ran  high  ; 
And  when  they  parted,  with  a  tear  he'd  say, 
"  No  more  adventure  ! — here  in  safety  stay." 
Nor  did  he  feign  ;  with  more  than  half  he  had 
He  would  have  kept  the  seaman,  and  been  glad. 

Alas  !  how  lew  resist,  when  strongly  tried — 
A  rich  relation's  nearer  kinsman  died  ; 
He  sicken'd,  and  to  him  the  landman  went, 
And  all  his  hours  with  cousin  Ephraim  spent. 
This  Thomas  heard,  and  cared  not :  "  I,"  quoth  ho, 
"  Have  one  in  port  upon  the  watch  for  me." 
So  Ephraim  died,  and  when  the  will  was  shown, 
Isaac,  the  landman,  had  the  whole  his  own  : 
Who  to  his  brother  sent  a  moderate  purse, 
Which  he  return'd  in  anger,  with  his  eurse  ; 
Then  went  to  sea,  and  made  his  grog  so  strong. 
He  died  before  he  could  forgive  the  wrong. 

The  rich  man  built  a  house,  both  large  and  high, 
He  enter'd  in  and  set  him  down  to  sigh  ; 
He  planted  ample  woods  and  gardens  lair. 
And  walk'd  with  anguish  and  compunction  there  : 
The  rich  man's  pines,  to  every  friend  a  treat, 
He  saw  with  pain,  and  he  refused  to  eat ; 
His  daintiest  food,  his  richest  wines,  were  all 
Turn'd  by  remorse  to  vinegar  and  gall : 
The  softest  down  by  living  body  press'd, 
The  rich  man  bought,  and  tried  to  take  his  rest ; 
But  care  had  thorns  upon  his  pillow  spread. 
And  scatter'd  sand  and  nettles  in  his  bed  : 
Nervous  he  grew, — would  often  sigh  and  groan. 
He  talk'd  but  little,  and  he  walk'd  alone  ; 
Till  by  his  priest  convinced,  that  from  one  deed 
Of  genuine  love  would  joy  and  health  proceed. 
He  from  that  time  with  care  and  zeal  began 
To  seek  and  soothe  the  grievous  ills  of  man  ; 
And  as  his  hands  their  aid  to  grief  apply. 
He  learns  to  smile  and  he  forgets  to  sigh. 

Now  he  can  drink  his  wine  .and  taste  his  food, 
And  feel  the  blessings  Heaven  has  dealt  arc  good  ; 
And,  since  the  suffering  seek  the  rich  man's  door, 
He  sleeps  as  soundly  as  when  young  and  poor. 

Here  much  he  gives— is  urgent  more  to  gain  ; 
Ho  begs^rieh  beggars  seldom  sue  in  vain  : 
Preachers  most  iamcd  he  moves,  the  crowd  to  move. 
And  never  wearies  in  the  work  of  love : 
He  rules  all  business,  settles  all  affairs  ; 
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He  makes  collections,  he  directs  repairs  • 

Th^LtT'l''^''^  °"*'  brother. -Heaven  forgive 
1  lie  man  by  whom  so  many  brethren  live  ! 

Then   'mid  our  signatures,  a  name  appears. 
Of  one  for  wisdom  famed  above  his  years  • 
And  these  were  forty  :  he  was  from  his  youth 
A  patient  searcher  after  useful  truth  • 
To  language  little  of  his  time  ho  gave 
lo  science  less,  nor  was  the  Muse's  slave  • 
bober  and  grave   his  college  sent  him  do^u, 
A  fair  example  lor  his  native  town 

You  d  think  a  Socrates  or  Solon  there  • 

For  though  a  Christian,  he's  disposed  to  draw 

-  Know"  r"'  'T'^"  '  """^  ^^'^  "^ture's  law. 
Virfnr',    ''^^\'''^™«'    "my  fellow  mortals,  know 
Virtue  alone  is  happiness  below  • 

And  what  is  virtue  ?  prudence  first  to  choose 
Li  es  real  good,-the  evil  to  refuse  • 
Add  justice  then,  the  eager  hand  to  hold, 
To  curb  the  lust  of  power  and  thirst  of  gold  • 

A nH  f  ?•?  T"""  "''^*'  '^''^^t  ^-^^^erful  health  insures 
And  fortitude  unmoved,  that  conquers  or  endures" 

He  speaks,  and  lo  !-the  very  n  an  you  see 
Prudeu    and  temperate,  just  and  patie^nt  he,  ' 

No  follv  wn  V^"^^*^  ^"'  .^^'°'-^^"^  ^"^^^Ith  to  keep, 
No  folly  wastes   no  avarice  swells  the  heap  ■ 

He  no  man  s  debtor,  no  man's  patron  lives  •' 

Save  sound  advice,  he  neither  asks  nor  gives  ; 

By  no  vam  thoughts  or  erring  fancy  sway'd. 

His  words  are  weighty,  or  at  least  are  weigh'd  • 

Temp  rate  in  every  place-abroad,  at  home      ' 

Thence  will  applause,  and  hence  v^ill  pro^t  come  • 

And  health  from  eithei-he  in  time  prepares         ' 

But  ^iT'l-  "^'''.  ''?];^  '^""-  •'^"^"'^^^"t  cares 
But  not  for  fancy's  ills  ;  -he  never  grieves 
For  love  that  wounds  or  friendship  that  deceives 
H  s  patient  sou   endures  what  Helven  ordaUr 
But  neither  feels  nor  fears  ideal  pains.  ' 

Al  Jf  ""if/ •  "^^l"  ^''''^'''^  •"  '■^  '"'^n  so  wise  ?  "_ 

Alas  !— I  think  he  wants  infirmities  : 

He  wants  the  ties  that  knit  us  to  ou^  kind- 

?twruld  h''?''^'  ''''''  -"^Pla-nt  mind, 
ihat  would  the  feelings,  which  he  dreads   excito 
And  make  the  virtues  he  approves  del  <dit  ' 

ThoJln^'^r'^l'''  '"^'"'i  '-^"'l  patriots  feel, 

Are^icelv  T'^  .'-and  see  a  man  whose  cares 
Are  nicely  placed  on  either  world's  allairs  — 

SwiTJh  a  "'  'rt '  '"'^  ^'''"^''"'  it  1. e  kn'ows 
Of  ho/h  )  ^'^,'^°™t  he  most  reganl  bestows  ; 

Of  .r  "n   ^  '  ^T'  ^''  ^'^'^fe'*^'-  ■-  the-"  >'o  reads 
Of  gainful  ventures  and  of  godly  deeds  • 
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There  all  he  gets  or  loses  find  a  place, 
A  lucky  bargain  and  a  lack  of  grace. 

The  joys  above  this  prudent  man  invito 
To  pay  his  tax — devotion  ! — day  and  night ; 
The  pains  of  hell  his  timid  bosom  awe, 
And  force  obedience  to  the  Church's  law  ; 
Hence  that  continual  thought, — that  solemn  air, 
Those  sad  good  works,  and  that  laborious  prayer. 

All  these  (when  conscience,  wakcn'd  and  afraid, 
To  think  how  avarice  calls  and  is  obey'd) 
Ho  in  his  journal  finds,  and  for  his  grief 
Obtains  the  transient  opium  of  relief, 

"  Sink  not,  my  soul  ! — my  spirit,  rise  and  look 
O'er  the  fair  entries  of  this  precious  book  : 
Here  are  the  sins,  our  debts  ; — this  fairer  side 
Has  what  to  carnal  wish  our  strength  denied  ; 
Has  those  religious  duties  every  day 
Paid, — which  so  few  upon  the  Sabbath  pay  ; 
Here  too  are  conquests  over  frail  desires, 
Attendance  due  on  all  the  Churcli  reqiures  ; 
Then  alms  I  give — for  I  believe  the  word 
Of  holy  writ,  and  lend  unto  the  Lord, 
And  if  not  all  th'  importunate  demand, 
The  fear  of  want  restrains  my  ready  hand  : 
— Behold  !  what  sums  I  to  the  j^oor  resign. 
Sums  placed  in  Heaven's  own  book,  as  well  as  mine : 
Rest  then,  my  spirit ! — fastings,  prayers,  and  alms 
Will  soon  suppress  these  idly-raised  alarms. 
And  weigh'd  against  our  frailties,  set  in  view 
A  noble  balance  in  our  favour  due  : 
Add  that  I  yearly  here  affix  my  name. 
Pledge  for  large  payment — not  fiom  love  of  fame, 
But  to  make  peace  within  ; — that  peace  to  make. 
What  sums  I  lavish  !  and  what  gains  forsake  ! 
Cheer  up,  my  heart  !  let's  cast  off  every  doubt, 
Pray  without  dread,  and  jilace  our  money  out." 

Such  the  religion  of  a  mind  that  steers 
Its  way  to  bliss,  between  its  hopes  and  fears  ; 
Whose  passions  in  due  bomids  each  other  keep. 
And  thus  s>ib(hied,  they  murmur  till  they  sleep  ; 
Whose  virtues  all  their  certain  limits  know. 
Like  well-dried  herbs  that  neither  fade  nor  gi'OW  J 
Who  for  success  and  safety  ever  tries. 
And  with  both  woilds  alternately  complies. 

Huch  are  tlie  Guardians  of  this  bless'd  estate, 
Whate'er  without,  they're  praised  within  the  gate ; 
That  they  are  men,  and  have  their  faults,  is  true  ; 
But  here  their  woi-th  alone  a]ipears  in  view  : 
The  Muse  indeed,  who  reads  the  very  breast. 
Has  something  of  the  secrets  there  oxpress'd, 
But  j'ct  in  charity  ; — and  when  she  sees 
Such  means  for  joy  oi-  comfort,  health  or  ease, 
And  knows  how  much  united  minds  effect, 
She  almost  dreads  their  failings  to  detect ; 
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But  Truth  commands  : — in  man's  eiToneous  kind. 
Virtues  and  trailties  mingle  in  the  mind, 
Happy  ! — wlien  ieara  to  public  spirit  move, 
And  even  vices,  to  the  work  ot  love. 


LETTER  XVIII. 

Bhow  not  to  the  poor  thy  pride. 

Let  their  home  a  cott.ige  he  ; 
Nor  the  feeble  body  hide 

In  a  palace  fit  fur  thee  ; 

Let  him  not  about  him  see 
Lofty  ceilings,  ample  halls, 

Or  a  gate  his  boundary  be, 
Where  nor  friend  or  kinsman  caXis. 

Let  him  not  one  walk  behnld, 

That  only  one  which  he  must  tread. 
Nor  a  chamber  large  and  cold, 

Where  the  aged  and  sick  are  led  ; 

Better  far  his  humble  shed, 
Humble  aheds  of  neighbours  by. 

And  the  old  and  tatter'd  bed, 
Where  he  sleeps  and  hopes  to  die. 

To  qvjit  of  torpid  sluggishness  the  c;ive, 
And  from  the  powerful  arms  of  sloth  be  freR, 
'Tis  rising  from  the  de;wl— Alas  !  it  cannot  be. 

Tno^LMti.—  Castie  of  Jndolence, 

THE   POOR  AND   THEIR   DWELLIxN'GS. 

The  Method  of  treating  the  Borough  Paupers — Many  maintained  at  their  own  Dwellings^ 
Bomo  Charactei-H  of  the  Poor— The  Schoolmistress,  when  aged — The  Idiot— The  poo 
Bailor — The  declined  Tiudesman  and  his  Companion— This  contr.usted  with  the  Main 
tenance  of  the  Fnor  in  a  common  Mansion  erected  by  tho  Hundred — The  Objections  t» 
this  iilL'tliod  :  not  VVant,  nor  (_'ruelty,  but  the  necessiiry  Evils  of  this  Mode— What  they 
are— In.st,iuces  of  the  Evil — A  Keturn  to  the  Dorongb  Poor— The  Dwellings  of  these — 
The  LiiRes  and  By  ways— No  Attention  here  paid  to  Convenience— The  Pools  in  the  Path- 
ways—Amusements of  Seaport  Children— The  Town  Flora — Herbs  on  Walls  and  vacant 
8pact*«— A  Female  InhahiUuit  of  an  Alley — A  large  Building  let  to  several  poor  lu- 
hahitauts — Their  Mannei*s  and  Habits. 

Yes  !  we've  our  Borough  vices,  and  I  know 
How  far  they  spread,  how  rapidly  they  grow  ; 
Yet  think  not  Virtue  quits  tlie  busy  place. 
Nor  Charity,  the  virtues'  crown  and  grace. 

''  Oar  Poor,    how  feed  we  ?" — To  tlie  most  we  give 
A  weekly  dole,  and  at  their  lionies  tliey  live  ; — 
Others  together  dwell, — but  when  they  come 
To  the  low  roof,  they  see  a  kind  of  home, 
A  social  people  whom  they've  ever  known, 
With  their  own  thoui^hts,  and  manners  like  their  own. 

At  her  old  house,  her  dress,  her  air  the  same, 
I  see  mine  ancient  letterdoving  dame  : 
*' Learning,  my  child,"  said  she,  *'  shall  fame  command  ; 
Learning  is  better  worth  than  house  or  land  : 
For  houses  ficrish,  lands  are  gone  and  spent ; 
Li  learning  then  excel,  lor  that's  must  excellent." 

**  And  what  her  learning .-  " — 'Tis  with  awe  to  look 
In  every  verse  throughout  one  sacred  book  ; 
From  this  her  joy,  her  hope,  her  peace  is  sought  ; 
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This  she  has  learn'd,  and  she  is  nobly  taught. 

If  aught  of  mine  have  gaiii'd  the  public  ear  ; 
If  Rutland  deigns  these  humble  tales  to  hear  ; 
If  critics  pardon  what  my  friends  approved, 
Can  I  mine  ancient  widow  pass  vmmoved  ? 
Shall  I  not  think  what  pains  the  matron  took. 
When  first  I  trembled  o'er  the  gilded  book  ? 
HovF  she,  all  patient,  both  at  eve  and  morn, 
Her  needle  pointed  at  the  guarding  horn  ; 
And  how  she  soothed  me,  when,  with  study  sad, 
I  labour 'd  on  to  reach  the  final  zad  ? 
Shall  I  not  grateful  still  the  dame  survey, 
And  ask  the  Muse  the  poet's  debt  to  pay  ? 

Nor  I  alone,  who  hold  a  trifler's  pen, 
But  half  our  bench  of  wealthy,  weighty  men, 
Wlio  rule  our  Borough,  who  enforce  our  laws  ; 
They  own  the  matron  as  the  leading  cause, 
And  feel  the  pleasing  debt,  and  pay  the  just  applause  : 
To  her  own  house  is  borne  the  week's  supply  ; 
There  she  in  credit  lives,  tliere  hopes  in  peace  to  die. 

With  her  a  harmless  idiot  we  behold. 
Who  hoards  up  silver  shells  for  shining  gold  : 
These  he  preserves,  with  unremitted  care. 
To  buy  a  seat,  and  reign  the  Borough's  mayor  : 
Alas ! — who  could  th'  ambitious  changeling  tell. 
That  what  he  sought  our  rulei-s  dared  to  sell  ? 

Near  these  a  sailor,  in  that  hut  of  thatch 
(A  fish-boat's  cabin  is  its  nearest  match). 
Dwells,  and  the  dungeon  is  to  him  a  seat. 
Large  as  he  wishes — in  his  view  complete  : 
A  lockless  coffer  and  a  lidless  hutch. 
That  hold  his  stores,  have  room  for  twice  as  much  : 
His  one  spare  shirt,  long  glass,  and  iron  box, 
Lie  all  in  view  ;  no  need  has  he  lor  locks  : 
Here  he  abides,  and,  as  our  strangers  pass, 
He  shows  the  shipping,  he  presents  the  glass  ; 
He  makes  (unask'd)  their  ports  and  business  known. 
And  (kindly  heard)  turns  quickly  to  his  own, 
Of  noble  captains,  heroes  every  one, — 
You  might  as  soon  have  made  the  steeple  run  ; 
And  then  his  messmates,  if  you're  pleased  to  stay. 
He'll  one  by  one  the  gallant  souls  display. 
And  as  the  story  verges  to  an  end. 
He'll  wind  from  deed  to  deed,  from  friend  to  friend  ; 
He'll  speak  of  those  long  lost,  the  brave  of  old, 
As  princes  gen'rous,  and  as  heroes  bold  ; 
Then  will  his  feelings  rise,  till  you  may  trace 
Gloom,  like  a  cloud,  frown  o'er  his  manly  face, — 
And  then  a  tear  or  two,  which  sting  his  pride  ; 
These  he  will  dash  indignantly  aside. 
And  splice  his  tale  ; — now  take  him  from  his  cot, 
And  for  some  cleaner  berth  exchange  his  lot, 
How  will  ho  all  that  cruel  aid  dcjilore  ? 
His  heart  will  break,  and  he  will  fight  no  more. 
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Here  is  the  poor  old  merchant :  he  declined, 
And,  as  they  say,  is  not  in  perfect  mind  ; 
In  his  poor  house,  with  one  poor  maiden  friend, 
Quietly  he  paces  to  his  journey's  end. 
Rich  in  his  youth,  he  traded  and  he  fail'd  ; 
Again  he  tried,  again  his  fate  prevail'd  ; 
His  spirits  low,  and  his  exertions  small, 
He  fell  perforce, — he  seem'd  decreed  to  fall  : 
Like  the  gay  knight,  unapt  to  rise  was  he, 
But  downward  sank  with  sad  alacrity. 
A  borough  place  we  gain'd  him— in  disgrace. 
For  gross  neglect,  he  quickly  lost  the  place  ; 
But  still  he  kept  a  kind  of  sullen  pride. 
Striving  his  wants  to  hinder  or  to  hide  ; 
At  length,  oompell'd  by  very  need,  in  grief 
He  wrote  a  proud  petition  for  relief. 

"  He  did  suppose  a  fall,  like  his,  would  prove 
Of  force  to  wake  their  sympathy  and  love  ; 
Would  make  them  feel  the  changes  all  may  know. 
And  stir  them  up  a  due  regard  to  show." 

His  suit  was  granted  ; — to  an  ancient  maid. 
Relieved  hersell^  relief  for  him  was  paid  : 
Here  they  together  (meet  companions)  dwell, 
And  dismal  tales  of  man's  misfortunes  tell  : 
"  Twas  not  a  world  for  them,— God  help  them,  they 
Could  not  deceive,  nor  flatter,  nor  betray  ; 
But  there's  a  happy  change,  a  scene  to  come. 
And  they,  God  help  them  !  shall  be  soon  at  home." 

If  these  no  plejusures  nor  enjoyments  gain. 
Still  none  their  spirits  nor  their  speech  restrain  ; 
They  sigh  at  ease,  'mid  comforts  they  complain. 
The  poor  will  grieve,  the  poor  will  weep  and  sigh. 
Both  when  they  know,  ami  when  they  know  not  why ; 
But  we  our  bounty  with  such  care  bestow. 
That  cause  for  grieving  they  shall  seldom  know. 

Your  plan  I  love  not ;  with  a  number  you 
Have  placed  your  poor,  your  pitiable  few  : 
There,  in  one  house,  throughout  their  Hves  to  be. 
The  pauper-palace  which  they  hate  to  see  : 
That  giant  building,  that  high  bounding  wall, 
Those  bare-worn  walks,  that  lofty  thund'ring  hall, 
That  large  loud  clock,  which  tolls  each  dreaded  hour. 
Those  gates  and  locks,  and  all  those  signs  of  power; 
It  is  a  prison,  with  a  milder  name. 
Which  few  inhabit  without  dread  or  shame. 

Bo  it  agreed— the  poor  who  hither  come 
Partake  of  plenty,  seldom  found  at  home  ; 
That  airy  rooms  and  decent  beds  are  meant 
To  give  the  poor  by  day,  by  night,  content ; 
That  none  are  frighton'd,  once  admitted  here. 
By  the  stern  looks  of  lordly  overseer  : 

Grant  that  the  guardians  of  the  place  attend,  , 

And  ready  ear  to  each  petition  lend  ;  [ 

That  they  desire  the  grieving  poor  to  show 
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What  ills  they  feci,  what  partial  acts  the3'  know, 

Not  without  promise,  nay  desire  to  heal 

Each  wrong  they  suffer,  and  each  woe  they  feel. 

Alas  !  their  sorrows  in  their  bosoms  dwell  ; 
They've  much  to  suffer,  but  have  nought  to  tell  ; 
They  have  no  evil  in  the  place  to  state, 
And  dare  not  say  it  is  the  house  they  hate  : 
They  own  there's  granted  all  such  place  can  give, 
But  live  repining,  for  'tis  there  they  live. 

Grandsires  are  there,  who  now  no  more  must  sec, 
No  more  must  nurse  upon  the  trembling  knee, 
The  lost  loved  daughter's  infant  progeny  : 
Like  death's  dread  mansion,  this  allows  not  place 
For  joyful  meetings  of  a  kindred  race. 

Is  not  the  matron  there,  to  whom  the  son 
Was  wont  at  each  declining  day  to  run  ? 
He  (when  his  toil  was  over)  gave  delight. 
By  lifting  up  the  latch,  and  one  "  Good  night." 
Yes,  she  is  here  ;  but  nightly  to  her  door 
The  son,  still  lab'ring,  can  return  no  more. 
Widows  are  here,  who  in  their  huts  were  left. 
Of  husbands,  children,  plenty,  ease  bereft ; 
Yet  all  that  grief  within  the  humble  shed 
Was  soften'd,  soften'd  in  the  humble  bed  ; 
But  here,  in  all  its  force,  remains  the  grief, 
And  not  one  softening  object  for  relief. 

Who  can,  when  here,  the  social  neighbour  meet  ? 
Who  learn  the  story  current  in  the  street  ? 
Who  to  the  long-known  intimate  impart 
Facts  they  have  Icarn'd  or  feelings  of  the  heart  ? 
They  talk  indeed,  but  who  can  choose  a  friend. 
Or  seek  companions  at  their  journey's  end  ? 

Here  are  not  those  whom  they  when  infants  knew  ; 
Who,  with  like  fortune,  up  to  manhood  grew  : 
Who,  with  like  troubles,  at  old  age  arrived  ; 
Who,  like  themselves,  the  joy  of  life  survived  ; 
Whom  time  and  custom  so  familiar  made. 
That  looks  the  meaning  in  the  mind  convey'd  : 
But  here  to  strangers,  words  nor  look's  impart 
The  various  movements  of  the  stiffering  heart ; 
Nor  will  that  heart  with  those  alliance  own. 
To  whom  its  views  and  hopes  arc  all  unknown. 

What,  if  no  grievous  fears  their  lives  annoy, 
Is  it  not  worse  no  prospects  to  enjoy  ? 
'TLs  cheerless  living  in  such  bounded  view. 
With  nothing  dreadful,  but  with  nothing  new  ; 
Nothing  to  bring  them  joy,  to  make  them  wee2>, — 
The  day  itself  is,  like  the  night,  asleep  ; 
Or  on  the  sameness  if  a  break  be  made, 
'Tis  by  some  paTi])cr  to  his  grave  convey'd  ; 
By  smuggled  news  from  neighb'ring  village  told, 
News  never  true,  or  truth  a  twelvemonth  old  ; 
By  some  new  inmate  doom'<l  with  them  to  dwell, 
Or  justice  come  to  see  that  all  goes  well ; 
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Or  change  of  room,  or  hour  of  leave  to  crawl 
On  the  black  footway  winJing  with  the  wall, 
Till  the  stern  bell  forbids,  or  master's  sterner  call. 

Here  too  the  niotlier  sees  her  children  train'd. 
Her  voice  excluded  and  her  feelings  pain'd  : 
Who  govern  here,  by  general  rules  must  move, 
Where  ruthless  custom  rends  the  bond  of  love. 
Nations  we  know  have  nature's  law  tran.sgress'd, 
And  snatch'd  the  infant  from  the  parent's  breast ; 
But  still  for  public  good  the  boy  was  train'd. 
The  mother  suflcr'd,  but  the  matron  gain'd  : 
Here  nature's  outrage  serves  no  cause  to  aid  ; 
The  ill  is  felt,  but  not  the  Spartan  made. 

Then  too  I  own,  it  grieves  mo  to  behold 
Those  ever  virtuous,  helpless  now  and  old, 
By  all  for  care  and  industry  approved, 
For  truth  respected,  and  for  temper  loved  ; 
And  who,  by  sickness  and  misfortune  tried, 
Gave  want  its  worth  and  poverty  its  pride  : 
I  own  it  grieves  me  to  behold  them  scjit 
From  their  old  home  ;  'tis  pain,  'tis  punishment. 
To  leave  each  scene  familiar,  every  face. 
For  a  new  jteoijle  and  a  stranger  race  ; 
For  those  who,  sunk  in  sloth  and  dead  to  shame. 
From  scenes  of  guilt  with  daring  spirits  came  ; 
Men,  just  and  guileless,  at  such  manners  start, 
And  bless  their  God  that  time  has  fenced  their  heart, 
Confirm'd  their  virtue,  and  expell'd  the  fear 
Of  vice  in  minds  so  simple  and  sincere. 

Here  the  good  paujjcr,  losing  all  the  praise 
By  worthy  deeds  acquired  in  better  days. 
Breathes  a  few  months,  then,  to  his  chamber  led. 
Expires,  while  strangers  prattle  round  his  bed. 

The  grateliil  hunter,  when  his  horse  is  old. 
Wills  not  the  useless  favourite  to  be  sold  ; 
Ho  knows  his  former  worth,  and  gives  him  place 
In  some  fair  pasture,  till  he  runs  his  race  : 
But  has  the  labourer,  has  the  seaman  done 
Less  worthy  service,  though  not  dealt  to  one  ? 
Shall  we  not  then  contribute  to  their  ease. 
In  their  old  haunts,  where  ancient  objects  please  ? 
That,  till  their  sight  shall  fiiil  them,  they  may  trace 
The  well-known  prospect  and  the  long-loved  lace. 

The  noble  oak,  in  distant  ages  seen, 
With  far-strctch'd  boughs  and  foliage  fresh  and  green, 
Though  now  its  bare  and  forky  branches  show 
How  much  it  lacks  the  vital  warmth  below, 
The  stately  ruin  yet  our  wonder  gains. 
Nay,  moves  our  pity,  without  thought  of  pains  : 
Much  more  shall  real  wants  and  cares  ot  ago 
Our  gentler  passions  in  their  cause  engage  : — 
Drooping  and  l)urtlien'd  with  a  weight  ol  years, 
What  venerable  ruin  man  appears  I 
How  worthy  i)ity,  love,  respect,  and  grid — 
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Ho  claims  protection- — he  compels  relief; — 
And  shall  we  send  him  from  our  view,  to  bravo 
The  storms  abroad,  whom  we  at  home  might  save, 
And  let  a  stranger  dig  our  ancient  brother's  grave  ? 
No  !  we  will  shield  him  from  the  storm  he  fears, 
And  when  he  falls,  embalm  him  with  our  tears. 


Farewell  to  these  :  but  all  our  poor  to  know, 
Let's  seek  the  winding  Lane,  the  narrow  Row, 
Suburban  prospects,  where  the  ti-aveller  stops 
To  see  the  sloping  tenement  on  props. 

With  building-yards  immix'd,  and  humble  sheds  and  shops  ; 
Where  the  Cross-keys  and  Plumbers'  Arms  invite 
Laborious  men  to  taste  their  coarse  delight ; 
Where  the  low  porches,  stretching  from  the  door. 
Gave  some  distinction  in  the  days  of  yore. 
Yet  now  neglected,  more  oflfend  the  eye. 
By  gloom  and  ruin,  than  the  cottage  by  : 
Places  like  these  the  noblest  town  endures. 
The  gayest  palace  has  its  sinks  and  sewers. 

Here  is  no  pavement,  no  inviting  shop, 
To  give  us  shelter  when  compell'd  to  stop  ; 
But  plashy  puddles  stand  along  the  way, 
Fill'd  by  the  rain  of  one  tempestuous  day  ; 
And  these  so  closely  to  the  buildings  run, 
That  you  must  ford  them,  for  you  cannot  shun  ; 
Though  here  and  there  convenient  bricks  are  laid, 
And  door-side  heaps  afford  their  dubious  aid. 

Lo  !  yonder  shed  ;  observe  its  garden-ground. 
With  the  low  paling,  form'd  of  wreck,  around  : 
There  dwells  a  fisher  ;  if  you  view  his  boat. 
With  bed  and  barrel — 'tis  his  house  afloat  ; 
Look  at  his  house,  where  roj^cs,  nets,  blocks,  abound. 
Tar,  pitch,  and  oakum — 'tis  his  boat  aground  : 
That  space  inclosed,  but  little  lie  regards. 
Spread  o'er  with  relics  of  masts,  sails,  and  yards  : 
Fish  by  the  wall,  on  spit  of  elder,  rest. 
Of  all  his  food,  the  cheapest  and  the  best. 
By  his  own  labour  caught,  for  liis  own  hunger  dress'd. 

Here  our  reformers  come  not ;  none  object 
To  paths  polluted,  or  upbraid  neglect ; 
None  care  that  ashy  hea])s  at  doors  are  cast. 
That  coal-dust  flies  along  the  blinding  blast : 
None  heed  the  stagnant  pools  on  either  side, 
Where  new-launch'd  ships  of  infant  sailois  ride: 
Rodneys  in  rags  lierc  British  valour  boast. 
And  lisping  Nelsons  fright  the  tiallic  coast. 
They  fix  the  rudder,  set  the  swelling  sail. 
They  point  the  bowsprit,  and  they  blow  the  galo  : 
True  to  her  port,  the  frigate  scuds  away. 
And  o'er  that  frowning  ocean  finds  her  bay : 
Her  owner  rigg'd  her,  and  he  knows  her  worth. 
And  sees  her,  fearless,  gunwale-deep  go  foi-th  ; 
Droadless  he  views  his  sea,  by  breezes  ciu-l'd, 
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When  inch-high  billows  vex  the  watery  world. 

There,  fed  by  food  they  love,  to  rankest  size, 
I       Around  the  dwellings  docks  and  wormwood  rise  ; 
t       Here  the  strong  mallow  strikes  her  slimy  root. 

Here  the  dull  nightshade  hangs  her  deadly  fruit : 
'        On  hills  of  dust  the  henbane's  faded  green, 
;        And  pcncill'd  flower  of  sickly  scent  is  seen  ; 
.        At  the  wall's  base  the  fiery  nettle  springs, 
'         With  fruit  globose  and  fierce  with  poison'd  stings ; 
Above  (the  growth  of  many  a  year)  is  spread 
The  yellow  level  of  the  stone-crop's  bed  : 
In  every  chink  delights  the  fern  to  grow. 
With  gloss}^  leaf  and  tawny  bloom  below  ;* 
These,  with  our  sea-weeds,  rolling  up  and  down. 
Form  the  contracted  Flora+  of  the  town. 

Say,  wilt  thou  more  of  scenes  so  sordid  know? 
Then  will  I  lead  thee  down  the  dusty  Row ; 
By  the  warm  alley  and  the  long  close  lane, — 
There  mark  the  fractured  door  and  paper'd  pane. 
Where  flags  the  noon-tide  air,  and,  as  we  pass. 
We  fear  to  breathe  the  puti-efying  mass  : 
But  fearless  yonder  matron  ;  she  disdains 
To  sigh  for  zephyrs  from  ambrosial  plains  ; 
But  mends  her  meshes  torn,  and  pours  her  lay 
All  in  the  stifling  fervour  of  the  day. 

Her  naked  children  round  the  alley  run, 
And  roll'd  in  dust,  are  bronzed  beneath  the  sun. 
Or  gambol  round  the  dame,  who,  loosel3'  dress'd, 
Woos  the  coy  breeze  to  fan  the  open  breast : 
She,  once  a  handmaid,  strove  by  decent  art 
To  chami  her  sailor's  eye  and  touch  his  heart ; 
Her  bosom  then  was  veil'd  in  kerchief  clean. 
And  fancy  left  to  form  the  charms  unseen. 

But  when  a  wife,  she  lost  her  former  cai-e, 
Nor  thought  on  charms,  nor  time  for  dress  could  spare ; 
Careless  she  found  her  friends  who  dwelt  beside. 
No  rival  beauty  kept  alive  her  pride  : 
Still  in  her  bo.som  Virtue  keeps  her  place. 
But  decency  is  gone,  the  virtues'  guard  and  gra/ie. 

See  that  long  boarded  l)uilding  ! — By  these  stairs 
Each  humble  tenant  to  that  home  repairs — 
By  one  large  window  lighted — it  was  made 
For  some  bold  project,  some  design  in  trade  : 
This  fail'd, — and  one,  a  humourist  in  his  way 
(111  was  the  humour),  bought  it  in  decay; 
Nor  will  ho  .sell,  repair,  or  take  it  down  ; 
'Tis  his, — what  cares  he  lor  the  talk  of  town  ? 
"  No  !  ho  will  let  it  to  the  poor ; — a  home 

■  Thi«  fwenery  is,  I  must  acknowlodtfe,  in  a  certain  defjree  lilte  tli.it  heretofora  dMcrifacd 
In  "  Thp  Villiigo  ;"  l,ut  tliat  u].-<i  was  ji  iiiiLritinie  country  :  — If  tlic  i»bjects  be  ilmUar*  the 
picturcH  luuRt  (in  their  i>rinci]<ni  fruiinis)  liu  alil(e,  or  tx;  liatl  picturea.  1  have  varied 
them  BM  inucli  as  I  coutd,  confiisUiitly  witli  my  wiali  to  b(!  a«:eunit«. 

t  The  reader  unacquainted  with  tlie  laiiguiit^e  of  lM>tany  it*  Inlonnud,  that  tlie  Flora  of  a 
place  means  the  vegetable  si>eciea  it  contains,  and  U  the  title  of  a  book  which  den-'ribes 
them. 
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Where  he  delights  to  see  the  creatures  come." 

"  They  may  be  thieves  ;" — "Well  so  are  richer  men  ;" 

"■  Or  idlers,  cheats,  or  ]irostitutcs  ; "— "  What  then  ?" 

"Outcasts  pursued  by  justice,  vile  and  base  ;" — 

"  They  need  the  more  his  pity  and  the  place  :" 

Convert  to  system  his  vain  mind  has  built, 

He  gives  asylum  to  deceit  and  guilt. 

In  this  vast  room,  each  place  by  habit  fix'd, 
Are  sexes,  families,  and  ages  mix'd — 
To  union  forced  by  crime,  by  fear,  by  need, 
And  all  in  morals  and  in  modes  agreed  : 
Some  ruin'd  men  who  from  mankind  remove  ; 
Some  ruin'd  iemales  who  yet  talk  of  love  ; 
And  some  gi-own  old  in  idleness — the  prey 
To  vicious  spleen,  still  railing  through  the  day; 
And  need  and  misery,  vice  and  danger  bind, 
In  sad  alliance  each  degraded  mind. 

That  window  view  !— oil'd  paper  and  old  glass 
Stain  the  strong  rays,  which,  thf)ugh  impeded,  pass, 
And  give  a  dusty  warmth  to  that  huge  I'oom, 
The  conquer'd  sunshine's  melancholy  gloom  ; 
When  all  those  western  rays,  without  so  bright, 
Within  become  a  ghastly  glimmering  light. 
As  pale  and  faint  upon  the  door  they  lall^ 
Or  feebly  gleam  on  the  opposing  wall ; 
That  floor,  once  oak,  now  pieced  with  fir  un].laned. 
Or,  where  not  ])ieced,  in  places  bored  and  staiu'd  ; 
That  wall  once  whiten'd,  now  an  odious  sight, 
Stain'd  with  all  hues,  except  its  ancient  white  ; 
The  only  door  is  fasten'd  by  a  pin, 
Or  stubborn  bar,  that  none  may  hurrj'  in  : 
For  this  poor  room,  like  rooms  of  greater  pride, 
At  times  contains  what  prudent  men  would  hide. 

Where'er  the  floor  allows  an  even  space. 
Chalking  and  marks  of  variovis  games  have  place ; 
Boys,  without  foresight,  pleased  in  halters  swing; 
On  a  fix'd  hook  men  cast  a  flying  ring ; 
While  gin  and  snuff  their  female  neighbours  share, 
And  the  black  beverage  in  the  fractured  ware. 

On  swinging  shelf  are  things  incongruous  stored, — 
Scraps  of  their  food, — the  cards  and  cribbage-board, — 
With  pipes  and  pouches  ;  while  on  peg  below. 
Hang  a  lost  member's  fiddle  and  its  bow  ; 
That  still  reminds  them  how  he'd  dance  and  play, 
Ere  sent  untimely  to  the  Convicts'  Bay. 

Hero  by  a  curtain,  by  a  blanket  there, 
Are  various  beds  conceal'd,  but  none  with  care  ; 
Where  some  by  day  and  some  by  night,  as  best 
Suit  their  employments,  seek  uncertain  rest ; 
The  drowsy  children  at  their  pleasure  creep 
To  the  known  crib,  and  there  securely  sleep. 

Each  end  contains  a  grate,  and  these  beside 
Are  hung  utensils  for  their  boil'd  and  fried — 
All  used  at  any  hoin*,  by  night,  by  day. 
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As  suit  the  purse,  the  person,  or  the  prey. 

Above  the  fire,  the  mantel-shelf  contains 
Ol'chinaware  some  poor  unmatch'd  remains  ; 
There  many  a  teacup's  gaudy  fragment  stands. 
All  placod  by  Vanity's  unwearied  hands  ; 
For  here  she  lives,  e'en  here  she  looks  about. 
To  find  some  small  consoling  objects  out : 
Nor  heed  these  Spartan  dames  their  house,  nor  sit 
'Mid  cares  domestic, — they  nor  sew  nor  knit ; 
But  of  theii'  fate  discourse,  their  ways,  their  wars 
With  arm'd  authorities,  their  'scapes  and  scars  : 
These  lead  to  present  evils,  and  a  cup. 
If  fortune  grant  it,  winds  descri[ition  up. 

High  hung  at  cither  end,  and  next  the  wall, 
Two  ancient  mirrors  show  the  forms  of  all. 
In  all  their  force  ; — these  aid  them  in  their  dress. 
But  with  the  good,  the  evils  too  express. 
Doubling  each  look  of  care,  each  token  of  distress. 


LETTER  XIX. 

THE  rOOK  OF  THE  BOROUGH. 


THE  PARISH  CLERK. 

The  Parish  Clerk  bpgaii  his  Bulies  with  the  late  Vicar,  a  grave  and  austere  Man  ;  one  fully 
ortliodux  ;  a  Dctect^jr  and  Opposer  of  the  Wiles  of  Satan — His  Opinion  of  his  own 
Fortituiie— The  more  frail  offended  by  these  Professions— His  good  Advice  jjives  f\ii'ther 
Provoeation—'l hey  invent  stratagems  to  overcome  his  Virtue — His  Triumph— He  is  yet 
not  invulnerable  ;  is  assaulted  by  fear  of  Want,  and  Avarice — He  gradually  yields  to 
llie  Seduction — He  reasons  with  himaclf,  and  is  persua^led— He  offends,  but  with  Terror ; 
repeats  his  Olfence  ;  grows  familiar  v^ith  Crime  :  is  detected — His  Sullerings  and  Ifetth. 

With  our  late  Vicar,  and  his  age  the  same. 

His  clerk,  hight  Jackin,  to  his  office  came  ; 

The  like  slow  speech  was  his,  the  like  tall  slender  frame  : 

But  Jachin  was  the  gravest  man  on  ground, 

And  heard  his  master's  jokes  with  look  j)rofound  ; 

For  worldly  wealth  this  man  of  letters  sigh'd, 

And  had  a  sprinkling  of  the  spirit's  i)ride  : 

But  he  was  sober,  cha.ste,  devout,  and  just. 

One  whom  his  neighbours  could  believe  and  trust : 

Of  none  susi>ccted  ;  neither  man  nor  maid 

By  him  were  wrong' d,  or  were  of  him  afraid. 

There  was  indeed  a  frown,  a  trick  of  state, 
In  Jachin  ; — formal  was  his  air  and  gait : 
But  if  he  scem'd  more  solemn  and  less  kind. 
Than  some  light  men  to  light  affairs  confined, 
Still  'twa-s  allow'd  that  he  should  so  behave 
As  in  liigh  seat,  and  bo  severely  grave. 

This  book-taught  man,  to  man's  first  foe  profcss'd 
iJufiaiice  stern,  and  liate  that  knew  not  rest ; 
lie  held  that  Satan,  since  the  world  began, 
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In  every  act,  had  strife  with  every  man ; 

That  never  evil  deed  on  earth  was  done, 

But  of  the  acting  parties  he  was  one  ; 

The  flattering  guide  to  make  ill  prospects  clear  ; 

To  smooth  rough  ways  the  constant  pioneer ; 

The  ever-tempting,  soothing,  softening  power, 

Keady  to  cheat,  seduce,  deceive,  devour. 

"  Me  has  the  sly  Seducer  oft  withstood," 
Said  pious  Jachin,  "but  he  gets  no  good  ; 
I  pass  the  house  where  swings  the  tempting  sign, 
And  pointing,  tell  him,  '  Satan,  that  is  thine  :' 
I  pass  the  damsels  pacing  down  the  street, 
And  look  more  grave  and  solemn  when  we  meet ; 
Nor  doth  it  irk  me  to  rebuke  their  smiles, 
Their  wanton  ambling,  and  their  watchful  wiles  : 
Nay,  like  the  good  John  Bunyan,  when  I  view 
Those  forms,  I'm  angry  at  the  ills  they  do  ; 
That  I  could  pinch  and  spoil,  in  sin's  despite, 
Beauties,  which  frail  and  evil  thoughts  excite.* 

"  At  feasts  and  banquets  seldom  am  I  found, 
And  save  at  church  abhor  a  tuneful  sound ; 
To  plays  and  shows  I  run  not  to  and  fro, 
And  where  my  master  goes,  forbear  to  go." 

No  wonder  Satan  took  the  thing  amiss, 
To  be  opposed  by  such  a  man  as  this — 
A  man  so  grave,  important,  cautious,  vrise, 
Who  dared  not  trust  his  feeling  or  his  eyes  ; 
No  wonder  he  should  lurk  and  lie  in  wait. 
Should  fit  his  hooks  and  ponder  on  his  bait ! 
Should  on  his  movements  keep  a  watchful  eye  ; 
For  he  pursued  a  fish  who  led  the  fry. 

With  his  own  peace  our  clerk  was  not  content ; 
He  tried,  good  man  !  to  make  his  friends  repent. 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  friends,  from  inns  and  taverns  fly ; 
You  may  suppress  your  thirst,  but  not  supply  : 
A  foolish  proverb  says  '  the  devil 's  at  homo  ;' 
But  he  is  there,  and  tempts  in  every  room  : 
Men  feel,  they  know  not  why,  such  places  please  ; 
His  are  the  spells — they're  idleness  and  ease  ; 
Magic  of  fatal  kind  he  throws  aroimd, 
Where  care  is  banish' d,  but  the  heart  is  bound. 

"  Think  not  of  beauty  ;  when  a  maid  you  meet. 
Turn  from  her  view  and  step  across  the  street ; 
Dread  all  the  sex  :  their  looks  create  a  charm, 
A  smile  should  fright  j'ou  and  a  word  alarm  : 
E'en  I  myself,  vrith  all  my  watchful  care, 
Have  for  an  instant  felt  the  insidious  snare, 
And  caught  my  sinful  eyes  at  the  endang'ring  stare  ; 
Till  I  was  forced  to  smite  my  boimding  breast 
With  forceful  blow,  and  bid  the  bold  one  rest. 

"  Go  not  with  crowds  when  they  to  pleasure  run, 

•  John  Bunyan.  in  one  of  tho  many  productions  of  hia  zeal,  bus  ventured  to  make 
public  this  extraordinary  aentuuent,  which  the  frigid  piety  of  our  clerk  bo  readily 
adopted. 
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But  public  joy  in  private  safety  shun. 
When  bells,  diverted  from  their  true  intent, 
Ring  loud  for  some  deluded  mortal  sent 
To  hear  or  make  long  speech  in  parliament ; 
What  time  the  many,  that  unruly  beast. 
Roars  its  rough  joy  and  shares  the  final  feast ; 
Then  heed  my  counsel,  shut  thine  ears  and  eyes  ; 
A  few  will  hear  me- -for  the  few  are  wise." 

Not  Satan's  friends,  nor  Satan's  self  could  bear, 
The  cautious  man  who  took  of  souls  such  care  ; 
An  interloper, — one  who,  out  of  place, 
Had  volunteer'd  upon  the  side  of  grace  : 
There  was  his  master  ready  once  a  week 
To  give  advice  ;  what  further  need  he  seek  ? 
"Amen,  so  be  it ;"  what  had  he  to  do 
With  more  than  this  ? — 'twas  insolent  and  new  ; 
And  some  determined  on  a  way  to  see 
How  frail  he  was,  that  so  it  miglit  not  be. 

First  they  essay'd  to  tempt  our  saint  to  sin, 
By  points  of  doctrine  argued  at  an  inn  ; 
Where  he  might  warmly  reason,  deeply  drink, 
Then  lose  all  power  to  argue  and  to  think. 

In  vain  they  tried  ;  he  took  the  question  up, 
Clear'd  every  doubt,  and  barely  touch'd  the  cup  : 
By  many  a  text  he  proved  his  doctrine  sound, 
And  look'd  in  triumph  on  the  tempters  round. 

Next  'twas  their  care  an  artful  lass  to  find. 
Who  might  consult  him  as  perplex'd  in  mind  ; 
She  they  conceived  might  put  her  case  vnth  fears, 
With  tender  tremblings  and  seducing  tears  ; 
She  might  such  charms  of  various  kind  display. 
That  he  would  feel  their  force  and  melt  away  : 
For  why  of  nymphs  such  caution  and  such  dread, 
Unless  he  felt,  and  fear'd  to  be  misled  ! 

She  came,  she  s[)ake  :  he  calmly  heard  her  case. 
And  plainly  told  her  'twas  a  want  of  grace  ; 
Bade  her  "  such  fancies  and  affections  check, 
And  wear  a  thicker  muslin  on  her  neck." 
Abased,  his  human  foes  the  combat  fled. 
And  the  stern  clerk  yet  higher  held  his  head. 
They  were  indeed  a  weak,  impatient  set, 
But  their  shrewd  prompter  had  his  engines  yet ; 
Had  various  means  to  make  a  mortal  trip. 
Who  shunn'd  a  flowing  bowl  and  rosy  lip  ; 
And  knew  a  thousand  ways  his  heart  to  move, 
Who  flies  from  banquets  and  who  laughs  at  lovo. 

Thus  far  the  playful  Muse  has  lent  her  aid, 
But  now  departs,  of  graver  theme  afraid  ; 
Her  may  we  seek  in  more  appropriate  time, — 
There  is  no  jesting  with  distress  an<l  crime. 

Our  worthy  clerk  had  now  arrived  at  fame, 
Such  as  but  few  in  his  degree  might  claim  ; 
But  he  was  poor,  and  wanted  not  the  sense 
That  lowly  rates  the  praise  without  the  pence  ; 
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He  saw  the  common  herd  witli  reverence  treat 
The  weakest  burgess  whom  they  chanced  to  meet ; 
While  few  respected  his  exalted  views, 
And  all  beheld  his  doublet  and  his  shoes  : 
None,  when  they  meet,  would  to  his  parts  allow 
(Save  his  poor  boys)  a  hearing-  or  a  bow  : 
To  this  false  judgment  of  the  vulgar  mind, 
He  was  not  full.v,  as  a  saint,  resign'd  ; 
He  found  it  much  his  jealous  soul  affect. 
To  fear  derision  and  to  find  neglect. 

The  year  was  bad,  the  christening  fees  were  small, 
The  weddings  few,  the  parties  paupers  all : 
Desire  of  gain  with  fear  of  want  combined. 
Raised  sad  commotion  in  his  wounded  mind  ; 
Wealth  was  in  all  his  thoughts,  his  views,  his  dreams, 
And  prompted  base  desires  and  baseless  schemes. 

Alas  !  how  often  erring  mortals  keep 
The  strongest  watch  against  the  foes  who  sleep  ; 
While  the  more  wakeful,  bold,  and  artful  foe 
Is  sufifer'd  guardless  and  unmark'd  to  go. 

Once  in  a  month  the  sacramental  bread 
Our  clerk  with  wine  upon  the  table  spread  : 
The  custom  this,  that  as  the  vicar  reads. 
He  for  our  off 'rings  round  the  church  proceeds  : 
Tall  spacious  seats  the  wealthier  people  hid, 
And  none  had  view  of  what  his  neighbour  did  : 
Laid  on  the  box  and  mingled  when  they  fell. 
Who  should  the  worth  of  each  oblation  tell? 
Now  as  poor  Jachin  took  the  usual  round. 
And  saw  the  alms  and  heard  the  metal  sound, 
Ho  had  a  thought — at  first  it  was  no  more 
Than — "  These  have  cash,  and  give  it  to  the  poor." 
A  second  thought  from  this  to  work  began — 
"And  can  they  give  it  to  a  poorer  man  1" 
Proceeding  thus,  "My  merit  could  they  know, 
And  knew  my  need,  how  freely  they'd  bestow  ; 
But  though  they  know  not,  these  remain  the  same, 
And  are  a  strong,  although  a  secret  claim  : 
To  me,  alas  !  the  want  and  worth  are  known  ; 
Why,  then,  in  fact,  'tis  but  to  take  my  own." 

Thought  after  thought  pour'd  in,  a  tempting  train  ;- 
"  Suppose  it  done, — who  is  it  co\ild  complain  ? 
How  could  the  poor  ?  for  they  such  trifles  share, 
As  add  no  comlbrt,  a,s  suppress  no  care  ; 
But  many  a  pittance  makes  a  worthy  heap, — 
What  says  the  law  ?  that  silence  puts  to  sleep  : 
Nought  then  forbids,  the  danger  coidd  we  shun, 
And  sure  the  business  may  bo  safely  done. 

"  But  am  I  earnest  ? — eainest  ?  No — I  say, 
If  such  my  mind,  that  I  could  jilan  a  way  ; 
Let  me  refiect  ;  I've  not  allow'd  me  time 
To  purse  the  pieces,  and  it  dropp'd  they'd  chime." 
Fertile  is  evil  in  the  soul  of  man  ;— 
He  paused  :  said  Jachin,  "  They  may  drop  on  biun. 
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Why  then  'tis  safe  and  (all  consider'd)  just 

The  poor  receive  it,— 'tis  no  breach  of  trust  • 

The  old  and  widows  may  their  trifles  miss 

There  must  be  evil  in  a  good  like  this  -      ' 

But  I'll  he  kind— the  sick  I'll  visit  tvnc&, 

U  hen  now  but  once,  and  freely  give  adAace 

y  et  let  me  think  again."     Again  he  tried 

Tor  stronger  reasons  on  his  passion's  side 

And  quickly  these  were  found,  yet  slowl/he  complied 

the  mornmg  came  :  the  common  service  done 
bhut  every  door,— the  solemn  rite  begun,  ' 

And,  as  the  priest  the  sacred  sayino-s  read 
The  clerk  went  forward,  trembling  as  he  tread  : 

0  er  the  tall  pew  he  held  the  bos,  and  heard 

the  ofler  d  piece,  rejoicing  as  he  fear'd  : 
Just  by  the  pillar,  as  he  cautious  tripp'd 
And  turn'd  the  aisle,  he  then  a  portion  s'lipn'd 
From  the  full  store,  and  to  the  pocket  sent, 
Jjut  held  a  moment— and  then  down  it  went 

I  he  pnest  read  on,  on  walk'd  the  man  afraid, 

1  111  a  gold  oflfenng  m  the  plate  was  laid  • 
ircmbhng  he  took  it,  for  a  moment  stopp'd 

I  hen  down  it  fell,  and  sounded  as  it  dropp'd  • 

Amazed  he  started,  for  th'  aflrighted  man       ' 

Lost  and  bewilder'd,  thought  not  of  the  bran 

^ut  all  were  silent,  all  on  things  intent. 

Of  high  concern,  none  ear  to  money  lent 

bo  on  he  walk'd,  more  cautious  than  before 

And  pm  d  the  purposed  sum  and  one  piece  more 

I  mctice  makes  perfect : "  wlien  the  month  came  round 
He  droi.p  d  the  cash,  nor  listcn'd  for  a  sound  •  ' 

But  yet,  when  last  of  all  th'  assembled  flock 
He  ate  and  drank, -it  gave  th'  oloctric  shock  • 
Utt  was  he  forced  his  reasons  to  repeat 
Ere  he  could  kneel  in  quiet  at  his  seat  • 
i!ut  custom  soothed  him— ere  a  sinole  year 
All  this  was  done  without  rosti-aint"or  fear  • 
Cool  and  collected,  easy  and  composed 
He  was  correct  till  all  the  service  closed  • 
Ihcn  to  his  homo,  without  a  groan  or  sigh. 
Gravely  ho  went,  and  lai.l  his  treasure  by. 
7''^"'^^" '^"■"r'lmn  :  some  widows  had  express'd 
A  doubt  if  they  were  favour'd  like  the  rest  ■ 
I  he  rest  described  with  like  rogrot  their  dole. 
An  I  thus  from  parts  they  roason'd  to  the  whole  : 
When  all  agreed  some  evil  must  bo  done 
Or  rich  men  s  hearts  grew  harder  than  a  stone 

Our  easy  vicar  cut  tlie  matter  short  ; 
He  would  not  listen  to  such  vile  roiiort 

A  tilT?  T\*^"f  •  ^^''''^  ffovern'd  in  that  year 
A  stern  stout  churl,  an  angry  overseer  ; 

HimTo  wn  ".f  P^T""'  ^''r'  '*^^^'''  "^"'i  most  severe 
Him  the  mild  vicar,  him  the  graver  clerk. 

Advised,  reproved,  but  notliing  would  he  mark 
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Save  the  disgrace  ;  "  and  that,  my  friends,"  said  lie, 
"  Will  I  avenge,  whenever  time  may  be." 
And  now,  alas!  'twas  time  : — from  man  to  man 
Doubt  and  alarm  and  shrewd  suspicions  ran. 

With  angry  spii'it  and  with  sly  intent, 
This  parish  ruler  to  the  altar  went : 
A  private  mark  he  fix'd  on  shillings  three. 
And  but  one  mark  could  in  the  money  see  : 
Besides,  in  peering  round,  he  chanced  to  note 
A  sprinkhng  slight  on  Jachin's  Sunday  coat : 
All  doubt  was  over  : — when  the  flock  were  bless'd, 
In  wrath  he  rose,  and  thus  his  mind  express'd  ; — 

"  Foul  deeds  are  here  I  "  and  saying  this,  he  took 
The  clerk,  whose  conscience,  in  her  cold-fit,  shook  : 
His  pocket  then  was  emptied  on  the  j^lace  ; 
All  saw  his  guilt ;  all  witness'd  his  disgrace : 
He  fell,  he  fainted  ;  not  a  groan,  a  look. 
Escaped  the  culprit ;  'twas  a  final  stroke — 
A  death-wound  never  to  be  heal'd — a  fall 
That  all  had  witness'd,  and  amazed  were  all. 

As  he  recover'd,  to  his  mind  it  came, 
"I  owe  to  Satan  this  disgrace  and  shame  ;  " 
All  the  seduction  now  appear'd  in  view  ; 
"  Let  me  withdraw,"  he  said,  and  he  withdrew  : 
No  one  withheld  him,  all  in  union  cried, 
E'en  the  avenger, — "  We  are  satisfied  :" 
For  what  has  death  in  any  form  to  give. 
Equal  to  that  man's  terrors,  if  ho  live  ? 

He  lived  in  fi-eedom,  but  he  hourly  saw 
How  much  more  fatal  justice  is  than  law  ; 
He  saw  another  in  his  office  reign. 
And  his  mild  master  treat  him  with  disdain  : 
He  saw  that  all  men  shunn'd  him,  some  reviled. 
The  harsh  pass'd  frowning,  and  the  simple  smiled  ; 
The  town  maintain'd  him,  but  with  some  reproof, 
"  And  clerks  and  scholars  proudly  kept  aloof." 

In  each  lone  i)lace,  dejected  and  dismay'd. 
Shrinking  fiom  view,  his  wasting  form  he  laid  ; 
Or  to  the  restless  sea  and  roaring  wind 
Gave  the  strong  yearnings  of  a  ruin'd  mind  : 
On  the  broad  beach,  the  silent  summer-day, 
Stretch'd  on  some  wreck,  he  wore  his  life  away  ; 
Or  where  the  river  mingles  with  the  sea, 
Or  on  the  mud-bauk  by  the  elder-tree, 
Or  by  the  bounding  marsh-diko,  there  was  he  ; 
And  when  unable  to  forsake  the  town, 
In  the  blind  courts  he  sat  desp<inding  down — 
Always  alone  :  then  feebly  would  lie  crawl 
The  church-way  walk,  and  lean  upon  the  wall  : 
Too  ill  for  this,  ho  lay  beside  the  door, 
Compcll'd  to  hear  the  reasoning  of  the  poor  : 
He  look'd  so  pale,  so  weak,  the  pitjnng  crowd 
Their  firm  belief  of  his  repentance  vow'd  ; 
They  saw  him  then  so  ghastly  and  so  thm, 
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That  tliejy-  exclaim'd,  "  Is  this  the  work  of  sin  ?  " 

"  Yes,  '  in  his  better  moments,  he  replied 

"  Of  sinful  avarice  and  the  spirit's  pride  ; ' 

While  j'et  mitempted,  I  was  safe  and  well  ; 
Temptation  came  ;  I  reason'd,  and  I  fell ; ' 
To  be  man's  guide  and  glory  I  design'd, 
A  rare  example  for  our  sinful  kind  ; 
But  now  my  weakness  and  my  guilt  I  see, 
And  am  a  warning— man,  be  wani'd  by  me  !  " 

He  said,  and  saw  no  more  the  human  face  : 
To  a  lone  loft  he  went,  his  dying  place 
And  as  the  vicar  of  his  state  inquired, ' 
Turn'd  to  the  wall  and  silently  expired  ! 


LETTER  XX. 

THE  POOR   OF  THE  BOROUGH. 

Patience  and  sorrow  strove 
«  ho  sboiUd  express  her  guodliest. 

SHAKSrEAKE.— JJ-JHjr  leaf 

^  No  charms  she  now  can  boast,"— 'tis  true. 

But  otlicr  cluinuers  wither  too  : 

"  And  she  is  old,"— the  fact  I  know. 

And  old  will  other  heroines  grow  ; 

But  not  like  them  hsis  she  been  laid, 

In  ruin'd  castle  aore  disma.y'd  ; 

Where  naughty  man  and  ghostly  spright 

Fiird  lier  pure  mind  with  awe  and  dread. 
Stalk'd  round  the  ro.im,  put  out  the  lifht 
And  shook  the  curtains  round  her  bed. 
Ho  cruel  uncle  kept  her  land, 
Ko  tjTant  father  forced  her  hand  j 

She  had  no  vlxeu  virgin  aunt, 
Without  whose  aid  she  could  not  cat, 
And  yet  who  poisou'd  all  her  meat. 

With  gibe  and  sneer  and  taunt, 
yet  of  the  heroine  she'd  a  share,— 
Phe  siii'cd  a  lover  from  despair, 
And  (franted  all  his  wish  in  spite 
Of  what  she  knew  and  felt  was  right : 

But,  heroine  then  no  more, 
She  own'd  the  fault,  and  wept  and  pray'd 
And  humbly  took  the  parlsli  aid,  ' 

And  dwelt  amou(,'  the  poor, 

ELLEN  ORFORD, 
'■-^tl?i;i,?:i:«S^f:{S,'cr!ilerZ7.&TvVs'*'r^^  or  Adventures  of  Hernlno. 

iyn:L';;bie'MSfo";-An^\\\'or;;';;;" . " '■\"i'r^■'-f '7 

8ucce.»-Th9  Man's  Do»pond«.-yanViU&cr  B,..lne».,  wUhoui 

partlndarly  uiifortumite-KaK  ?b«  n„,,  w        nn     S  '''''"■""  '  ''"*  disposed  of-Oue 
becomes  Bl\na ;  TjieXr  ScwilHer  Swlo-nf ""  ^'^^'  "  *=''<'°'  "^^  *»  "appy- 

Observe  yon  tenement,  apart  and  small. 
Where  the  wot  pebbles  shine  upon  the  wall ; 
Where  the  low  bonehos  loan  beside  tho  door 
And  the  red  paling  bounds  tho  space  before  • 
P  2 
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Where  thrift  and  lavender,  and  lad's-lore*  bloom, — 
That  humble  dwelling  is  the  widow's  home  ; 
There  Uve  a  pair,  for  various  fortunes  known, 
But  tlie  bUnd  Ellen  will  relate  her  own  ; — 
Yet  ere  we  hear  the  storj'  she  can  tell. 
On  prouder  sorrows  let  us  briefly  dwell. 

I've  often  marvell'd,  when,  by  night,  by  day, 
I've  mark'd  the  manners  moving  in  my  way, 
And  heard  the  language  and  beheld  the  lives 
Of  lass  and  lover,  goddesses  and  wives, 
That  books,  which  promise  much  of  life  to  give, 
Should  show  so  little  how  we  truly  live. 

To  me,  it  seems,  their  females  and  their  men 
Are  but  the  creatures  of  the  author's  pen  ; 
Nay,  creatures  borrow'd  and  again  convey'd 
From  book  to  book — the  shadows  of  a  shade  ; 
Life,  if  they'd  search,  would  show  them  many  a  change  j 
The  ruin  sudden,  and  the  misery  strange  ! 
With  more  of  grievous,  base,  and  dreadful  things. 
Than  novelists  relate  or  poet  sings  : 
But  they,  who  ought  to  look  the  world  aroimd, 
Spy  ont  a  single  spot  in  fairy  ground  ; 
Where  all,  in  turn,  ideal  forms  behold. 
And  plots  are  laid  and  histories  are  told. 

Time  have  I  lent — I  would  their  debt  were  less — 
To  flow'ry  pages  of  sublime  distress  ; 
And  to  the  heroine's  soul-distracting  fears 
I  early  gave  my  sixpences  and  tears  : 
Oft  have  I  travell'd  in  these  tender  tales, 
To  Darnley  Cottages  and  Maple  Vales, 
And  watch'd  the  fair  one  from  the  first-born  sigh. 
When  Henry  jiass'd  and  gazed  in  passing  by  ; 
Till  I  beheld  them  pacing  in  the  park 
Close  by  a  coppice  where  'twas  cold  and  dark  ; 
When  such  affection  with  such  fate  appear'd. 
Want  and  a  father  to  be  shunn'd  and  fear'd. 
Without  employment,  prospect,  cot,  or  cash  ; 
That  I  have  judged  th'  heroic  souls  were  rash. 

Now  shifts  the  scone, — the  fair  in  tower  confined. 
In  all  things  suffers  but  in  change  of  mind  ; 
Now  woo'd  by  greatness  to  a  bed  of  state, 
Now  deeply  threaten'd  with  a  dungeon's  grate ; 
Till,  suffering  much,  and  being  tried  enough. 
She  shines,  triinnphant  maid  ! — temptation-proof. 

Then  was  I  led  to  vengeful  monks,  who  mix 
With  nymphs  and  swains,  and  play  unpriestly  tricks  ; 
Then  view'd  banditti  who  in  forest  wide, 
And  cavern  vast,  indignant  virgins  hide  ; 
Who,  hemm'd  with  bands  of  sturdiest  rogues  about. 
Find  some  strange  succour,  and  come  virgins  out. 

I've  watch'd  a  wintrj'  niglit  on  castlo-walls, 
I've  stalk'd  by  moonlight  through  deserted  halls, 

•  The  I.id's  or  boy's  love,  of  some  counties,  is  Uie  plant  southernwood,  the  Art-mlala 
Aiirofanum  of  botanists. 
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And  when  the  weary  world  was  sunk  to  rest 
I  v-e  had  such  sio-hts  as— mav  not  be  express'd 

Lo  !  that  chateau,  the  western  tower  decay'd 
ihe  peasants  shun  it,—they  are  all  afraid  •  ' 

For  there  was  done  a  deed  I— could  walls  reveal 
Or  timbers  toll  it,  how  the  heart  would  feel  i 
Most  horrid  was  it :— for,  behold,  the  floor 
Has  stain  of  blood,  and  will  be  clean  no  more  • 
Hark  to  the  winds  !  which  through  the  wide  saloon 
And  the  long  passage  send  a  dismal  tune  — 
Music  that  ghosts  delight  in  ;  and  now  heed 
1  on  beauteous  nymph,  who  must  unmask  the  deed  • 
bee!  with  majestic  sweep  she  swims  alone 
Through  rooms,  all  dreary,  guided  by  a  groan  : 
Ihough  windows  rattle,  and  though  tap'stries  shako. 
And  the  leet  falter  every  step  they  take. 
Mid  moans  and  gibing  sprights  she  silent  goes, 
rr?      ■    '^  so^'^thing,  which  will  soon  expose 
The  villanies  and  wiles  ot  her  determined  foes  : 
And,  having  thus  a.lventured,  thus  endured, 
\?®'  '^°°-'^^'^'  ^^'=1  lover,  are  for  life  secured. 
Much  have  I  fear'd,  but  am  no  more  afraid, 
\\  hen  some  chaste  beauty,  by  some  wretch  betrav'd 
Is  drawn  away  with  such  distracted  speed 
That  she  anticipates  a  dreadful  deed  : 
Not  so  do  I— Let  solid  walls  impound 
The  caiJtive  fair,  and  dig  a  moat  around  ; 
Let  there  be  brazen  locks  and  bars  of  steel, 
And  keepers  cruel,  such  as  never  feel ; 
With  not  a  single  note  the  purse  supply, 
And  when  she  begs,  let  men  and  maids  deny  • 
Be  windows  those  from  which  she  dares  not  I'all 
And  help  so  distant,  'tis  in  vain  to  call  ;  ' 

Still  means  of  frei'dom  will  some  power  devise 
And  fi-om  the  baffled  ruffian  snatch  his  prize.  ' 

To  Northern  Wales,  in  some  sequester'd  spot, 
I  ve  follow 'd  fair  Louisa  to  her  cot  : 
Where,  then  a  wretched  and  deserted  bride. 
The  injured  fair  one  wish'd  from  man  to  hide: 
Till  by  her  fond  repenting  Belvillo  found. 
By  some  kind  chance— the  sti-aying  of  a  hound, 
He  at  her  feet  craved  mercy,  nor  in  vain. 
For  the  relenting  dove  Hew  back  again. 

There's  something  rapturous  in  distress,  or,  oh  • 
Could  Clementina  bear  her  lot  of  woo  ? 
Or  what  she  underwent  could  maiilcn  undergo  ? 
The  day  was  fix'd  ;  for  so  the  lover  sigh'd, 
So  knelt  and  craved,  he  couldn't  be  denied  ; 
When,  tale  most  dreadful !  every  hope  adieu,— 
ior  the  fond  lover  is  the  brother  too  : 
All  other  griefs  abate  ;  this  monstrous  grief 
Has  no  remission,  comfort,  or  relief ; 
Four  ample  volumes,  through  each  page  disclose,— 
Uood  Heaven  protect  us  !  only  woes  on  woes  ; 
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Till  some  strange  means  afford  a  siulclen  view 
Of  some  vile  plot,  and  every  woe  adieu  !  * 

Now,  should  we  grant  these  beauties  all  endure 
Severest  pangs,  they've  still  the  speediest  cure  ; 
Betore  one  charm  be  wither'd  from  the  fiice, 
Except  the  bloom,  which  shall  again  have  place, 
In  wedlock  ends  each  wish,  in  triumph  all  disgrace  ; 
And  life  to  come,  we  fairly  may  suppose. 
One  light,  bright  contrast  to  these  wild  dark  woes. 

These  let  us  leave,  and  at  her  sorrows  look, 
Too  often  seen,  but  seldom  in  a  book  ; 
Let  her  who  felt,  relate  them  ;— on  her  chair 
The  heroine  sits — in  i'ormer  years,  the  fair, 
Now  ao-ed  and  poor  ;  but  Ellen  Orford  knows 
That  we  should  humbly  take  what  Heaven  bestows. 
•    "  My  father  died— again  my  mother  wed, 
And  found  the  comforts  of  her  life  were  fled  ; 
Her  angry  husband,  vex'd  through  half  his  years 
By  loss  and  troubles,  fill'd  her  soul  with  fears  : 
Their  children  many,  and  'twas  my  poor  place 
To  nurse  and  wait  on  all  the  infant  race  ; 
Labour  and  hunger  were  indeed  my  part, 
And  should  have  strengthen'd  an  erroneous  heart. 

"  Sore  was  the  grief  to  see  him  angry  come. 
And  teased  with  business,  make  distress  at  home  ; 
The  father's  fury  and  the  children's  cries 
I  soon  could  bear,  but  not  my  mother's  sighs  ; 
For  she  look'd  back  on  comforts,  and  would  say, 
'  I  wrong'd  thee,  Ellen,'  and  then  turn  away  : 
Thus,  for  mv  age's  good,  my  youth  was  tried, 
And  this  my  fortune  till  my  mother  died. 

' '  So,  aniicl  sorrow  much  and  little  cheer— 
A  common  case— I  pass'd  my  twentieth  year  ; 
For  these  are  frequent  evils  ;  thousands  share 
An  equal  grief— the  like  domestic  care. 

"  Then  in  my  days  of  bloom,  of  health,  and  youtli, 
One,  much  above  me,  vow'd  his  love  and  truth  : 
We  often  met,  he  dreading  to  be  seen,        _ 
And  much  I  question'd  what  such  dread  might  mean  ; 
Yet  I  believed  him  true  ;  my  simple  heart 
And  undirected  reason  took  his  part.  _ 

"  Can  he  who  loves  me,  whom  I  love,  deceive  f 
Can  I  such  wrong  of  one  so  kind  believe,      ,        ^      .        , 
Who  lives  but  in  my  smile,  who  trembles  when  I  grieve « 

"  Ho  dared  not  marry,  but  we  met  to  prove 
What  sad  encroachments  and  deceits  has  love  : 
Weak  that  I  was,  when  he,  rebuked,  wthdrcw, 

.  AB  thi«  incident  poinla  out  tho  ..ork  ""»;'«•<•*-.  I  -■^;;/\tlr,,r'™t^'.n;gu.t*'if 
gloomy  tenor.  U,e  nuen.lo«»  moln,u.l,ny.ylu.^^^^^^^ 
the  writer  iB  o  ten  an,  „at.d,  and  1^,11  U^t.c^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^^.^__^,^^  ^j,^ 

;^Se7^i;:^^Si!:;a;,;r;!^.^nj  ;!Uaj.e.j^ 

tlium  in  their  diBtresses. 


THE  BOROUGH — ELLEN  ORFORD.  215 

I  let  him  see  that  I  was  wretched  too  ; 
When  less  my  caution,  I  had  still  the  pain 
01  his  or  mine  own  weakness  to  complain. 
"  Happy  the  lovers  elass'd  alike  in  life. 
Or  happier  yet  the  rich  endowing  wife  ; 
But  most  aggneved  the  tond  believing  maid. 
Of  her  rich  lover  tenderlj'  atraid  : 
You  judge  th'  event  ;  for  grievous  was  my  fate^ 
Painful  to  feel,  and  shameful  to  relate : 
Ah  !  sad  it  was  my  burthen  to  sustain, 
When  the  least  misery  was  the  dread  of  pain  ; 
When  I  have  grieving  told  him  my  disgrace. 
And  plainly  mark'd  indiflei-ence  in  hisfoce. 

"  Hard  !  with  these  fears  and  terrors  to  behold 
The  cause  of  all,  the  faithless  lover,  cold  ; 
Impatient  grown  at  every  wish  denied. 
And  barely  civil,  soothed  and  gratified  ; 
Peevish  when  urged  to  think  of  vows  so  strong, 
And  angry  when  I  spake  of  crime  and  wrong. 
All  this  I  felt,  and  still  the  soitow  grew, 
Because  I  felt  that  I  deserved  it  too. 
And  begg'd  my  infant  stranger  to  forgive 
The  mother's  shame,  which  in  hei-self  must  live. 
When  known  that  shame,  I,  soon  expell'd  from  homo. 
With  a  frail  sister  shared  a  hovel's  gloom  ; 
There  barely  fed — (what  could  I  more  request?) 
My  infant  slumberer  sleeping  at  my  breast, 
I  from  my  window  saw  his  blooming  bride, 
And  my  seducer  smiling  at  her  side  ; 
Hope  lived  till  then ;  I  sank  upon  the  floor. 
And  gi-icf  and  thoiight  and  feeling  were  no  more  : 
Although  revived,  1  judged  that  life  would  close, 
Ami  went  to  rest,  to  wonder  that  I  rose  ; 
My  dreams  were  dismal, — wheresoe'er  I  stray'd, 
I  seem' d  ashamed,  alarm'd,  despised,  betray'd; 
Always  in  grief,  in  f^-uilt,  disgraced,  forlorn. 
Mourning  that  one  so  weak,  so  vile,  was  born  ; 
The  earth  a  desert,  tumult  in  the  sea. 
The  birds  affrighten'd  fled  from  tree  to  tree, 
Obscured  the  sotting  sun,  and  everything  like  me. 
But  Heaven  had  mercy,  and  my  need  at  length 
Urged  mo  to  labour,  and  renew'd  my  strength. 
I  strove  for  jjatience  as  a  sinner  must, 
Yet  felt  th'  opinion  of  the  world  unjust : 
There  was  my  lover,  in  his  joy  cstoem'd, 
And  J,  in  my  distress,  as  guilty  doem'd  ; 
Yet  sure,  not  all  the  guilt  and  shame  belong 
To  her  who  feels  and  suffers  for  the  wrong  : 
The  cheat  at  play  may  use  the  wealth  he's  won, 
But  is  not  honour'd  for  the  mischief  <lone  ; 
The  cheat  in  love  may  use  each  villain  art, 
And  boast  the  deed  that  breaks  the  victim's  heart. 

"  Four  years  wore  past ;   I  might  again  have  found 
Some  erring  wish,  but  for  another  wound  : 
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Lovely  my  daughter  grew,  her  face  was  fair 
But  no  expression  ever  brighten'd  there  ; 
I  doubted  long,  and  vainly  strove  to  make 
Some  certain  meaning  of  the  words  she  spake  ; 
But  meaning  there  was  none,  and  I  survey'd 
With  dread  the  beauties  of  my  idiot  maid. 
Still  I  submitted  ; — oh  !  'tis  meet  and  fit 
In  all  we  feel  to  make  the  heart  submit  ; 
Gloomy  and  calm  my  days,  but  I  had  then, 
It  seem'd,  attractions  for  the  eyes  of  men  ; 
The  sober  master  of  a  decent  trade 
O'erlook'd  my  errors,  and  his  offer  made  ; 
Reason  assented : — true,  my  heart  denied, 
'  But  thou,'  I  said,   '  shalt  be  no  more  my  guide.' 

"  When  wed,  our  toil  and  trouble,  pains  and  care, 
Of  means  to  live  procured  us  humble  share  ; 
Five  were  our  sons, — and  we,  though  careful,  found 
Our  hopes  declining  as  the  year  came  round : 
For  I  perceived,  j'et  would  not  soon  jjerceive, 
My  husband  stealing  from  my  view  to  gi'ieve  : 
Silent  he  grew,  and  when  he  spoke,  he  sigh'd, 
And  surly  look'd,  and  peevishly  replied  : 
Pensive  by  nature,  he  had  gone  of  late 
To  those  who  preach' d  of  destiny  and  fate. 
Of  things  foredoom 'd,  and  of  election-grace, 
And  how  in  vain  we  strive  to  run  om-  race  ; 
That  all  by  works  and  moi-al  worth  we  gain 
Is  to  perceive  our  care  and  labour  vain  ; 
That  still  the  more  we  pay,  our  debts  the  more  remain : 
That  he  who  feels  not  the  mysterious  call, 
Lies  bound  in  sin,  still  grov'ling  from  the  fall. 
My  husband  felt  not  : — our  persuasion,  prayer. 
And  our  best  reason,  darken'd  his  despair ; 
His  vei-y  nature  changed  ;  he  now  re\'iled 
My  former  conduct, — he  reproach'd  my  child  : 
He  talk'd  of  bastard  slips,  and  cursed  his  bed, 
And  from  our  kindness  to  concealment  Ilcd  ; 
For  ever  to  some  evil  change  inclined, 
To  every  gloomy  thought  he  lent  his  mind. 
Nor  rest  would  give  to  us,  nor  rest  himsuU'  could  find; 
His  son  suspended  saw  him,  long  bereft 
Of  life,  nor  prospect  of  revival  left. 

"  With  him  died  all  our  prospects,  and  once  more 
I  shared  th'  allotments  of  the  pai-ish  poor  ; 
They  took  my  cluldrcn  too,  and  this  I  know 
Was  just  and  lawful,  but  I  felt  the  blow  : 
My  idiot  maid  and  one  unhealthy  boy 
Were  loft,  a  mother's  misery  and  her  joj'. 

"  Three  sons  I  follow'd  to  the  grave,  and  one — 
Oh  !  can  I  speak  of  that  unhappy  son  ? 
Would  all  the  memory  of  that  time  were  fled. 
And  all  those  horrors,  with  my  cliild,  were  dead  ! 
Before  the  world  seduced  him,  what  a  grace 
And  smile  of  gladness  shone  upon  his  face  ! 
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Then,  he  had  knowledge  ;  finely  would  he  write  ; 

Study  to  him  was  pleasure  and  delight ; 

Great  was  his  courage,  and  but  few  could  stand 

Against  the  sleight  and  vigour  of  his  hand  ; 

The  maidens  loved  him  ; — when  he  came  to  die. 

No,  not  the  coldest  could  suppress  a  sigh  : — 

Here  I  must  cease — how  can  I  say,  my  child 

Was  by  the  bad  of  either  sex  beguiled  ? 

Worst  of  the  bad — they  taught  him  that  the  laws 

Made  wrong  and  i-ight ;  there  was  no  other  cause  ; 

That  all  religion  was  the  trade  of  priests, 

And  men,  when  dead,  must  perish  hke  the  beasts  : — 

And  he,  bo  lively  and  so  gay  before — 

Ah  !  spare  a  mother — I  can  tell  no  more. 

"Int'rest  was  made  that  they  should  not  destroy 
The  comely  form  of  my  deluded  boy — 
But  pardon  came  not ;  tlamiD  the  place  and  deep 
Where  he  was  kept,  as  they'd  a  tiger  keep ; 
For  he,  imhappy  !  had  before  them  all 
Vow'd  he'd  escape,  whatever  might  befall. 
He'd  means  of  dress,  and  dress'd  beyond  his  means, 
And  so  to  see  him  in  such  dismal  scenes, 
I  cannot  speak  it — cannot  bear  to  tell 
Of  that  sad  hour — I  heard  the  passing  bell ! 

"  Slowly  they  went ;  he  smiled,  and  look'd  so  smart, 
Yet  sure  he  shudder'd  when  he  saw  the  cart. 
And  gave  a  look — until  my  dying  day, 
That  look  will  never  from  my  mind  away  : 
Oft  as  I  sit,  and  ever  in  my  di-eams, 
I  see  that  look,  and  they  have  heard  my  screams. 

"Now let  me  speak  no  more — yet  all  declared 
That  one  so  young,  in  pitj^,  shouW  be  spared. 
And  one  so  manly  ; — on  his  graceful  neck, 
That  chains  of  jewels  may  be  proud  to  deck. 
To  a  small  mole  a  mother's  lijis  have  press'd — 
And  there  the  cord — my  breath  is  sore  oj^press'd, 

"  I  now  can  speak  again  : — my  elder  boy 
Was  that  j-ear  drown'd, — a  seaman  in  a  hoy  ; 
He  left  a  numerous  race  ;  of  these  would  some 
In  their  young  troubles  to  my  cottage  come,  ■ 

And  these  I  taught — an  humble  teacher  I — 
Upon  their  heavenly  Parent  to  rely. 

"  Alas  !  T  needed  such  reliance  more  : 
My  idiot  girl,  so  simply  gay  before, 
Now  wept  in  pain  :  some  wretch  had  found  a  time, 
Depraved  and  wicked,  for  that  coward  crime  ; 
I  had  indeed  my  doubt,  but  I  supi3ress'<l 
The  thought  that  day  and  night  distui-b'd  my  rest ; 
She  and  that  sick  jtalo  brother — but  why  strive 
To  keep  the  terrors  of  that  time  alive  ? 

"  The  hour  arrived,  the  new,  th'  undreailed  pain, 
That  came  with  violence,  and  yet  came  in  vain. 
I  saw  her  die  :  her  brother  too  is  dead  ; 
Nor  own'd  such  crime — what  is  it  that  I  dread  ? 
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"  The  parish  aid  withdrawn,  I  look'd  around, 
And  in  my  school  a  bless'd  subsistence  found — 
My  winter-calm  of  life  :  to  be  of  use 
Would  pleasant  thoughts  and  heavenly  hopes  produce  : 
I  loved  them  all ;  it  soothed  me  to  presage 
The  various  trials  of  theh-  riper  age. 
Then  dwell  on  mine,  and  bless  the  Power  who  gave 
Pains  to  correct  us,  and  remorse  to  save. 

"  Yes  !  these  were  days  of  peace,  but  they  are  past,- 
A  trial  came,  I  will  believe,  a  last ; 
I  lost  my  sight,  and  my  employment  gone, 
Useless  I  live,  but  to  the  day  live  on  ; 
Those  eyes  which  long  the  light  of  heaven  erijoy'd, 
Were  not  by  pain,  by  agony  destroy'd  ; 
My  senses  fail  not  all ;  I  speak,  I  pray  ; 
By  night  mj'  rest,  ni}'  food  I  take  by  day  ; 
And,  as  may  mind  looks  cheerful  to  my  end, 
I  love  mankind,  and  call  my  God  my  friend." 


LETTER  XXI. 

THE  POOR  OF  THE  BOROUGH. 

Now  the  Spirit  speaketh  expressly,  that,  in  the  latter  times,  scrme  shall  depart  from  the 

faith,  giving  heed  to  seducing  spirits  and  doctrines  of  devils.— Z'pwHe  to  Timothy. 

ABEL  KEENE. 

Abel,  a  poor  man.  Teacher  of  a  School  of  the  lower  Order  ;  is  placed  in  the  Office  of  a 
Merchant ;  is  alarmed  by  Dieoourses  of  tlie  Clerks  ;  unable  to  rejily  ;  becomes  a  Convert  ; 
dre.'-ses,  drinks,  and  ridicules  his  former  conduct— Tlie  Remonstrance  of  his  Sister,  a 
devout  Maiden — Its  Eftect— The  Jlerchant  tlies — Abel  returns  to  Poverty  uupitied  ;  hut 
relieved — His  abject  Condition— His  Melancholy — He  wandei?  about ;  is  found — His 
own  Account  of  himself  and  the  Revolutions  in  his  Mind. 

A  QUIET,  simple  man  was  Alel  Keene, 

He  meant  no  harm,  nor  did  he  often  mean  ; 

He  kept  a  school  of  loud  rebellious  hoys, 

And  growing  old,  grew  nervous  with  the  noiso  ; 

When  a  kind  mercliant  hired  his  useful  pen, 

And  made  him  happiest  of  accompting  men  ; 

With  glee  he  rose  to  everj'  easy  daj'. 

When  half  the  labour  brought  him  twice  the  pay. 

There  were  young  clerks,  and  there  the  merchant's  son, 
Choice  spirits  all,  who  wisli'd  him  to  be  one  ; 
It  must,  no  question,  give  them  lively  joy, 
Hopes  long  indulged  to  combat  and  destroy  ; 
At  these  thoy  Icvell'd  all  their  skill  and  strength, — 
He  fell  not  quick!}',  but  he  fell  at  length  : 
They  quoted  books,  to  him  both  bold  and  new, 
And  scorn'd  as  fables  all  ho  held  as  true  ; 
"Such  monkish  stories,  and  such  nursery  lies," 
That  ho  was  struck  with  torroi-  and  surprise. 

"  What !  all  his  life  had  he  the  laws  oboy'd, 
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Which  they  broke  through  and  were  not  once  afraid  ? 
Had  he  so  long  his  evil  passions  check' d, 
And  yet  at  last  had  nothing  to  expect  ? 
While  they  their  lives  in  joy  and  pleasure  led. 
And  then  had  nothing  at  the  end  to  dread  ? 
Was  all  his  priest  with  so  much  zeal  convey'd 
A  part !  a  speech  !  for  which  the  man  was  paid  ! 
And  were  his  pious  books,  his  solemn  prayers, 
Not  worth  one  tale  of  the  admired  Voltaire's  ? 
Then  was  it  time,  while  yet  some  years  remain'd, 
To  drink  untroubled  and  to  think  unchain'd. 
And  on  all  pleasures,  which  his  purse  could  give. 
Freely  to  seize,  and  while  he  lived,  to  live." 

Much  time  he  pass'd  in  this  important  strife. 
The  bliss  or  bane  of  his  remaining  life  ; 
For  converts  all  are  made  with  care  and  grief. 
And  pangs  attend  the  birth  of  unbelief  ; 
Nor  pass  they  soon  ; — with  awe  and  fear  he  took 
The  flowery  way,  and  cast  back  many  a  look. 

The  youths  applauded  much  his  wise  design, 
With  weighty  reasoning  o'er  their  evening  wine  ; 
And  much  in  private  'twould  their  mirth  improve, 
To  hear  how  Abel  spake  of  life  and  love  ; 
To  hear  him  own  what  grievous  pains  it  cost, 
Ere  the  old  saint  was  in  the  sinner  lost. 
Ere  his  poor  mind,  with  every  deed  alarm 'd, 
By  wit  was  settled,  and  by  vice  was  charm'd. 

For  Abel  enter' cl  in  his  bold  career,    • 
Like  boys  on  ice,  with  jileasure  and  with  fear  ; 
Lingering,  yet  longing  for  the  joy,  he  went, 
Repenting  now,  now  dreading  to  repent : 
With  awkward  pace,  and  with  himself  at  war, 
Far  gone,  yet  frighten' d  that  he  went  so  far  ; 
Oft  fur  his  efforts  he'd  solicit  praise. 
And  then  proceed  with  blunders  and  delays ; 
The  young  more  aptly  passions'  call  pursue, 
But  ago  and  weakness  start  at  scenes  so  new, 
And  tremble,  when  they've  done,  for  all  they  dared  to  do. 

At  length  example  Abel's  dread  removed, 
With  small  concern  he  sought  the  joys  he  loved  ; 
Not  resting  here,  he  claim'd  liis  share  of  fame, 
And  first  their  votary,  then  their  wit  became  ; 
His  jest  was  bitter  and  Ins  satire  bold, 
Wlien  he  his  talcs  of  formal  brethren  told  ; 
What  time  with  })ious  neighbours  he  (liscuss'd 
Their  boasted  treasure  and  their  bounrlless  trust : 
"  Such  were  o\n-  droams."  tlie  jovial  elder  cried  ; — 
"  Awake  and  live,"  his  youthful  friends  replied. 

Now  the  gay  clerk  a  modest  drab  despised, 
And  clad  him  smartly,  as  his  friends  advised  ; 
So  fine  a  coat  upon  his  back  ho  threw, 
That  not  an  alley-boy  old  Abel  knew  ; 
Broad  polish'd  buttons  lila/.cd  that  uuat  njmn, 
And  just  beneath  the  watch's  trinkets  shono, — 
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A  splendid  watch,  that  pointed  out  the  time, 
To  fly  from  bxisiness  and  make  free  with  crime : 
The  crimson  waistcoat  and  the  silken  hose 
Eank'd  the  lean  man  among  the  Borough  beaux  ; 
His  raven  hair  he  cropp'd  with  fierce  disdain. 
And  light  elastic  locks  encased  his  brain  : 
More  pliant  pupil  who  could  hope  to  find. 
So  deck'd  in  person  and  so  changed  in  mind  ? 

When  Abel  walk'd  the  streets,  with  pleasant  mien. 
He  met  his  friends,  delighted  to  be  seen  ; 
And  when  he  rode  along  the  public  way. 
No  beau  so  gaudy,  and  no  youth  so  ga}'. 

His  pious  sister,  now  an  ancient  maid. 
For  Abel  fearing,  first  in  secret  pray'd  : 
Tiien  thus  in  love  and  scorn  her  notions  she  convey'd : — 

"  Alas  !  my  brother  !  can  I  see  thee  pace 
Hoodwink'd  to  hell,  and  not  lament  thy  case, 
Nor  stretch  my  feeble  hand  to  stoj:)  thy  headlong  race  ? 
Lo  !  thou  art  bound,  a  slave  in  Satan's  chain  ; 
The  righteous  Abel  turn'd  the  wretched  Cain  ; 
His  brother's  blood  against  the  murderer  cried, 
Against  thee  thine,  unhappy  suicide  ! 
Are  all  our  pious  nights  and  peaceful  days. 
Our  evening  readings  and  our  morning  praise, 
Our  spirits'  comfort  in  the  trials  sent. 
Our  hearts'  rejoicings  in  the  blessings  lent. 
All  that  o'er  grief  a  cheering  influence  shed, 
Are  these  for  ever  and  for  ever  fled  ? 

"  When  in  the  years  gone  by,  the  trying  years, 
When  faith  and  hope  had  strife  with  wants  and  fears. 
Thy  nerves  have  trembled  till  thou  couldst  not  eat 
(Dress'd  by  this  hand)  thy  mess  of  simple  meat : 
When  grieved  by  fastings,  gall'd  by  fates  severe, 
Slow  pass'd  the  daj's  of  the  successless  year  ; 
Still  in  these  gloomy  hours,  my  brother  then 
Had  glorious  views,  unseen  by  prosperous  men  : 
And  when  thy  hcai-t  has  felt  its  wish  denied, 
What  gracious  texts  hast  thou  to  grief  applied  ; 
Till  thou  hast  enter'd  in  thine  humble  bed. 
By  lofty  hopes  and  heavenly  musings  fed  ; 
Then  I  have  seen  thy  lively  looks  express 
The  spirit's  comforts  in  the  man's  distress. 

"Then  didst  thou  cry,  exulting,  '  Yes,  'tis  fit, 
'Tis  meet  and  right,  my  heart  !  that  we  subniit :  ' 
And  wilt  though,  Abel,  thy  new  pleasures  weigh 
Against  such  triunijihs  ?— Oh  I  reiicnt  and  pray. 

"  What  are  thy  pleasures  ? — with  the  gay  to  sit, 
And  thy  poor  brain  torment  for  awkward  wit ; 
All  thy  good  thoughts  (thou  hat'st  them)  to  restrain, 
And  give  a  wicked  pleasure  to  the  vain  ; 
Thy  long,  lean  frame  by  fashion  to  attire. 
That  lads  ma:y  laugh  and  wantons  may  admire  ; 
To  raise  the  mirth  of  boys,  and  not  to  see, 
Unhappy  maniac  !  that  they  laugh  at  thoo. 
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"These  boyish  follies,  which  alone  the  boy 
Can  idly  act,  or  gracefully  enjoy, 
Add  new  reproaches  to  thy  fallen  state. 
And  make  men  scorn  what  thej'  would  only  hate. 

"  What  pains,  my  brother,  dost  thou  take  to  prove 
A  taste  for  follies  which  thou  canst  not  love  ! 
Why  do  thy  stiffening  limbs  the  steed  bestride — 
That  lads  may  laugh  to  see  thou  canst  not  ride  ? 
And  why  (I  feel  the  crimson  tinge  mj'  cheek) 
Dost  thou  by  night  in  Diamond-Alley  sneak  ? 

"  Farewell  !  the  parish  will  thy  sister  keep, 
Where  she  in  peace  shall  pray  and  sing  and  sleep, 
Save  when  for  thee  she  mourns,  thou  wicked,  wandering  sheep ! 
When  youth  iij  fallen,  there's  hope  the  young  may  rise, 
But  fallen  ago  for  ever  hopeless  lies  ; 
Tom  ujj  by  storms,  and  placed  in  earth  once  more. 
The  younger  tree  may  sun  and  soil  restore  ; 
But  when  the  old  and  sapless  trunk  lies  low. 
No  care  or  soil  can  former  life  bestow  ; 
Reserved  for  burning  is  the  worthless  tree — 
And  what,  0  Abel  !  is  reserved  for  thee  ?  " 

These  angry  words  our  hero  deeply  felt. 
Though  hard  his  heart,  and  indisjioscd  to  melt ! 
To  gain  relief  he  took  a  glass  the  more. 
And  then  went  on  as  careless  as  before  ; 
Tlienceforth,  uncheck'd,  amusements  he  partook. 
And  (save  his  ledger)  saw  no  decent  book  ; 
Him  found  the  merchant  punctual  at  his  task. 
And  that  perform'd,  he'd  nothing  more  to  ask  ; 
He  cared  not  how  old  Abel  play'd  the  fool. 
No  master  he  beyond  the  hours  of  school : 
Tluis  they  proceeding,  had  their  wine  and  joke. 
Till  merchant  Dixon  felt  a  warning  stroke. 
And,  after  struggling  half  a  gloomy  week. 
Left  his  poor  clerk  another  friend  to  seek. 

Alas  !  the  son  who  led  the  saint  astray. 
Forgot  the  man  whose  follies  made  him  gay  ; 
He  cared  no  more  for  Abel  in  his  need, 
Than  Abel  cared  about  his  hackney  steed : 
He  now,  alas  !  had  all  his  earnings  spent. 
And  thus  was  left  to  languish  and  repent ; 
No  school  nor  clerkship  found  he  in  the  place. 
Now  lost  to  fortune,  as  before  to  grace. 

For  town  relief  the  grieving  man  applied. 
And  begg'd  with  tears  what  some  with  scorn  denied  ; 
Others  look'd  down  upon  the  glowing  vest. 
And  frowning,  ask'd  liini  at  what  j)ricc  ho  (b-ess'd  ' 
Happy  for  him  his  country's  laws  arc  mild. 
They  must  support  him,  though  they  still  reviled  ; 
Grieved,  abject,  scorn 'd,  insulted,  and  bctray'd, 
Of  God  unmindful,  and  of  man  afraid, — 
No  more  he  talk'd  ;  'twas  pain,  'twas  shame  to  speak. 
His  heart  was  sinking,  and  his  frame  wiis  weak. 
His  sister  died  with  such  serene  delight, 


222  crabbe's  poems. 

He  once  again  began  to  think  her  right ; 

Poor  like  himself,  the  happy  spinster  lay, 

And  sweet  assurance  bless'd  her  dying  day  : 

Poor  like  the  spinster,  he,  when  death  was  nigh. 

Assured  of  nothing,  felt  afraid  to  die. 

The  cheerful  clerks  who  sometimes  pass'd  the  door. 

Just  mention'd  "Abel  !"  and  then  thought  no  more. 

So  Abel,  pondering  on  his  state  forlorn, 

Look'd  round  for  comfort,  and  was  chased  by  scorn. 

And  now  we  saw  him  on  the  beach  reclined, 

Or  causeless  walking  in  the  wintry  wind  ; 

And  when  it  raised  a  loud  and  angry  sea, 

He  stood  and  gazed,  in  wretched  reverie  : 

He  heeded  not  the  frost,  the  rain,  the  snow, 

Close  by  the  sea  he  walk'd,  alone  and  slow  : 

Sometimes  his  fi-ame  through  many  an  hour  he  spread 

Upon  a  tombstone,  moveless  as  the  dead  ; 

And  was  there  found  a  sad  and  silent  place. 

There  would  he  creej)  with  slow  and  measured  pace  ; 

Then  would  he  wander  by  the  river's  side, 

And  fix  his  eyes  upon  the  falling  tide  ; 

The  dee}:)  dry  ditch,  the  rushes  in  the  fen. 

And  mossy  crag-pits  were  his  lorlgings  then  : 

There,  to  his  discontented  thoughts  a  prey. 

The  melancholy  mortal  jsinod  away. 

The  neighb'ring  poor  at  length  began  to  speak 
Of  Abel's  ramblings — he'd  been  gone  a  week  ; 
They  knew  not  where,  and  little  care  they  took 
For  one  so  friendless  and  so  poor  to  look. 
At  last  a  stranger,  in  a  pedlar's  shed. 
Beheld  him  hanging — ho  had  long  been  dead. 
He  left  a  paper,  penn'd  at  sundry  times. 
Entitled  tlius — "  My  Groanings  and  my  Crimes  !" 

"  I  was  a  Christian  man,  and  none  could  lay 
Aught  to  my  chai'go  ;  I  walk'd  the  narrow  way  : 
All  then  was  simple  faith,  serene  and  pure, 
My  hope  was  steadfast  and  my  prospects  sure  ; 
Then  was  I  tried  by  want  and  sickness  sore. 
But  those  I  clapp'd  my  shield  of  faith  before. 
And  cai'es,  and  wants,  and  man's  rebukes  I  bore  ; 
Alas  !  new  foes  assail'd  me  ;  I  was  vain, 
They  stung  my  pride  and  they  confused  my  brain  : 
Oh  !  these  doluders  !  with  what  gleo  they  saw 
Their  simple  dupe  transgress  the  righteous  law  ; 
'Twas  joy  to  them  to  view  that  dreadful  strife, 
When  faith  and  Irailty  warr'd  for  more  than  life  ; 
So  with  their  pleasures  thoy  beguiled  the  heart, 
Then  with  their  logic  they  allay'd  the  smart ; 
They  proved  (so  thought  I  then)  with  reasons  strong, 
That  no  man's  feelings  over  load  liim  wrong  : 
And  thus  I  wont,  as  on  the  varnish'd  ice, 
The  smooth  career  of  unbelief  and  vice. 
Oft  would  tlic  youths,  with  sprightly  speech  and  bold, 
Their  witty  tales  of  naughty  priests  unfold  ; 
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'  'Twas  all  a  craft/  they  said,  '  a  cunning;  trade ; 
Not  she  the  priests,  but  priests  Religion  made.' 
So  I  believed  :" — No,  Abel  !  to  thy  grief: 
So  thou  relinquiah'dst  all  that  was  belief: — 
"  I  grew  as  very  flint,  and  when  the  rest 
Laugh'd  at  devotion,  I  enjoy'd  the  jest; 
But  this  all  vanish'd  like  the  morning  dew, 
When  unemploy'd,  and  poor  again  I  grew  ; 
Yea  I  I  was  doubly  poor,  for  I  was  wicked  too. 

"The  mouse  that  trespass'd  and  the  treasure  stole, 
Found  his  lean  body  fitted  to  the  hole  ; 
Till,  having  fatted,  he  was  forced  to  stay, 
And,  fasting,  starve  his  stolen  bulk  away  : 
Ah  I  worse  for  me — grown  poor,  I  3'et  remain 
In  sinful  bonds,  and  praj'  and  fast  in  vain. 

"  At  length  I  thought,  although  these  friends  of  sin 
Have  spread  their  net,  and  caught  their  prej''  therein  ; 
Though  my  hard  heart  could  not  for  mercy  call. 
Because,  though  great  my  grief,  my  faith  was  small  ; 
Yet,  as  the  sick  on  skilful  men  rely. 
The  soul  diseased  may  to  a  doctor  fly. 

"  A  famou.s  one  there  was,  whose  skill  had  wrought 
Cures  past  belief,  and  him  the  sinners  sought ; 
Numbers  there  were  defiled  by  mire  and  filth, 
Whom  he  recover'd  by  his  goodly  tilth  : 
'Come  then,'  I  said,  •  let  me  the  man  behold. 
And  tell  my  case  : — I  saw  him  and  I  told. 

"  With  ti-embling  voice,  '  Oh  !  reverend  sir,'  I  said, 
'  I  once  believed,  and  I  was  them  misled  ; 
And  now  such  doubts  my  sinful  soul  beset, 
I  dare  not  say  that  I'm  a  Christian  yet ; 
Canst  thou,  good  sir,  by  thy  superior  skill. 
Inform  my  judgment  and  direct  my  will? 
Ah  !  give  thy  cordial ;  let  my  soul  have  rest, 
And  be  the  outward  man  alone  distress'd  ; 
For  at  m)-  state  I  tremble.' — '  Tremble  more,' 
Said  the  good  man,  '  ami  then  rejoice  therefore  ! 
'Tis  good  to  tremble  ;  prospects  then  are  fair. 
When  the  lost  soul  is  phuiged  in  deep  despair  : 
Once  thou  wert  simply  honest,  just,  and  pure, 
Whole,  as  thou  thought'st,  and  never  wisli'd  a  cure  : 
Now  thou  hast  plunged  in  folly,  shame,  disgrace, 
Now  tlum'rt  an  object  meet  for  healing  grace  ; 
No  merit  thine,  no  virtue,  hope,  belief. 
Nothing  hast  thou,  but  misery,  sin,  and  grief; 
The  best,  the  only  titles  to  relief.' 

"  'What  must  "I  do,'  I  said,  'my  soul  to  free  ?'— 
'Do  nothini^,  man  ;  it  will  be  done  for  thee.' 
'  But  must  I  not,  my  ro\crcnd  guide,  believe  V 
'If  thou  art  call'd,  thou  wilt  the  faith  receive.' 
'But  I  repent  not.'     Angry  ho  rei>lied, 
'  If  thou  art  call'd,  thou  noodost  nought  beside  : 
Attend  on  us,  and  if  'tis  lioavcn's  decree, 
The  call  will  come, — if  not,  ah  !  woo  for  thco  ! ' 


224  crabbe's  poems. 

"  There  then  I  waited,  ever  on  the  watch, 
A  spark  of  hope,  a  ray  of  light  to  catch  ; 
His  words  fell  softly  like  the  flakes  of  snow, 
But  I  could  never  find  my  heart  o'erflow  : 
He  cried  aloud,  till  in  the  flock  began 
The  sigh,  the  tear,  as  caught  from  man  to  man  j 
They  wept  and  they  rejoiced,  and  there  was  I 
Hard  as  a  flint,  and  as  the  desert  dry  ; 
To  me  no  tokens  of  the  call  would  come, 
I  felt  my  sentence,  and  received  my  doom  ; 
But  I  complain' d — '  Let  thy  repinings  cease. 
Oh  !  man  ot  sin,  for  they  thy  guilt  increase  : 
It  bloweth  where  it  listeth  ; — die  in  peace.' 
— '  In  peace,  and  perish  ?'  I  replied  ;  '  impart 
Some  better  comfort  to  a  burthen'd  heart.' 
'  Alas  ! '  the  priest  return'd,  '  can  I  direct 
The  heavenly  call  ? — Do  I  proclaim  th'  elect  ? 
Kaise  not  thy  voice  against  th'  Eternal  will. 
But  take  thy  part  with  sinners,  and  be  still.' 

"Alas,  for  me  !  no  more  the  times  of  peace 
Are  mine  on  earth — in  death  m_y  pains  may  cease. 

' '  Foes  to  my  soul !  ye  young  seducers,  know 
"What  serious  ills  from  your  amusements  flow  ; 
Opinions  you  with  so  much  ease  profess, 
O'erwhelm  the  simple  and  their  minds  oppress  : 
Let  such  be  happy,  nor  with  reasons  strong, 
That  make  them  wretched,  prove  their  notions  wrong ; 
Let  them  proceed  in  that  they  deem  the  way, 
Fast  when  they  will,  and  at  their  pleasm-e  pray : 
Yes,  I  have  pity  for  my  brethren's  lot. 
And  so  had  Dives,  but  it  help'd  him  not : 
And  is  it  thus  ? — I'm  full  of  doubts  : — Adieu ! 
Perhaps  his  reverence  is  mistaken  too." 


THR  BOROUGH — rETER  GRIMES.  225 


LETTER  XXII. 

THE  POOR  OP  THE  BOROUGH. 

Was  a  sordid  soul, 
Such  as  does  murder  for  a  meed  : 
"Wlio  but  for  fear  knows  no  control, 
ijt^cause  his  conscience,  sea.r"d  and  foul. 

Feels  not  the  impoi't  of  the  ueed  ; 
One  whose  brute  feeliug  ne'er  aspires 
Beyond  his  own  more  brute  desires. 

Scon*. — Marmion 

Methought  the  souls  of  all  that  I  had  murder*d 

Came  to  my  tent,  and  every  one  did  threat 

SHAKSi'KAitE,— y^icftani  /// 

The  time  hath  been. 
That,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  ui.m  would  die. 
Anil  there  an  end  :  but  now  they  rise  again. 
With  twenty  mortal  murders  on  their  crowns. 
And  puBh  ua  from  our  stoolB. 

Shaksfkake.— ,Vac6i;</(. 

PETER  GRIMES. 

The  Father  of  Peter  a  Fisherman— Peter's  early  Conduct— His  Grief  for  the  old  Man— He 
takes  En  Apprentice— The  Boy's  Sufferins  and  Pate— A  second  Boy  :  how  he  died— Peter 
»ciuittod— A  third  Apprentice— A  Voyage  by  Sea;  the  B  >y  does  not  return— Evil 
Report  on  Peter  :  he  ia  tried  and  threatened — Lives  alone — His  Melancholy  and  inci- 
pient Ifladness— Is  observed  and  visited— He  escapes  and  is  tJiken  ;  is  lodged  in  a  Parish 
House  :  Women  attend  and  watch  him— lie  speaks  in  a  Deliiium  :  grows  more  collected 
— Hia  Account  of  his  Feelings  and  visionary  Terrors  previous  to  his  Death. 

Old  Petei-  Grimes  mado  fishing  his  employ, 

His  wife  he  cabin'd  with  him  and  his  boy. 

And  scom'd  that  life  laborious  to  enjoy  : 

To  town  came  quiet  Peter  with  his  tish, 

And  had  of  all  a  civil  word  and  wish. 

He  left  his  trade  upon  the  Sabbath-day, 

And  took  young  Peter  in  his  hand  to  pray  : 

But  soon  the  stubborn  boy  from  care  broke  loose, 

At  first  refused,  then  added  hia  abuse  : 

His  father's  love  he  scorn' d,  his  power  defied. 

But  being  drunk,  wept  sorely  when  he  died. 

Yes  !  then  ho  wept,  and  to  his  mind  there  camo 
Much  of  his  conduct,  and  ho  felt  the  shame, — 
How  ho  had  oft  the  good  old  man  reviled. 
And  never  paid  the  duty  of  a  child  ; 
How,  when  the  father  in  his  Bible  road, 
Ho  in  contempt  and  anger  loft  the  shed  : 
"  It  is  the  word  of  lite,"  the  parent  cried  ; 
— "  This  is  the  life  itself,"  the  boy  replied. 
And  while  old  Peter  in  amazement  stood. 
Gave  the  hot  spirit  to  his  boiling  blood  : — 
How  ho,  with  oath  and  furious  speech,  began 
To  prove  his  freedom  and  assert  the  man  ; 
And  when  the  parent  chock'd  his  impious  rage, 
How  he  had  cursed  the  tyranny  of  age, — 
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Nay,  once  had  dealt  the  sacrilegious  blow 

On  his  bare  head,  and  laid  his  parent  low  ; 

The  father  groan'd— "  If  thou  art  old,"  said  he, 

"And  hast  a  son,  thou  wilt  remember  me  ; 

Thy  mother  loft  me  in  a  happy  time. 

Thou  kill'dst  not  her  ;  Heav'n  spares  the  double  crime." 
On  an  inn  settle,  in  his  maudlin  grief. 

This  he  revolved,  and  drank  for  his  relief. 

Now  lived  the  youth  in  freedom,  but  debarr'd 

From  constant  pleasure,  and  he  thought  it  hard  ; 

Hard  that  ho  could  not  every  wish  obey, 

But  must  awhile  relinquish  ale  and  play  ; 

Hard  !  that  he  could  not  to  his  cards  attend. 

But  must  acquire  the  money  he  would  spend. 
With  greedy  eye  he  look'd  on  all  he  saw. 

He  knew  not  justice,  and  he  laugh'd  at  law  ; 

On  all  he  mark'd,  he  stretch'd  his  ready  hand  ; 

He  fish'd  by  water  and  he  filch'd  by  land. 

Oft  in  the  night  has  Peter  dropp'd  his  oar. 

Fled  from  his  boat,  and  sought  for  prey  on  shore  ; 

Oft  up  the  hedge-row  glided,  on  his  back 

Bearing  the  orchard's  produce  in  a  sack. 

Or  farm-yard  load,  tugg'd  fiercely  from  the  stack  ; 

And  as  these  wrongs  to  greater  numbers  rose, 

The  more  he  look'd  on  all  men  as  his  foes. 

He  built  a  mud-wall'd  hovel,  where  he  kept 
His  various  wealth,  and  there  he  ofttimes  slept ; 
But  no  success  could  please  his  cruel  soul. 
He  wish'd  for  one  to  trouble  and  control ; 
He  wanted  some  obedient  boy  to  stand 
And  bear  the  blow  of  his  outrageous  hand  ; 
And  hoped  to  find  in  some  propitious  hour 
A  feeling  creature  subject  to  his  power. 

Peter  had  heard  there  were  in  London,  then, — 
Still  have  they  being  !— workhouse-clearing  men. 
Who,  undisturb'd  by  feelings  just  or  kind, 
Would  yiarish  boys  to  needy  trade.'^mcn  bind  ; 
They  in  their  want  a  trifling  sum  would  take, 
And  toiling  slaves  of  piteous  orphans  make. 

Such  Peter  sought,  and  when  a  lad  was  found, 
The  sum  was  dealt  him,  and  the  slave  was  bound. 
Some  few  in  town  observed  in  Peter's  trap 
A  boy,  with  jacket  blue  and  woollen  cap  ; 
But  none  intjuired  how  Peter  used  the  rope. 
Or  what  the  bruise  that  made  the  stripling  stoop  ; 
None  could  the  ridges  on  his  back  behold. 
None  sought  him  shiv'ring  in  the  winter's  cold  ; 
None  put  the  question,  "  Peter,  dost  thou  give 
The  boy  his  food  ?— What,  man  !  the  lad  must  live 
Consider,  Peter,  let  the  child  have  bread. 
He'll  serve  thee  better  if  he's  stroked  and  fed." 
None  reason'd  thus,  and  some,  on  hearing  cries, 
Said  calmlv,  "  Grimes  is  at  his  exercise." 

Piuu'd,  beaten,  cold,  pinch'd,  threaten' d,  and  abused, 
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Ilis  efforts  punish'd  and  his  food  refused  ; 

Awake,  tormented,  soon  aroused  irom  sleep. 

Struck  it  he  wept,  and  yet  compell'd  to  weep. 

The  trembling  boy  dropp'd  down  and  strove  to  pray. 

Received  a  blow,  and  trembling  turn'd  away, 

Or  sobb'd  and  hid  his  piteous  face  ;  while  he, 

The  savage  master,  grinn'd  in  horrid  glee  : 

He'd  now  the  power  he  ever  loved  to  show, 

A  feeling  being  subject  to  his  blow. 

Thus  lived  the  lad,  in  hunger,  peril,  pain, 
His  tears  despised,  his  supplications  vain  : 
Compell'd  by  tear  to  lie,  by  need  to  steal, 
His  bed  uneasy,  and  unbless'd  his  meal. 
For  three  sad  years  the  boy  his  tortures  bore. 
And  then  his  pains  and  trials  were  no  moi-e. 
"How  died  he,  Peter T'  when  the  people  said, 
Ho  growl'd,  "I  found  him  lifeless  in  his  bed." 
Then  tried  for  setter  tone,  and  sigh'd,  "Poor  Sam  is  dead." 
Yet  murmurs  were  there,  and  some  questions  ask'd — 
How  he  was  fed,  how  punish'd,  and  how  task'd  ? 
Much  they  suspected,  but  they  little  proved. 
And  Peter  pass'd  untroubled  and  unmoved. 

Another  boy  with  equal  ease  was  found. 
The  money  granted,  and  the  victim  bound  : 
And  what  his  fate  ?     One  night  it  chanced  he  fell 
From  the  boat's  mast  and  perish'd  in  her  well. 
Where  fish  were  living  kept,  and  where  the  boy 
(So  reason'd  men)  could  not  himself  destroy  : — 

"  Yes,  so  it  was,"  said  Peter,  "  in  his  play 
(For  he  was  idle  both  by  night  and  day). 
He  climb'd  the  mainmast  and  then  fell  below  ;" 
Then  show'd  his  corpse  and  pointed  to  the  blow. 
"  What  said  the  jury  ?" — they  were  long  in  doubt. 
But  sturdy  Peter  faced  the  matter  out : 
So  they  dismiss'd  him,  saying  at  the  time, 
"  Keep  fast  your  hatchway,  when  you've  boys  who  climb." 
This  hit  the  conscience,  and  ho  colour'd  more 
Than  for  the  closest  questions  put  before. 

Thus  all  his  tears  the  veriiict  set  aside, 
And  at  the  slave-shop  Peter  still  applied. 

Then  came  a  boy,  of  manners  soit  and  mild, — 
Our  seamen's  wives  with  grief  beheld  the  child  ; 
All  thought  (the  poor  themselves)  that  he  was  ono 
Of  gentle  blood,  some  noble  sinner's  son. 
Who  had,  belike,  deceived  some  hinnble  maid. 
Whom  he  had  first  serluced,  and  then  betray  d : 
However  this,  he  soem'd  a  gracious  lad. 
In  grief  submissive,  and  with  patience  sad. 

Passive  he  labour'd,  till  his  slender  frame 
Bent  with  his  load.s,  and  he  at  length  was  lame  : 
Strange  that  a  ti-arao  so  weak  could  bear  so  long 
The  grossest  insult  and  the  foulest  wrong  ; 
But  tliere  were  causes — in  the  town  they  gave 
Fire,  food,  and  comfort,  to  the  gentle  .slave  ; 
<i2 
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And  though  storu  Peter,  with  a  cruel  hand, 
And  knotted  rope  enfoiced  the  rude  command, 
Yet  he  considcr'd  wliat  he'd  lately  felt, 
And  his  vile  blows  with  selfish  pity  dealt. 

One  day  such  draughts  the  cruel  fisher  made. 
He  could  not  vend  them  in  his  borough  trade, 
But  .sail'd  for  London  mart :  the  boy  was  ill. 
But  ever  humbled  to  his  master's  will  ; 
And  on  the  river,  where  they  smoothly  sail'd, 
He  strove  with  terror,  and  awhile  prevail'd  ; 
But  new  to  danger  on  the  angry  sea. 
He  clung  affrighten'd  to  his  master's  knee : 
The  boat  grew  leaky  and  the  wind  was  strong, 
Eough  was  the  passage  and  the  time  was  long ; 
His  liquor  fail'd,  and  Peter's  wratli  arose, — 
No  more  is  known— the  rest  we  must  suppose, 
Or  learn  of  Peter  :  Peter  says  he  "  spied 
The  stripling's  dangei-,  and  for  harbour  tried  : 
Meantime  the  fish,  and  then  th'  apprentice  died." 

The  pityhig  women  raised  a  clamour  round. 
And  weeping  said,  "  Thou  hast  thy  'prentice  drown'd." 

Now  the  stern  man  was  summon'd  to  the  Hall, 
To  tell  his  tale  before  the  burghers  all : 
Ho  gave  th'  account ;  profess'd  the  lad  he  loved. 
And  kept  his  brazen  features  all  unmoved.  _ 

The  mayor  himself  with  tone  severe  replied, 
"  Henceforth  with  thee  shall  never  boy  abide  ; 
Hire  thee  a  freeman,  whom  thou  durst  not  beat. 
But  who,  in  thy  despite,  will  sleep  and  eat : 
Free  thou  art  now  !—  again  shouldst  thou  appear, 
Thou'lt  find  thy  sentence,  like  thy  soul,  severe." 

Alas  !  for  Peter  not  a  helping  hand. 
So  was  he  hated,  could  he  now  command  ; 
Alone  he  row'd  his  boat,  alone  he  cast 
His  nets  beside,  or  made  his  anchor  fast : 
To  hold  a  rope,  or  hear  a  curse  was  none  ; 
He  toil'd  and  rail'd  :  he  groan'd  and  swore  alone. 

Thus  by  himself  compell'd  to  live  each  day, 
To  wait  for  certain  hours  the  tide's  delay  ; 
At  the  same  times  the  same  dull  views  to  sec, 
The  bountling  marsh-bank  and  the  blighted  tree  ; 
The  water  only,  when  the  tides  were  high, 
"When  low,  the  mud  half  cover'd  and  half  dry  ; 
The  sunburnt  tar  that  blistei-s  on  the  planks. 
And  bank-side  stakes  in  their  uneven  ranks  ; 
Heaps  of  entangled  weeds  that  slowly  float. 
As  the  tide  rolls  by  the  impeded  boat. 

When  tides  were  neap,  and,  in  the  sultry  day, 
Through  the  tall  bounding  nmd-banks  made  their  way, 
■WhiclTon  each  side  rose  swelling,  and  below 
The  dark  warm  flood  ran  silently  and  slow  ; 
There  anchoring,  Peter  chose  from  man  to  hide, 
There  hang  his  head,  and  view  the  lazy  tide 
In  its  hot  slimy  channel  slowly  glide  ; 
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Whoro  the  smtill  eels  that  left  the  deeper  way 
For  the  warm  shore,  within  the  shallows  play  ; 
Where  gaping:  mussels,  left  upon  the  muil, 
Slope  their  slow  passac^e  to  the  fallen  flood  ; — 
Here  dull  and  hopeless  he'd  lie  down  and  trace 
How  sidelong  crabs  had  scrawl'd  their  crooked  race, 
Or  sadly  listen  to  the  tuneless  cry 
Of  fishing  gull  or  clanging  golden-eye  ; 
What  time  the  sex-birds  to  the  marsh  would  come, 
And  the  louil  bittern  from  the  bulrush  homo, 
Gave  from  the  salt  ditch  side  the  bellowing  boom  : 
He  nursed  the  feelings  these  dull  scenes  produce, 
And  loved  to  stop  beside  the  opening  sluice  ; 
Where  the  small  stream,  confined  in  narrow  bound. 
Ran  with  a  dull,  unvaried,  sadd'ning  sound  ; 
Where  all,  presented  to  the  eye  or  ear, 
Opprcss'd  the  soul  with  misery,  grief,  and  fear. 

Besides  these  objects,  there  were  places  three. 
Which  Peter  seem'd  with  certain  dread  to  see  ; 
When  he  drew  near  them,  ho  would  turn  from  each. 
And  loudly  whistle  till  he  pass'd  the  reach.* 

A  change  of  scene  to  him  brought  no  relief, 
In  town,  'twas  plain,  men  took  him  for  a  thief: 
The  sailoi's'  wives  would  stop  him  in  the  street, 
And  say,  "Now,  Peter,  thou'st  no  boy  to  beat ;" 
Infants  at  play,  when  they  perceived  him,  ran, 
Warning  each  other, — "  That's  the  wicked  man  !  " 
He  growl'd  an  oath,  and  in  an  angry  tone 
Cureed  the  whole  place,  and  wish'd  to  be  alone. 

Alone  he  was,  tlie  same  dull  scenes  in  view. 
And  still  more  gloomy  in  his  sight  they  grew  ; 
Though  man  he  hateil,  yet  employ'd  alone 
At  bootless  labour,  he  would  swear  and  groan. 
Cursing  the  shoals  that  glided  by  the  spot, 
And  gulls  that  caught  them  when  his  arts  could  not. 

Cold  nervous  tremblings  shook  his  sturdy  frame. 
And  strange  disease — he  couldn't  say  tlio  name  ; 
Wild  were  his  dreams,  and  oft  he  rose  in  frigLl, 
Waked  by  his  view  of  horrors  in  the  night — 
Horrors  that  would  the  sternest  minds  amaze, 
Horrors  that  demons  might  be  proud  to  raise: 
And  though  he  felt  forsaken,  grieveil  at  heart. 
To  think  he  lived  from  all  mankiuil  apart ; 
Yet,  if  a  man  ajiproach'd,  in  terror  he  would  start. 

A  winter  pass'd  since  Peter  saw  the  town. 
And  summer  lodgers  were  again  come  down  ; 
These,  idly  curious,  with  thoir  glasses  spied 
The  shijis  in  bay  as  anchor'd  for  the  tide, — 
The  river's  craft,  the  bustl'j  ol  the  ([uay. 
And  seafiort  views,  which  landmen  love  to  sec. 

One,  up  the  river,  had  a  man  and  bout 

•  The  roachea  In  a  river  ai-e  those  parts  which  extend  il-om  point  to  point  Johnson 
hM  not  the  word  precisely  in  this  sense  ;  l)iit  it  is  very  coinmoii,  and  1  b:;Iieve  used  n  li'*i«* 
•oeyer  a  navigable  river  can  be  touud  lu  thb  country. 
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Seen  day  by  day,  now  anchov'd,  now  afloat  ; 

Fisher  he  seom'd,  .yet  used  no  net  nor  hook  ; 

Of  sea-fowl  swimming  by  no  heed  he  took, 

But  on  the  gliiling  waves  still  fix'd  his  lazy  look  : 

At  certain  stations  he  would  view  the  stream, 

As  if  he  stood  bewilder'd  in  a  dream, 

Or  that  some  power  had  chain'd  him  for  a  time, 

To  feel  a  curse  or  meditate  on  crime. 

This  known,  some  curious,  some  in  pity  went,  • 

And  others  question'd— "  Wretch,  dost  thou  repent  ? 

He  heard,  he  trembled,  and  in  fear  resign'd 

His  boat :  new  terror  fill'd  his  restless  mind  ; 

Furious  he  grew,  and  up  the  country  ran. 

And  there  they  seized  him— a  distemper'd  man:— 

Him  we  received,  and  to  a  parish  bed, 

Follow'd  and  cursed,  the  groaning  man  was  led. 

Here,  when  they  saw  him,  whom  tliey  used  to  shun, 

A  lost, 'lone  man,  so  harass'd  and  undone  ; 

Our  gentle  females,  ever  prompt  to  feel. 

Perceived  compassion  on  their  anger  steal  ; 

His  crimes  they  could  not  from  their  memories  blot, 

But  they  were  grieved,  and  trembled  at  his  lot. 
A  priest  too  came,  to  whom  his  words  are  told  ; 

And  all  the  signs  they  shudder'd  to  behold. 

"Look  !  look  !  "  they  cried  ;  "his  limbs  with  horror  shake, 

And  as  he  grinds  his  teeth,  what  noise  they  make  ! 

How  glare  his  angry  eyes,  and  yet  he's  not  awake  : 
See  !   what  cold  drops  "upon  his  forehead  stand, 
And  how  he  clenches  that  broad  bony  hand." 

The  priest  attending,  found  he  spoke  at  times 
As  one  alluding  to  his  fears  and  crimes  ; 
"  It  was  the  fall,"  he  mutter'd,  "  I  can  show 
The  manner  how,— I  never  struck  a  blow  :" 
And  then  aloud,—"  Unhand  mo,  free  my  cham  ; 
On  oath  he  full— it  struck  him  to  the  brain  :— 
Why  ask  my  father  ?— that  old  man  will  swear 
Against  my  life  ;  besides,  he  wasn't  there  : 
What,  all  agreed  '—Am  I  to  die  to-day?— 
My  Lord,  in  mercy  give  me  time  to  pray." 

Then  as  they  watch'd  him,  calmer  he  became, 
And  grew  so  weak  he  couldn't  move  his  frame. 
But  murmuring  spake— while  they  could  see  and  hoar 
The  start  of  terror  and  the  groan  of  fear  ;_ 
See  the  large  dcw-bc^ds  on  his  forehead  rise, 
And  the  cold  death-drop  glaze  his  sunken  eyes  : 
Nor  yet  he  died,  but  with  imwonted  force 
Secni'd  with  some  fancied  being  to  discourse  : 
He  knew  not  us,  or  with  accustom 'd  art 
He  hid  the  knowledge,  yet  o-Nposed  his  heart ; 
'Twas  part  confession  and  the  rest  defence, 
A  madman's  tale,  with  gleams  of  waking  sense. 

"  I'll  tell  you  all,"  he  said,  "  the  very  day 
When  the  old  man  first  placed  them  in  my  way  : 
My  father's  spirit— he  who  always  tried 
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To  give  me  trouble,  when  he  lived  and  died — 
When  he  was  gone,  he  could  not  be  content 
To  see  my  days  in  painfiil  labour  spent, 
But  would  appoint  his  meetings,  and  he  made 
Me  watch  at  these,  and  so  neglect  my  trade. 

"'Twas  one  hot  noon,  all  silent,  still,  serenf", 
No  living  being  had  I  lately  seen  ; 
I  paddled  up  and  down  and  dipp'd  my  net, 
But  (such  his  pleasure)  I  could  nothing  get, — 
A  father's  pleasure,  when  his  toil  was  done, 
To  plague  and  torture  thus  an  only  son  ! 
And  so  I  sat  and  look'd  upon  the  stream. 
How  it  ran  on,  and  felt  as  in  a  dream  : 
But  dream  it  was  not :  No  ! — I  fix'd  my  eyes 
On  the  mid  stream,  and  saw  the  spirits  rise  : 
I  saw  my  father  on  the  water  stand. 
And  hold  a  thin  pale  boy  in  either  hand  ; 
And  there  they  glided  ghastly  on  the  top 
Of  the  salt  flood,  and  never  touch'd  a  drop  : 
I  would  have  struck  them,  but  they  knew  th'  intent. 
And  smiled  upon  the  oar,  and  down  they  went. 

"  Now,  from  that  day,  whenever  I  began 
To  dip  my  net,  there  stood  the  hard  old  man — 
He  and  those  boys  :  I  humbled  me  and  pray'd 
They  would  be  gone  ;  they  heeded  not,  but  stay'd : 
Nor  could  I  turn,  nor  would  the  boat  go  by, 
But,  gazing  on  the  spirits,  there  was  I  : 
They  bade  me  leap  to  death,  but  I  was  loth  to  die  : 
And  every  day,  as  sure  as  day  arose. 
Would  these  three  spirits  meet  me  ere  the  close  ; 

To  hoar  and  mark  them  daily  was  my  doom, 

And  'Come,'  they  said,  with  weak,  sad  voices,  'come.' 

To  row  away,  with  all  my  strength  I  tried, 

But  there  were  they  hard  by  me  in  the  tide. 

The  three  unbodied  forms— and  '  Come, '  still '  come, '  they  ericil . 
' '  Fathers  should  pity — but  this  old  man  shook 

His  hoary  locks,  and  froze  me  by  a  look  : 

Thrice  when  I  struck  them,  through  the  water  came 

A  hollow  groan,  that  weaken'd  all  my  frame  : 

'  Father,'  said  I,  '  have  mercy  :' — he  replied, 

I  know  not  what, — the  angry  spirit  lied, — 

'  Didst  thou  not  draw  thy  knife  ? '  said  he  : — 'Twas  true, 

But  I  had  pity,  and  my  arm  withdrew  : 

He  crieil  for  mercy,  which  I  kindly  gave, 

But  he  has  no  compassion  in  his  gi-ave. 

' '  There  were  three  places,  where  they  ever  rose, — 

The  whole  long  river  has  not  such  as  those — 

Places  accursed,  where,  if  a  man  remain, 

He'll  see  the  things  which  strike  him  to  the  brain  ; 

And  there  they  made  me  on  my  paddle  lean, 

And  look  at  them  for  hours  ; — accursed  scene  ! 

When  they  would  glide  to  that  smooth  eddy-space, 

Then  bid  mo  leap  and  join  them  in  the  place  ; 

And  at  my  groans  each  little  villain  sprite 
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Enjoy'd  my  pnins  and  vanish'd  in  delight. 

"  In  one  fierce  summer  day,  when  my  poor  brain 
Was  burning  hot,  and  cruel  was  my  pain, 
Then  came  this  father-foe,  and  there  he  stood 
With  his  two  boys  again  upon  the  flood  : 
There  was  more  uiisdiief  in  their  eyes,  more  glco 
In  their  pale  faces,  when  they  glared  at  mo  : 
Still  did  they  force  me  on  the  oar  to  rest, 
And  when  they  saw  me  fainting  and  oppress'd, 
He  with  his  hand,  the  old  man,  scoop'd  the  flood. 
And  there  came  flame  about  him  mix'd  with  blood  : 
lie  bade  me  stoop  and  look  upon  the  place, 
Then  flung  the  hot  red  liquor  in  my  face : 
Burning  it  blazed,  and  then  I  roar'd  for  pain, 
I  thought  the  demons  would  have  turn'd  my  brain. 

"  Still  there  they  stood,  and  forced  me  to  behold 
A  place  of  horrors — tliey  can  not  be  told — 
Where  the  flood  opcn'd,  there  I  heard  the  shriek 
Of  tortured  guilt — no  earthly  tongue  can  speak  : 
'  All  days  alike  !  for  ever  ! '  did  they  say, 
'  And  unremitted  torments  every  day' — 
Yes,  so  they  said  " — But  here  he  ceased  and  g^zcd 
On  all  around,  affrighten'd  nnd  amazed  : 
And  still  he  tried  to  speak,  and  look'd  in  dread 
Of  frighten'd  females  gathering  round  his  bed  ; 
Then  dropp'd  exha\isted,  and  appear'd  at  rest, 
Till  the  strong  foe  the  vital  powers  possess'd  ; 
Then  with  an  inward,  broken  voice  he  cried, 
"  Again  they  come  ! "  and  mutter'd  as  ho  djod. 
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Think  my  foi-mcr  state  a  happy  dream. 
From  which  uw;ilccd,  tiie  truth  of  wluit  we  are, 
Shows  us  b\it  tliis, —  X  am  sworn  brother  now 
To  grim  Necessity,  an<l  lie  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  till  doat  h. 

SuAKspEAKK. — Richard  If. 

PRISONS. 

The  Mind  of  Man  accommodates  itself  'o  all  Situations  ;  rrisons  otherwise  would  be  in- 
tolorablo— Debtors  :  their  diderent  kinds:  three  j)artii'ularly  defcribed  ;  other*  mor« 
briefly — An  arrested  Prisoner  ;  hia  Account  oi  his  I'eeliU)^  and  his  Bituation— Th»« 
Alleviations  ol  a  I'rison — Prisoners  for  Crimes — Two  condcniiied  :  a  vindictive  Pemalif : 
a  Highwayman — The  Interval  between  Condemnation  and  Execution— liifl  feelings  a* 
the  Time  approaches— His  Dream. 

'Tis  well — that  man  to  all  the  varying  states 
Of  good  and  ill  his  mind  accommodates  ; 
He  not  alone  progressive  grief  sustains. 
But  soon  submits  to  uncxjierienccd  pains  : 
Change  after  change,  all  climes  his  body  bears  ; 
His  mind  repeated  shocks  of  changing  cares  : 
Faith  and  fair  Virtue  arm  the  nobler  brciist ; 
Hope  and  mere  want  oi  feeling  aid  the  rest. 
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Or  who  could  bear  to  lose  the  balmy  air 
Of  summer's  breath,  from  all  things  fi-esh  and  fair, 
With  all  that  man  admires  or  loves  below  ; 
All  earth  and  water,  wood  and  vale  bestow, 
AVherc  rosy  pleasures  smile,  whence  real  blessings  flow ; 
"With  sight  and  sound  of  every  kind  that  lives. 
And  crowning  all  with  joy  that  freedom  gives  ? 

Who  eouM  from  tliesc,  in  some  unhappy  day. 
Bear  to  be  drawn  by  ruthless  anus  away, 
To  the  vile  nuisance  of  a  noisome  room. 
Where  only  insolence  and  misery  come  ? 
(Save  that  the  curious  will  by  chance  appear, 
Or  some  in  pity  drop  a  fruitless  tear) ; 
To  a  damp  prison,  where  the  very  sight 
Of  the  warm  sun  is  favour  and  not  right ; 
Where  all  we  bear  or  see  the  feelings  shock. 
The  oath  and  groan,  the  fetter  and  the  lock  ? 

Who  could  bear  this  and  live  ?— Oh  !  many  a  year 
All  this  is  borne,  and  miseries  more  severe  ; 
And  some  there  are,  familiar  with  the  scene. 
Who  live  in  mirth,  though  few  become  serene. 

Far  as  I  might  the  inward  man  perceive, 
There  was  a  constant  effort — not  to  grieve  : 
Not  to  despair,  for  better  days  would  come. 
And  the  freed  debtor  smile  again  at  home : 
Subdued  his  habits,  he  may  peace  regain. 
And  bless  the  woes  that  were  not  sent  in  vain. 

Thus  might  we  class  the  debtors  here  confined, 
The  more  deceived,  the  more  deceitful  kind  ; 
Here  are  the  guilty  race,  who  mean  to  live 
Ob  credit,  that  credulity  will  give  ; 
Who  j)urchase,  conscious  they  can  never  pay  ; 
Who  know  their  fate,  and  traffic  to  betray  ; 
On  whom  no  pity,  fear,  remorse,  prevail. 
Their  aim  a  statute,  their  resource  a  jail ; — 
These  as  the  public  spoilers  we  regard. 
No  dun  so  harsh,  no  creilitor  so  hard. 

A  second  kind  are  they,  who  truly  strive 
To  keep  their  sinking  credit  long  alive  ; 
Success,  nay  prudence,  they  may  want,  but  yet 
They  would  bo  solvent,  and  deplore  a  debt ; 
All  means  they  use,  to  all  expedients  run. 
And  are  by  slow  sad  steps  at  last  undone : 
Justly,  perhaps,  you  blame  their  want  of  skill, 
But  mourn  their  feelings  and  absolve  their  will. 

There  is  a  debtor,  who  his  triHing  all 
Spreads  in  a  shop  ;  it  would  not  fill  a  stall : 
There  at  one  window  his  temptation  lays, 
And  in  new  modes  disposes  and  disjilays  : 
Alxtve  the  door  you  shall  his  name  behold. 
And  what  ho  vends  in  ample  letters  told, 
The  words  "  llepository,"  "  Warcliouso,"  all 
He  uses  to  enlarge  concerns  so  small : 
He  to  his  goods  assigns  some  beauty's  name, 
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Then  in  her  reign,  and  hopes  they'll  share  her  fame, 

And  talks  of  credit,  commerce,  traffic,  trade. 

As  one  important  by  their  profit  mado; 

But  who  can  paint  the  vacancy,  the  gloom, 

And  spare  dimensions  of  one  backward  room  ? 

Wherein  he  dines,  if  so  'tis  fit  to  speak 

Of  one  day's  herring  and  the  morrow's  steak  : 

An  anchorite  in  diet,  all  his  care 

Is  to  display  his  stock  and  vend  his  ware. 

Long  waiting  hopeless,  then  he  tries  to  meet 
A  kinder  fortune  in  a  distant  street ; 
There  he  again  displays,  increasing  yet 
Corroding  sorrow  and  consuming  debt : 
Alas  !  he  wants  the  requisites  to  rise — 
The  true  connections,  the  availing  ties  : 
They  who  proceed  on  certainties  advance, — 
These  are  not  times  when  men  prevail  by  chance  ; 
But  still  he  tries,  till,  after  years  of  pain, 
He  finds,  with  anguish,  he  has  tried  in  vain. 
Debtors  are  those  on  whom  'tis  hard  to  press, 
'Tis  base,  impolitic,  and  merciless. 

To  these  we  add  a  miscellaneous  kind, 
By  pleasure,  pride,  and  indolence  confined  ; 
Those  whom  no  calls,  no  warnings  could  divert, 
The  unexperienced,  and  the  inexpert ; 
The  builder,  idler,  schemer,  gamester,  sot, — 
The  follies  different,  but  the  same  their  lot ; 
Victims  of  horses,  lasses,  drinking,  dice. 
Of  every  passion,  humour,  whim,  and  vice. 

See  !  that  sad  merchant,  who  but  yesterday 
Had  a  vast  household  in  command  and  pay ; 
He  now  entreats  permission  to  employ 
A  boy  he  needs,  and  then  entreats  the  boy. 

And  there  sits  one  improvident  but  kind, 
Bound  for  a  friend,  whom  honour  could  not  bind  ; 
Sighing,  he  speaks  to  any  who  appear, 
"  A  treach'rous  friend — 'twas  that  which  sent  me  here  : 
I  was  too  kind — I  thought  I  could  depend 
On  his  bare  word— he  was  a  treach'rous  friend." 

A  female  too  !— it  is  to  her  a  home, 
She  came  before — and  she  again  will  come  : 
Her  friends  have  pity  ;  when  their  anger  drops, 
They  take  her  home  ; — she's  tried  her  schools  and  shops — 
Plan  after  plan  ; — but  fortune  would  not  mond, 
She  to  herself  was  still  the  treach'rous  friend  ; 
And  wheresoe'or  began,  all  here  was  sure  to  end  : 
And  there  she  sits,  as  thoughtless  and  as  gay 
As  if  she'd  means,  or  not  a  debt  to  pay — 
Or  knew  tomorrow  she'd  be  call'd  away — 
Or  felt  a  shilling,  and  could  dine  to-day. 

While  thus  observing,  I  began  to  trace 
The  sober'd  features  of  a  well-known  .  ice  ; 
Looks  once  familiar,  manners  fbrni'cl  to  please, 
And  all  illumiued  by  a  heart  at  case  ; 
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But  fraud  and  flattery  ever  claim'd  a  part 
(Still  unresisted)  of  that  easy  heart ; 
But  he  at  length  beholds  me — "  Ah!  my  friend  ! 
And  have  thy  pleasures  this  unlucky  end  1" 

"  Too  sure,"  he  said,  and  smiling  as  he  sigli'd  ; 
"  I  went  astray,  though  Prudence  seem'd  my  guide  ; 
All  she  proposed  I  in  my  heart  approved, 
And  she  was  honour'd,  but  my  pleasure  loved — 
Pleasure,  the  mistress  to  whose  arms  I  fled. 
From  wifedike  lectures  angry  Prudence  read. 

"  Why  speak  the  madness  of  a  life  like  mine. 
The  powers  of  beauty,  novelty,  and  wine  1 
Why  paint  the  wanton  smile,  the  venal  vow, 
Or  friends  whose  worth  I  can  appreciate  now  ? 
Oft  I  perceived  my  fate,  and  then  would  say, 
'  I'll  think  to-morrow,  I  must  live  to-day  :' 
So  am  I  here — I  own  the  laws  are  just — 
And  hero,  where  thought  is  painful,  think  I  must  : 
But  speech  is  pleasant ;  this  discourse  with  thee 
Brings  to  my  mind  the  sweets  of  liberty. 
Breaks  on  the  sameness  of  the  place,  and  gives 
The  doubtful  heart  conviction  that  it  lives. 

"  Let  me  describe  my  angixish  in  the  hour 
When  law  detain'd  me  and  I  felt  its  power. 

"When,  in  that  shipwreck,  this  I  found  my  shoi-e, 
And  join'd  the  wretched,  who  were  wreck'd  before  • 
When  I  perceived  each  feature  in  the  face, 
Pinch'd  through  neglect  or  turbid  by  disgrace  ; 
When  in  these  wasting  forms  affliction  stood 
In  my  afflicted  view,  it  chill'd  my  blood  ; — 
And  forth  I  rush'd,  a  quick  retreat  to  make. 
Till  a  loud  laugh  proolaim'd  the  dire  mistake  : 
But  when  the  groan  had  settled  to  a  sigh, 
When  gloom  beeainc  familiar  to  the  eye. 
When  I  perceive  how  others  seem  to  rest, 
With  every  evil  rankling  in  my  breast, — 
Led  by  example,  I  put  on  the  man. 
Sing  off  my  sighs,  and  trifle  as  1  can. 

"  Homer  !  nay  Pope  !  (for  never  will  I  seek 
Applause  for  learning — nought  have  I  with  Greek) 
Gives  us  the  secrets  of  his  pagan  hell. 
Where  ghost  with  ghost  in  sad  communion  dwell  ; 
Where  shade  meets  shade,  and  round  the  gloomy  meadd 
They  glide,  and  speak  of  old  heroic  deeds, — 
What  fields  they  conquer'd,  and  what  foes  they  slew, 
And  sent  to  join  the  melancholy  crew. 
When  a  new  sjiirit  in  that  world  was  found, 
A  thou.sand  shadowy  forms  came  flitting  round  : 
Those  who  had  known  him,  fond  inquiries  made, — 
'  Of  all  we  left,  inform  us,  gentle  shade, 
Now  a.s  we  lead  thee  in  our  realms  to  dwell, 
Our  twilight  groves,  and  meads  of  asphodel.' 

"  What  paints  the  poet,  is  our  station  hero. 
Where  wo  like  ghosts  and  flitting  shades  appear : 
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Tlim  is  the  hell  he  sings,  and  here  we  meet, 
And  fornaer  deeds  to  new-made  friends  repeat ; 
Heroic  deeds,  which  here  obtain  lis  fame. 
And  are  in  fact  the  causes  why  we  came  : 
Yes  !  this  dim  region  is  old  Homer's  hell, 
Abate  but  groves  and  meads  of  asphodel. 
Here,  wherTa  stranger  fiom  your  world  we  spy. 
We  gather  round  him  and  for  news  ajiply  ; 
He  hears  unheeding,  nor  can  speech  endure. 
But  shivering  gazes  on  the  vast  obscure  : 
We  smiling  pity,  and  by  kindness  sliow 
We  lelt  his  feelings  and  his  terrors  know  ; 
Then  speak  of  comfort^time  will  give  him  sight 
Where  now  'tis  dark  ;  where  now  'tis  woe— delight. 

"  '  Have  hope,'  we  say,  '  and  soon  the  place  to  thee 
Shall  not  a  prison  but  a  casllc  be  : 
When  to  the  wretch  whom  care  and  guilt  confound. 
The  world's  a  jirison,  with  a  wider  bound  ; 
Go  where  he  may,  he  feels  himself  confined. 
And  wears  the  fetters  of  an  abject  mind.' 

"  But  now  adieu  !  those  giant  keys  appear, — ■ 
Thou  art  not  worthy  to  be  innjate  here  : 
Go  to  thy  world,  and  to  the  young  deslare 
What  we,  our  spirits  and  emfdoyments,  are  ; 
Tell  them  how  we  the  ills  of  life  endure, 
Our  empire  stable,  and  our  state  secure  ; 
Our  dress,  our  diet,  for  their  use  describe, 
And  bid  them  haste  to  join  the  gen'rous  tribe  ; 
Go  to  thy  world,  and  leave  us  here  to  dwell, 
Who  to  its  joys  and  comforts  bid  farewell." 

Farewell  to  these  ;  but  other  scenes  i  view, 
And  other  griefs,  and  guilt  of  deeper  hue  ; 
Where  Conscience  gives  to  outward  ills  her  pain, 
Gloom  to  the  night,  and  pressure  to  the  chain  : 
Here  separate  cells  awhile  in  misery  keep 
Two  doom'd  to  suffer  ;  there  they  strive  for  sleep  ; 
By  day  indulged,  in  larger  space  they  range, 
Their  bondage  certain,  but  their  bounds  have  change. 

One  was  a  female,  who  had  grievous  ill 
Wrought  in  revenge,  and  she  enjoy'd  it  still  : 
With  death  before  her,  and  her  fate  in  view, 
Unsatcd  vengeance  in  her  bosom  grew  : 
Sullen  she  was  and  throat'ning  ;  in  her  eye 
Glared  the  stern  triumph  that  she  dared  to  die  : 
But  firfct  a  being  in  the  world  must  leave — 
'Twas  once  reproach  ;  'twas  now  a  short  reprieve. 

She  was  a  pauper  bound,  who  early  gave 
Her  mind  to  vice,  and  doubly  was  a  slave  : 
Upbraided,  beaten,  held  by  rough  control. 
Revenge  sustain'd,  inspired,  and  fill'd  her  soul  : 
She  fired  a  full-stored  barn,  conl'css'd  the  fact, 
And  laugVi'd  at  law  and  justiHed  the  act : 
Our  gentle  vicar  tried  his  powers  in  vain, 
She  answcr'd  not,  or  auswcr'd  with  disdain ; 
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Th'  approaching  fate  she  heard  without  a  sigh, 
And  neither  cared  to  live  nor  fear'd  to  die. 

Not  so  he  felt,  who  with  her  was  to  pay 
The  forfeit,  life— with  dread  he  view'd  the  day, 
And  that  short  space  which  yet  for  him  remain' d, 
Till  with  his  limbs  his  faculties  were  chaiu'd  : 
He  paced  his  narrow  bounds  some  ease  to  find. 
But  found  it  not, — no  comfort  rcach'd  his  mind  : 
Each  sense  was  palsied  ;  when  he  tasted  food, 
He  sigh'd  and  said,  "  Enough — 'tis  very  good." 
Since  his  dread  sentence,  nothing  seem'd  to  be 
As  once  it  was — he  seeing  could  not  see, 
Nor  hearing,  hear  aright ; — when  first  I  came 
Within  his  view,  I  fancied  there  was  shame, 
I  judged  resentment ;  I  mistook  the  air, — 
These  fainter  passions  live  not  with  desjiair  ; 
Or  but  exist  and  die  : — Hope,  fear,  and  love, 
Joy,  doubt,  and  hate,  may  other  spirits  move. 
But  touch  not  his,  who  every  waking  hour 
Has  one  fix'd  dread,  and  always  feels  its  power. 

"  But  will  not  Mercy  r' — No  !  she  cannot  plead 
For  such  an  outrage  ; — •'twas  a  cruel  deed  : 
He  stopp'd  a  timid  traveller  ; — to  his  breast, 
With  oaths  and  curses,  was  the  dagger  press'd : — • 
No  !  he  must  suffer  :  pity  we  may  find 
For  one  man's  pangs,  but  must  not  wrong  mankind. 

Still  I  beheld  him,  every  thought  employ'd 
On  one  dire  view  ! — all  others  are  destroy'd  ; 
This  makes  his  features  ghastly,  gives  the  tone 
or  his  few  words  resemblance  to  a  groan  ; 
He  takes  his  tasteless  food,  and  when  'tis  done, 
Counts  up  his  meals,  now  lessen'd  by  that  one  ; 
For  expectation  is  on  Time  intent, 
Whether  he  brings  us  joy  or  punishment. 

Yes!  e'en  in  sleep  the  impressions  all  remain, 
He  hears  the  sentence  and  he  feels  the  chain  ; 
He  aces  the  judge  and  jury,  when  he  shakes. 
And  loudly  cries  "  Not  guilty,"  and  awakes  : 
Then  chilling  tremblings  o'er  his  body  creep, 
Till  worn-out  nature  is  compell'd  to  sleep. 

Now  comes  the  dream  again  :  it  shows  each  scene, 
With  each  small  circumstance  that  comes  between — 
The  call  to  suffering  and  the  very  deed — 
There  crowds  go  with  iiitn,  follow,  and  precede  ; 
Some  heartless  shout,  some  pity,  all  condemn, 
While  he  in  fancied  envy  looks  at  them  : 
He  .seems  the  place  for  that  sad  act  to  see, 
And  dreams  the  very  thirst  which  then  will  bo : 
A  priest  attends — it  seems,  the  one  he  knew 
In  his  best  days,  beneath  whose  care  ho  grow. 

At  this  his  terrors  tako  a  sudden  flight, 
Ho  sees  his  native  village  with  delight  ; 
The  house,  the  chamber,  where  ho  oneo  arr.ay'd 
His  youthful  person  ;  whoro  he  knolt  and  pray'd  : 
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Then  too  the  comforts  he  enjoy'd  at  home, 

The  days  of  joy  ;  the  joys  themselves  are  come  ; — 

The  hours  of  innocence  ; — the  timid  look 

Of  his  loved  maid,  when  first  her  hand  he  took, 

And  told  his  hope  ;  her  trembling  joy  appeare, 

Her  forced  reserve  and  his  retreating  fears. 

All  now  is  present ; — 'tis  a  moment's  gleam 
Of  former  sunshine— stay,  delightful  dream  ! 
Let  him  within  his  pleasant  garden  walk. 
Give  him  her  arm,  of  blessings  let  them  talk. 

Yes  !  all  are  with  him  now,  and  all  the  while 
Life's  early  prospects  and  his  Fanny's  smile  : 
Then  come  his  sister  and  his  village  friend, 
And  ho  will  now  the  sweetest  moments  spend 
Life  has  to  yield  ; — No  !  never  will  he  find 
Again  on  earth  such  pleasure  in  his  mind  : 
He  goes  through  shrubbj'  walks  these  friends  among, 
Love  in  their  looks  and  honour  on  the  tongue  : 
Nay,  there's  a  charm  bej'ond  what  nature  shows, 
The  bloom  is  softer  and  more  sweetly  glows  ; — 
Pierced  by  no  crime,  and  urged  by  no  desire 
For  more  than  true  and  honest  hearts  require. 
They  feel  the  calm  delight,  and  thus  proceed 
Thi-ough  the  green  lane,  —then  linger  in  the  mead, — 
Stray  o'er  the  heath  in  all  its  purple  bloom, — 
And  pluck  the  blossom  where  the  wild  bees  hum  ; 
Then  through  the  broomy  bound  witli  ease  tlicy  pass. 
And  press  the  sandy  sheep-walk's  slender  grass. 
Where  dwarfish  flowers  among  the  gorse  are  spread, 
And  the  lamb  browses  bj'  the  linnet's  beil ; 
Then  'cross  the  bounding  brook  they  make  their  way 
O'er  its  rough  bridge — and  there  behold  the  bay  ! — 
The  ocean  smiling  to  the  fervid  sun — 
The  waves  that  faintly  fall  and  slowly  run — 
The  ships  at  distance  and  the  boats  at  hand  ; 
And  now  they  walk  upon  the  seaside  sand, 
Counting  the  nmnber  and  what  kind  they  be. 
Ships  soilly  sinking  in  the  sleepy  sea  : 
Now  arm  in  arm,  now  parted,  they  behold 
The  glitt'ring  waters  on  the  shingles  roU'd  : 
The  timid  girls,  half  dreading  their  design, 
Dip  the  small  foot  in  the  retarded  brine, 
And  search  for  crimson  weeds,  which  spreading  flow. 
Or  lie  like  pictures  on  the  sand  below; 
"With  all  those  bright  red  pebbles,  that  the  sun 
Through  the  small  waves  so  softly  shines  upon  ; 
And  those  live  lucid  jellies  which  the  eye 
Delights  to  trace  as  they  swim  glittering  by : 
Pearl-shells  and  rubied  star-fish  they  admire. 
And  will  arrange  above  the  parlour-fire, — 
Tokens  of  bliss  ! — "Oh!  horrible!  a  wave 
Koars  as  it  rises — save  mo,  Edward  !  save  !" 
She  cries  : — Alas  !  the  watchman  on  his  way 
Calls,  and  lets  in — truth,  terror,  and  the  day  I 
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Be  it  a  weakness,  it  deserves  some  praise, — 

M'e  luve  tljc  play-place  of  our  early  daj'S  ; 

The  scL'iie  is  touching,  and  the  heart  is  stone 

That  feels  not  at  thut  sight — and  tetls  at  none. 

The  wall  ou  which  we  tried  our  graving  sltill ; 

The  very  name  we  carved  subsisting  still ; 

The  bench  ou  which  we  sat  while  deep  employ'd. 

Though  mangled,  hack'd.  and  hew'd,  yet  not  destroy'd. 

The  little  ones  unbutton'd,  glowing  hut. 

Playing  our  games,  and  on  the  ver>  spot ; 

As  happy  as  we  once  to  kneel  and  draw 

The  chalky  ring  and  knuckle  down  at  taw. 

This  iond  attachment  to  the  well-known  place. 

When  first  we  started  into  life's  long  race. 

Maintains  its  hold  with  such  unfailing  sway. 

We  feel  it  e'en  in  age  and  at  our  latest  day. 

COWPKR. 

SCHOOLS. 

Every  kind  to  be  found  in  the  Borough — The  School  for  Infants— The  School  Preparatorj' : 
the  Sagacity  of  the  Mistress  in  foreseeing  Character — Day-schools  of  the  lower  kind— A 
Manter  with  Taleuti  adapted  to  such  Pupils  :  one  of  superior  Qualifications-  J!oarding- 
schools  :  that  for  young  Ladies  ;  one  going  first  to  tlie  Governess,  one  finally  returning 
Home— School  for  Youth  :  AI:ister  and  Teacher  ;  various  Dispositions  and  Caimcitiea — 
The  Miser-Boy — The  Boy-Bully — Sons  of  Farmers  :  how  amused — Wliat  Study  will 
effect,  examined — A  College  Life  :  one  sent  from  his  College  to  a  Benefice  ;  one  retained 
there  in  Dignity— The  Ad  vantages  in  either  case  nut  consideral)le— Where,  then,  the  good 
of  a  Literary  Life  ?— Answered— Conclusion. 

To  every  class  we  have  a  school  assign'd, 
Rules  for  all  ranks  and  food  for  evei'y  mind  : 
Yet  one  there  is,  that  small  rej^ard  to  rule 
Or  study  pays,  and  still  is  dceni'd  a  school : 
That,  where  a  deaf,  poor,  patient  widow  sits, 
And  awes  some  thirty  infants  as  she  knits  ; 
Infants  of  humble,  busy  wives,  who  pay 
Some  tiifiin{^  jirice  for  freedom  through  the  day : 
At  this  good  matron's  hut  the  children  meet. 
Who  thus  becomes  the  mother  of  the  street : 
Her  room  is  small,  they  cannot  widelj'  stray  ; 
Her  threshold  high,  they  cannot  run  away  : 
1'hough  deaf,  she  sees  the  I'cbel  heroes  shout ; 
Though  lame,  her  white  rod  nimbly  walks  about : 
With  band  of  yai-n  she  keeps  offenders  in. 
And  to  her  gown  the  sturdiest  rogue  can  pin  : 
Aided  by  these,  and  spell.s,  and  tell-tale  birds, 
Her  power  they  dread  and  reverence  her  words. 

To  learning's  second  seats  we  now  proceed. 
Where  humming  students  gilded  })riiners  read  ; 
Or  books  with  letters  large  and  pictures  gay, 
To  make  their  reading  but  a  kind  of  play — 
"  Reading  made  easy,"  so  the  titles  tell  ; 
But  they  who  read  must  first  begin  to  si)cll : 
There  may  be  profit  in  these  arts,  but  still 
Learning  is  labour,  call  it  what  you  will  ; 
Upon  the  youthful  mind  a  heavy  load. 
Nor  must  we  hope  to  find  the  royal  roftd. 
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Some  will  their  easy  steps  to  science  show, 

And  some  to  heav'n  itself  their  bj'-way  know  ; 

Ah  !  trust  them  not, — who  fame  or  bliss  would  share, 

Must  learn  by  labour,  and  must  live  by  care. 

Another  matron,  of  superior  kind. 
For  higher  schools  prepares  the  rising  mind  : 
Preparatory  she  her  learning  calls, 
The  step  first  made  to  colleges  and  halls. 

She  early  sees  to  what  the  mind  will  grow. 
Nor  abler  judge  of  infant  powers  I  know  : 
She  sees  what  soon  the  lively  will  impede, 
And  how  the  steadier  will  in  turn  succeed  ; 
Observes  the  dawn  of  wisdom,  fancy,  taste. 
And  knows  what  parts  will  wear,  and  what  will  waste  ; 
She  marks  the  mind  too  lively,  and  at  once 
Sees  the  gay  coxcomb  and  the  rattling  dunce. 

Long  has  she  lived,  and  much  she  loves  to  trace 
Her  former  pupils,  now  a  lordly  race  ; 
Whom  when  she  sees  rich  robes  and  furs  bedeck. 
She  marks  the  pride  which  once  she  strove  to  check. 
A  burgess  comes,  and  she  remembers  well 
How  hard  her  task  to  make  his  worship  spell ; 
Cold,  selfish,  d\\\\,  inanimate,  unkind, 
'Twas  b\it  by  auger  he  display'd  a  mind  : 
Now  civil,  smiling,  complaisant,  and  gay, 
The  world  has  worn  the  unsocial  crust  away  : 
That  sullen  spirit  now  a  softness  wears. 
And,  save  by  fits,  e'en  dulness  disappears : 
But  still  the  matron  can  the  man  behold. 
Dull,  selfish,  hard,  inanimate,  and  cold. 
A  merchant  passes, — "  Probity  and  truth, 
Prudence  and  patience,  mark'd  thee  from  thy  youth." 
Thus  she  observes,  but  oft  retains  her  fears 
For  him,  who  now  with  name  unstnin'd  appears  : 
Nor  hope  relinquishes,  for  one  who  yet 
Is  lost  in  error  and  involved  in  debt ; 
For  latent  evil  in  that  heart  she  found. 
More  open  hero,  but  here  the  core  was  sound. 

Various  fjur  day-schools  :  here  behold  we  one 
Empty  and  still : — the  morning  duties  done, 
Soil'd,  tatter'd,  worn,  and  thrown  in  various  heaps, 
Appear  their  books,  and  there  confusion  sleeps  ; 
The  workmen  all  are  from  the  Babel  fled. 
And  lost  their  tools,  till  the  return  they  dread  : 
Meantime  the  master,  with  his  wig  awry, 
Prepares  his  books  for  business  by-and-by  : 
Now  all  the  insignia  of  the  monarch  laid 
Beside  hiui,  rest,  and  none  stand  \^y  afraid  ; 
Ho,  while  liis  troop  light-hearted  leap  and  play. 
Is  all  intent  on  duties  of  the  day  ; 
No  more  the  tyrant  stern,  or  ju<lge  severe. 
Ho  feels  the  f  ither's  and  the  husband's  fear. 

Ah  !  little  think  the  tiniiil  trembling  crowd. 
That  one  so  wise,  so  powerful,  and  so  proud, 
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Should  feel  himself,  and  dread  the  humble  ills 
Of  rent-daj^  charges,  and  of  coalman's  bills  : 
That  while  they  mercy  from  their  judge  implore, 
Ho  fears  himself — a  knocking  at  the  door  ; 
And  feels  the  burthen  as  his  nei<jhbour  states 
His  humble  portion  to  the  jjarish  rates. 

Thej-  sit  th'  allotted  hours,  then  eager  run, 
Rushing  to  pleasure  when  the  duty  's  done  ; 
His  hour  of  leisure  is  of  diiferent  kind. 
Then  cares  domestic  rush  upon  his  mind, 
And  half  the  ease  and  comfort  he  enjoys, 
Is  when  surromided  by  slates,  books,  and  boys. 

Poor  Reuben  Dixon  has  the  noisiest  school 
Of  ragged  lads,  who  ever  bow'd  to  rule  ; 
Low  in  his  price — the  men  who  heave  our  coals. 
And  clean  our  causeways,  send  him  boys  in  shoals  ; 
To  see  poor  Reuben,  with  his  fry  beside,  — 
Their  half-chcck'd  rudeness  and  his  half-scorn'd  pride, — 
Their  room,  the  sty  in  which  th'  assombly  meet, 
In  the  cl(jse  lane  behind  the  Northgate-street ; 
T'  observe  his  vain  attempts  to  keep  the  peace. 
Till  tolls  the  bell,  and  strife  and  troubles  cease, — 
Calls  for  our  praise  ;  his  labour  praise  deserves, 
But  not  our  pity ;  Reuben  has  no  nerves  : 
'Mid  noise  and  dirt,  and  stench,  and  play,  and  prate. 
He  calmly  cuts  the  pen  or  views  the  slate. 

But  Leonard  /—yes,  for  Leonard's  fate  I  grieve, 
Who  loathes  the  station  which  he  dares  not  leave  : 
He  cannot  dig,  he  will  not  beg  his  bread, 
All  his  de]iendence  rests  upon  his  head  ; 
And  deeply  skill'd  in  sciences  and  arts. 
On  vulgar  lads  he  wastes  superior  p.arts. 

Alas  !  what  grief  that  feeling  mind  sustains. 
In  guiding  hands  and  stirring  torpid  br.ains  ; 
He  whose  proud  mind  from  polo  to  pole  will  move. 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  worlds  above  ; 
Who  thinks  and  I'easons  strongly  : — hard  his  fate, 
Confined  for  ever  to  the  pen  and  slate  : 
True,  he  submits,  and  when  the  long  dull  day 
Has  slowly  pass'd,  in  weary  tasks,  away. 
To  other  worlds  with  cheerftd  view  he  looks, 
And  parts  the  night  between  repose  and  books. 

Amid  his  labours,  he  has  sometimes  tried 
To  turn  a  little  from  his  cares  aside  ; 
Pope,  Milton,  Drydcn,  with  delight  has  seized, 
His  soul  engaged,  and  of  his  trouble  eased  ; 
When,  with  a  heavy  eye  and  illdono  sum. 
No  part  conceived,  a  stupid  boy  will  come  ; 
Then  Leonard  first  subdues  the  rising  frown, 
And  bids  the  blockhead  lay  his  blunders  down  ; 
O'er  which  disgusted  ho  will  turn  his  eye  ; 
To  his  sad  duty  his  sound  mind  apply, 
And,  vex'd  in  spirit,  throw  his  ))lcasures  by. 

Turn  wo  to  schools  which  more  than  these  aflord— 
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The  sound  instruction  and  the  wholesome  board  ; 
And  first,  our  school  tor  ladies  :— pity  calls 
For  one  soft  sigh,  when  we  behold  these  walls. 
Placed  near  the  town,  and  whore,  fa-om  window  high, 
The  lair,  confined,  may  our  tree  crowds  espy, 
With  many  a  stranger  gazing  up  and  down. 
And  all  the  envied  tumult  of  the  town  ; 
May,  in  the  smiling  summer  eve,  when  they 
Are  sent  to  sleep  the  pleasant  hours  away. 
Behold  the  poor  (whom  they  conceive  the  blest) 
Employ'd  lor  hours,  and  grieved  they  cannot  rest. 
Here  the  fond  girl,  whose  days  are  sad  and  few 
Since  dear  mamma  pronounced  the  last  adieu, 
Looks  to  the  road,  and  fondly  thinks  she  hears 
The  carriage-wheels,  and  struggles  with  her  tears  : 
All  yet  is  new,  the  misses,  great  and  small, 
Madam  herseli,  and  teachers,  odious  all  ; 
From  laug-hter,  pity,  nay  command,  she  turns, 
But  melts  in  softness,  or  with  anger  burns  ; 
Nauseates  her  food,  and  wonders  who  can  sleep 
On  such  mean  beds,  where  she  can  only  weep  : 
She  scorns  condolence,  but  to  all  she  hates 
Slowly  at  length  her  mind  accommodates  ! 
Then 'looks  on  bondage  with  the  same  concern 
As  others  lelt,  and  finds  that  she  must  learn 
As  others  learn'd— the  common  lot  to  share, 
To  search  for  comfort,  and  submit  to  care. 

There  are,  'tis  said,  who  on  these  seats  attend. 
And  to  these  ductile  minds  destniction  vend  ; 
Wretches  (to  virtue,  peace,  and  nature,  loes) 
To  these  soft  minds  their  wicked  trash  expose  ; 
Seize  on  the  soul,  ere  passions  take  the  sway, 
And  lead  the  heart,  ere  yet  it  feels,  astray  : 
Smugglers  obscene  !— and  can  there  be  who  take 
Infernal  pains  the  sleeping  \-ice  to  wake  ? 
Can  there  be  those  by  whom  the  thought  dehlcd 
Enters  the  spotless  bosom  ol  a  child  V 
By  whom  the  ill  is  to  the  heart  convey'd. 
Who  lend  the  ioe,  not  yet  in  arms,  their  aid  ; 
And  sap  the  city  walls  bolore  the  siege  be  laid  '. 

Oh  !  rather  skulking  in  the  by-ways  steal, 
And  rob  the  poorest  traveller  of  his  meal ; 
Burst  through  the  huml)lest  trader's  bolted  door  ; 
Bear  from  the  widow's  hut  her  winter's  store  ; 
With  stolen  steed,  on  highways  take  your  stand. 
Your  lips  with  curses  ann'd,  with  death  your  hand  ; 
Take  all  but  lilu  —the  virtuous  more  would  say. 
Take  life  itself,  dear  as  it  is,  away, 
Kather  than  guilty  thus  the  guileless  soul  betray. 

Years  pass  away — let  us  suppose  them  past, 
Th'  accomplish'd  nymph  ior  freedom  looks  at  last  ; 
All  hardships  over  which  a  school  contains, 
Tlio  spirit's  bondage  and  the  body's  pains  ; 
Where  teachers  make  the  heartless,  treiubhng  set 
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Of  pupils  suffer  for  their  own  regret  ; 

Where  winter's  cold,  attack'd  by  one  poor  fire, 

Chills  the  fair  child,  commanded  to  retire  : 

She  felt  it  keenly  in  the  morning  air. 

Keenly  she  felt  it  at  the  evening  prayer. 

More  pleasant  summer  ;  but  then  walks  were  made, 

Not  a  sweet  ramble,  but  a  slow  parade  ; 

They  moved  by  pairs  beside  the  hawthorn  hedge. 

Only  to  set  their  feelings  on  an  edge  ; 

And  now  at  eve,  when  all  their  spirits  rise. 

Are  sent  to  rest,  and  all  their  pleasure  dies  ; 

Where  yet  they  all  the  town  alert  can  see. 

And  distant  ploughboj's  pacing  o'er  the  lea. 

These  and  the  tasks  successive  masters  brought — 
The  French  they  conn'd,  the  curious  works  they  wz'ought ; 
The  hours  they  made  their  taper  fingers  strike 
Note  after  note,  all  dull  to  them  alike  ; 
Their  drawings,  dancings  on  aiipointed  days. 
Playing  with  globes,  and  getting  parts  of  plays  : 
The  tender  friendships  made  'twixt  heart  and  heart, 
When  the  dear  friends  had  nothing  to  impart : — 

All  !  all !  are  over  ;  now  th'  accomplish'd  maid 
Longs  for  the  world,  of  nothing  there  afraid  : 
Dreams  of  delight  invade  her  gentle  breast. 
And  fancied  lo\ers  rob  the  heart  of  rest; 
At  the  paternal  door  a  carriage  stands. 
Love  knits  their  hearts  and  Hymen  joins  their  hands. 
Ah  !  world  unknown  !  how  charming  is  thy  view, 
Thy  pleasures  many,  and  each  pleasure  new  : 
Ah  !  world  experienced  !  what  of  thee  is  told  ? 
How  few  thy  pleasures,  and  those  few  how  old  ! 

Within  a  silent  street,  and  far  apart 
From  noise  of  business,  from  a  quay  or  mart. 
Stands  an  old  spacious  buikling,  and  the  din 
You  hear  without  explains  the  work  within  ; 
Unlike  the  whispering  of  the  nymphs,  this  noise 
Loudly  proclaims  a  "  L)()ardin^''-School  for  Boys  ;" 
The  master  heeds  it  not,  for  tiiirty  j'oars 
Have  render'd  all  familiar  to  his  cars  ; 
He  sits  in  comfort,  'mid  the  various  sound 
Of  mingled  tones  for  ever  fiowing  round  : 
Day  after  day  he  to  his  task  attends, — 
Unvaried  toil,  and  care  that  never  ends  : 
Boj's  in  their  works  proceed  ;  while  his  employ 
Admits  no  change,  or  changes  but  the  boy  ! 
Yet  time  has  made  it  ea.sy  ;  ho  beside 
Has  power  supreme,  and  power  is  sweet  to  prido  : 
But  grant  him  pleasure  ;  what  can  teachers  leei. 
Dependent  helj)ers  always  at  the  wheel  ? 
Their  power  despised,  their  compensation  small, 
Their  labour  dull,  their  life  laborious  all ; 
Set  after  set  the  lower  lads  to  make 
Fit  for  the  class  which  their  siqieriors  take  ; 
The  road  of  learning  for  a  time  to  track 
B  2 
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In  roughest  state,  and  then  again  go  back  : 
Just  the  same  way  on  other  troops  to  wait, — 
Attendants  fix'd  at  leai-ning's  lower  gate. 

The  daj'-tasks  now  are  o\'er — to  their  ground 
Eush  the  ga)-  crowd  with  joy-compelling  sound  ; 
Glad  to  elude  the  burthens  of  the  day, 
The  eager  parties  hurry  to  their  play  : 
Then,  in  these  hours  of  liberty,  we  find 
The  native  bias  of  the  opening  mind  ; 
Thej'  yet  possess  not  skill  the  mask  to  place. 
And  hide  the  passions  glowing  in  the  face  ; 
Yet  some  are  found — the  close,  the  sly,  the  mean, 
Who  know  already  all  must  not  be  seen. 

Lo  !  one  who  walks  apart,  although  so  young. 
He  lays  restraint  ujion  his  eye  and  tongue, 
Nor  will  he  into  scrapes  or  dangers  get, 
And  half  the  school  are  in  the  stripling's  debt : 
Suspicious,  timid,  he  is  much  afraid 
Of  trick  and  plot ; — he  dreads  to  be  bctray'd  : 
He  shuns  all  friendship,  for  he  finds  they  lend. 
When  lads  begin  to  call  each  other  friend  : 
Yet  self  with  self  has  war  ;  the  tempting  sight 
Of  fruit  on  sale  provokes  his  appetite  ; — 
See  !  how  he  walks  the  sweet  seduction  by  ; 
That  he  is  tempted,  costs  him  first  a  sigh, — 
'Tis  dangerous  to  indulge,  'tis  grievous  to  deny  ! 
This  he  will  choose,  and  whispering  asks  the  price,- 
The  purchase  dreadful,  but  the  portion  nice  : 
Within  the  pocket  he  explores  the  pence  ; 
Without,  temptation  strikes  on  either  sense, — 
The  sight,  the  smell  ; — but  then  he  thinks  again 
Of  money  gone  !  while  fruit  nor  taste  remain. 
Meantime  there  comes  an  eager  thoughtless  boy, 
Who  gives  the  price  and  only  feels  the  joy  ; 
Example  dire  !  the  youthful  miser  stops 
And  slowly  back  the  treasured  coinage  drops  : 
Heroic  deed  !  for  should  he  now  comply. 
Can  he  to-morrow's  appetite  deny  ? 
Beside,  these  spendthrifts  who  so  freely  live, 
Cloy'd  with  their  purchase,  will  a  portion  give  : — 
Here  ends  debate,  ho  buttons  up  his  store, 
And  feels  the  comfort  that  it  burns  no  more. 

Unlike  to  him  the  Tyrant-boy,  whose  sway 
All  hearts  acknowledge  ;  him  the  crowds  obey  : 
At  his  command  they  break  through  every  rule  ; 
Whoever  governs,  he  controls  the  school  : 
'Tis  not  the  distant  emperor  moves  their  fear, 
But  the  proud  viccro}'  who  is  ever  near. 

Verres  could  do  that  mischief  in  a  day. 
For  which  not  l^me,  in  all  its  power,  could  pay ; 
And  these  boy-tyrants  will  their  slaves  distress. 
And  do  the  wrongs  no  master  can  redress  : 
The  mind  they  load  with  fear  ;  it  feels  disdain 
For  its  own  baseness  ;  yet  it  tries  in  vain 
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To  shake  th'  admitted  power  : — the  coward  comes  again  : 
'Tis  more  than  present  pain  these  t}Tants  give. 
Long  as  we've  hfe,  some  strong  impressions  live  ; 
And  these  young  ruffians  in  the  soul  will  sow 
Seeds  of  all  vices  that  on  weakness  grow. 

Hark  !  at  his  word  the  trembHug  younglings  flee, — 
Where  he  is  walking  none  must  walk  but  he  ; 
See  !  from  the  winter  fire  the  weak  retreat. 
His  the  warm  corner,  liis  the  favourite  seat, 
Save  when  he  yields  it  to  some  slave  to  keep 
Awhile,  then  back,  at  his  return,  to  creep  : 
At  his  command  his  poor  dependents  fly, 
And  humbly  bribe  him  as  a  proud  ally  ; 
Flatter'd  by  all,  the  notice  he  bestows. 
Is  gross  abuse,  and  bantering  and  blows  ; 
Yet  he's  a  dunce,  and,  spite  of  all  his  fame 
Without  the  desk,  within  he  feels  his  shame  : 
For  there  the  weaker  boy,  who  felt  his  scorn. 
For  him  corrects  the  blunders  of  the  morn  ; 
And  he  is  taught,  unpleasant  truth  !  to  find 
The  trembling  body  has  the  prouder  mind. 

Hark  !  to  that  shout,  that  burst  of  empty  noise, 
From  a  rude  set  of  blutf,  obstreperous  boys  ; 
They  who,  like  colts  let  loose,  with  vigour  bound, 
And  thoughtless  spirit,  o'er  the  beaten  ground  ; 
Fearless  they  leap,  and  every  youngster  feels 
His  Alma  active  in  his  hands  and  heels. 

These  arc  the  sons  of  farmers,  and  they  come 
With  partial  fondness  for  the  joys  of  home  ; 
Their  minds  are  coursing  in  their  fathers'  fields, 
And  e'en  the  dream  a  lively  pleasure  yields  ; 
They,  nmcli  enduring,  sit  th'  allotted  hours. 
And  o'er  a  grammar  waste  their  sprightly  powers  ; 
They  dance  ;  but  them  can  measured  steps  delight. 
Whom  horse  and  hounds  to  daring  deeds  excite  '( 
Nor  could  they  bear  to  wait  fi'om  meal  to  meal. 
Did  they  not  slily  to  the  chamber  steal, 
And  there  the  jiroduce  of  the  basket  seize. 
The  mother's  gift !  still  studious  of  their  ease. 
Poor  Alma,  thus  opprcss'd  forbears  to  rise, 
But  rests  or  revels  in  the  arms  and  thighs.* 

"  But  is  it  sure  that  study  will  rej)ay 
The  more  attentive  and  forbearing  '!" — Nay  ! 
The  farm,  the  ship,  the  humljle  shiip,  have  each 
Gains  which  severest  studies  seldom  roach. 

At  college  place  a  youth,  who  means  to  raise 
His  state  by  merit  and  his  name  by  praise  ; 
Still  much  he  hazards  ;  there  is  serious  strife 
In  the  contentions  of  a  scholar's  life  : 
Not  all  the  mind's  attention,  care,  distress, 
Nor  diligence  itself,  insure  success  : 
His  jealous  heart  a  rival's  powers  may  dread, 

•  SlioHld  nny  of  my  rcadurs  fluil  them»clvo«  at  a  loss  In  this  pliito,  I  beg  lenre  to  lofer 
Iwm  to  a  poeuj  of  I'lior,  called  "  Alma,  or  the  I'rogrcua  of  tUc  Mind." 
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Till  its  strong  feeling's  have  confused  his  head. 
And,  after  days  and  moiuhs,  nay,  years  of  pain. 
He  finds  just  lost  the  object  he  would  gain. 

But  grant  him  this  and  all  such  life  can  give. 
For  other  prospects  he  begins  to  live  ; 
Begins  to  feel  that  man  was  form'd  to  look 
And  long  for  other  objects  than  a  book  : 
In  his  mind's  eye  his  house  and  glebe  he  sees, 
And  farms  and  talks  ^\  1th  farmers  at  his  ease  ; 
And  time  is  lost,  till  fortune  sends  him  forth 
To  a  rude  world  vmconscious  of  his  worth  : 
There  in  some  petty  parish  to  reside, 
The  college  boast,  then  turn'd  the  village  guide  : 
And  though  awhile  his  flock  and  dairy  please. 
He  soon  reverts  to  former  joys  and  ease. 
Glad  when  a  friend  shall  come  to  break  his  rest, 
And  speak  of  all  the  pleasures  they  possess'd. 
Of  masters,  fellows,  tutors,  all  with  whom 
They  shared  those  pleasures,  never  more  to  come  ; 
Till  both  conceive  the  times  by  bliss  endear'd, 
Which  once  so  dismal  and  so  dull  appear'd. 

But  fix  our  scholar,  and  suppose  him  crown'd 
V/ith  all  the  glory  gain'd  on  classic  ground ; 
Suppose  the  world  without  a  sigh  resign'd. 
And  to  his  college  all  liis  care  confined  ; 
Give  him  all  honours  that  such  states  allow. 
The  freshman's  terror  and  the  tradesman's  bow  ; 
Let  his  apartments  with  his  taste  agree. 
And  all  his  views  be  those  ho  loves  to  see  ; 
Let  him  each  day  behold  the  savouiy  treat. 
For  which  he  paj's  not,  but  is  paid  to  eat ; 
These  joys  and  glories  soon  delight  no  more. 
Although,  withheld,  the  mind  is  vex'd  and  sore  ; 
The  honour,  too,  is  to  the  place  confined. 
Abroad  they  know  not  each  superior  mind  : 
Strangers  no  wranglers  in  these  figures  see. 
Nor  give  they  worship  to  a  high  degree  ; 
Unlike  the  prophet's  is  the  scholar's  case. 
His  honour  all  is  in  his  dwelling-])lace  : 
And  there  such  honours  are  f  amiUar  things  ; 
What  is  a  monarch  in  a  crowd  of  kings? 
Ijikc  other  sovereigns,  he's  by  forms  addrcss'd. 
By  statutes  govern'd  and  with  rules  oppross'd. 

When  all  these  forms  .and  duties  dio  away. 
And  the  day  j)asses  like  the  former  day, 
Then  of  exterior  things  at  once  bereft, 
He's  to  himself  and  one  attendant  left  ; 
Nay,  John  too  goes  ;  nor  aught  of  service  more 
Remains  for  him  ;  he  glatUy  quits  the  door, 
And,  as  he  whistles  to  the  college-gate, 
He  kindly  pities  his  poor  master's  fate. 

Books  cannot  always  please,  however  good  ; 
Minds  are  not  ever  craving  tor  their  food  ; 
But  sleep  will  soon  the  weary  soul  prepare 
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For  cares  to-morrow  that  were  this  day's  care  : 
For  forms,  for  feasts,  that  simdry  times  have  pass' J, 
And  formal  feasts  that  will  for  ever  last. 

"  But  then  from  study  will  no  comforts  rise  ?" — 
Yes  ?  such  as  studious  minds  alone  can  prize  ; 
Comforts,  yea  ! — ^joys  ineifable  they  find. 
Who  seek  the  prouder  pleasures  of  the  mind  : 
The  soul,  collected  in  those  happy  hours, 
Then  makes  her  efforts,  then  enjoys  her  powers  ; 
And  in  those  seasons  feels  herself  repaid 
For  labours  past,  and  honours  long  delay'd. 

No  !  'tis  not  worldly  gain,  although  by  chance 
The  sons  of  learning  may  to  wealth  advance  ; 
Nor  station  high,  though  in  some  favom-ing  hou^' 
The  sons  of  learning  may  arrive  at  power  ; 
Nor  is  it  glory,  though  the  public  voice 
Of  honest  praise  will  make  the  heart  rejoice  : 
But  'tis  the  mind's  own  feelings  give  the  joy. 
Pleasures  she  gathers  in  her  own  employ — 
Pleasures  that  gain  or  praise  cannot  bestow, 
Yet  can  dilate  and  raise  them  when  they  flow. 

For  this  the  poet  looks  the  world  around, 
Where  form  and  life  and  reasoning  man  are  found ; 
He  loves  the  mind,  in  all  its  modes,  to  trace. 
And  all  the  manners  of  the  changing  race  ; 
Silent  he  walks  the  road  of  fife  along. 
And  views  the  aims  of  its  tumultuous  throng  ; 
He  finds  what  shapes  the  Proteus  passions  take, 
And  what  strange  waste  of  life  and  joy  they  make, 
And  loves  to  show  them  in  their  varied  ways. 
With  honest  blame  or  with  miflattering  praise  ; 
'Tis  good  to  know,  'tis  pleasant  to  impart. 
These  turns  and  movements  of  the  human  heart : 
The  stronger  featui'es  of  the  soul  to  paint, 
And  make  distinct  the  latent  and  the  faint  ; 
Man  as  he  is,  to  place  in  all  men's  view, 
Yet  none  with  rancour,  none  with  scorn  pursue  : 
Nor  be  it  ever  of  my  portraits  told — 
"  Here  the  strong  lines  of  malice  we  behold." 


This  let  me  hope,  that  when  in  public  view 
I  bring  my  pictures,  men  may  feel  them  true : 
"  This  is  a  likeness,"  may  they  all  declare, 
"  And  I  have  seen  him,  but  I  know  not  where  ; 
For  I  should  mourn  the  mischiet  I  had  done, 
It  as  the  likeness  all  would  fi.\^  on  one. 


Man's  vice  and  crime  I  combat  as  I  can, 
But  to  his  Go»  and  conscience  leave  the  man  ; 
1  search  (a  Quixote  !)  all  the  land  about, 
To  find  its  giants  and  enchanters  out — 
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(The  giant  Folly,  the  enchanter  Vice, 

Whom  dovibtless  I  shall  vanquish  in  a  trice)  ;— 

But  is  there  man  whom  I  would  injure? — No  ! 

I  am  to  him  a  fellow,  not  a  loe, — 

A  fellow-sinner,  who  must  rather  dread 

The  bolt,  than  hurl  it  at  another's  head. 

No  !  let  the  guiltless,  if  there  such  be  found, 
Launch  forth  the  spear,  and  deal  the  deadly  wound. 
How  can  I  so  the  cause  of  virtue  aid. 
Who  am  myself  attainted  and  afraid  ? 
Yet  as  I  can,  I  point  the  powers  of  rhyme. 
And,  sparing  criminals,  attack  the  crime. 


TALES. 

gtbicaltb  to  Ijcr  (5r;tce  IsubrUiT,  glucbcss  gofoagtr  of  |iutlanlr. 


PREFACE. 

That  the  appearance  of  the  present  work  before  the  public  is  occasioned 
by  a  favourable  reception  of  the  former  two,  I  hesitate  not  to  acknow- 
ledge :  because,  while  the  confession  may  be  regarded  as  some  proof  of 
•gratitude,  or  at  least  of  attention,  from  an  author  to  his  readers,  it  ought 
not  to  be  considered  as  an  indication  of  vanity.  It  is  unquestionably  very 
pleasant  to  be  assured  that  our  labours  are  weU  received  ;  but,  neverthe- 
less, this  must  not  be  taken  for  a  just  and  full  criterion  of  their  merit : 
publications  of  great  intrinsic  value  have  been  met  with  so  much  coolness, 
that  a  writer  who  succeeds  in  obtaining  some  degree  of  notice  should  look 
upon  himself  rather  as  one  favoured  than  meritorious,  as  gaining  a  prize 
from  Fortune,  and  not  a  recompense  for  desert;  and,  on  the  contrary,  as 
it  is  well  known  that  books  of  very  inferior  kind  have  been  at  once  pushed 
into  the  strong  current  of  popularity,  and  are  there  kept  buoyant  by  the 
force  of  the  stream,  the  writer  who  acquires  not  this  adventitious  help 
may  be  reckoned  rather  as  unfortunate  than  undeserving :  and  from  tliese 
opposite  considerations  it  follows,  that  a  man  may  speak  of  his  success 
without  incurring  justly  the  odium  of  conceit,  and  may  likewise  acknow- 
ledge a  disappointment  without  an  adequate  cause  for  humiliation  or 
self-reproach. 

But  were  it  true  that  something  of  the  complacency  of  self- approbation 
would  insinuate  itself  into  an  author's  mind  with  tlie  idea  of  success,  the 
Rcnsation  would  not  be  that  of  unalloyed  pleasure ;  it  would  perhaps 
assist  him  to  bear,  but  it  would  not  enable  him  to  escape,  the  mortification 
he  must  encoimter  from  censures,  which,  though  he  may  be  unwilling  to 
admit,  yet  he  finds  himself  unable  to  confute;  as  well  as  from  advice, 
which,  at  the  same  time  that  he  cannot  but  approve,  he  is  compelled  to 
reject. 

Reproof  and  advice,  it  is  probable,  every  author  will  receive,  if  we 
except  those  who  merit  so  much  of  the  former,  that  the  latter  is  con- 
temptuously denied  them.  Now,  of  these,  reproof,  though  it  may  cause 
more  temporary  uneasiness,  will  in  many  cases  create  less  difficulty,  since 
errors  may  be  corrected  when  opportunity  occurs ;  but  advice,  I  repeat, 
may  be  of  such  nature,  that  it  will  be  i)ainlul  to  reject,  and  yet  impossible 
to  follow  it ;  and  in  this  predicament  1  conceive  myself  to  be  placed. 
There  has  been  recommended  to  me,  and  from  authority  which  neither 
inclination  nor  iiruilcnce  leads  me  to  resist,  in  any  new  work  I  might 
undertake,  a  unity  of  subject,  and  that  arrangement  of  my  materials 
which  coiniects  the  whole  and  gives  additional  iiilercst  to  every  part;  in 
fact,  if  not  an  epic  poem,  strictly  so  denominated,  yet  such  composition 
as  would  possess  a  regular  succession  of  events,  and  a  catastrojihe  to 
which  every  incident  should  be  subservient,  and  which  every  character. 
in  a  greater  or  less  degree,  should  conspire  to  accomplish. 

lu  a  poem  of  this  nature  the  principal  and  inferior  characters  in  some 
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(Icgfrce  resemble  a  general  and  his  army,  where  no  one  pursues  his  peculiar 
objects  and  adventures,  or  pursues  them  in  unison  with  the  movements 
and  grand  purposes  of  the  wlwle  body  ;  where  there  is  a  community  of 
interests  and  a  subordination  of  actors :  and  it  was  upon  this  view  of  the 
subject,  and  of  the  necessity  for  such  distribution  of  persons  and  events, 
that  I  found  myself  obliged  to  relinquish  an  undertaking,  for  which  the 
characters  I  could  command,  and  the  adventures  I  could  describe,  were 
altogether  unfitted. 

But  if  these  characters  which  seemed  to  be  at  my  disposal  were  not  such 
as  would  coalesce  into  one  body,  nor  were  of  a  nature  to  be  commanded 
by  one  mind,  so  neither,  on  examination,  did  they  ajipear  as  an  uncon- 
nected multitude,  accidentally  collected,  to  be  suddenly  dispersed ;  but 
rather  beings  of  whom  might  be  formed  groups  and  smaller  societies,  the 
relations  of  whose  adventures  and  pursuits  might  bear  that  kind  of  simili- 
tude to  an  heroic  poem,  which  these  minor  associations  of  men  (as 
pilgrims  on  the  way  to  their  saint,  or  parties  in  search  of  amusement, 
travellers  excited  by  curiosity,  or  adventurers  in  pursuit  of  gain)  have  in 
points  of  connection  and  importance  with  a  regular  and  disciplined  army. 

Allowing  this  comparison,  it  is  manifest  that,  while  much  is  lost  for 
want  of  unity  of  subject  and  grandeur  of  design,  something  is  gained  by 
greater  variety  of  incident  and  more  minute  display  of  character,  by 
accuracy  of  description  and  diversity  of  scene ;  in  these  narratives  we  pass 
from  gay  to  grave,  trom  lively  to  severe,  not  only  without  impropriety, 
but  with  manifest  advantage.  In  one  continued  and  connected  poem,  the 
reader  is,  in  general,  highly  gratified  or  severely  disappointed  ;  by  many 
independent  narratives,  he  has  the  renovation  of  hope,  although  he  has 
been  dissatisfied,  and  a  prospect  of  reiterated  pleasure,  should  he  find 
himself  entertained. 

I  mean  not,  however,  to  compare  these  different  modes  of  writing  as  if 
I  were  balancing  their  advantages  and  defects  before  I  could  give  pre- 
ference to  either :  with  me  the  way  I  take  is  not  a  matter  of  choice,  but  of 
necessity  ;  I  present  not  my  Tales  to  the  reader  as  if  I  had  chosen  tlie  best 
method  of  insuring  his  approbation,  but  as  using  the  only  means  I 
possessed  of  engaging  his  attention. 

It  may  probably  be  remarked,  that  tales,  however  dissimilar,  niiglit 
have  been  connected  by  some  associating  circumstance  to  which  the 
whole  number  might  bear  equal  altlnity,  aiid  that  examidos  of  such  union 
are  to  be  found  in  Cliaucer,  in  Boccace,  and  other  collectors  and  inventors 
of  tales,  which,  considered  in  themselves,  are  altogether  independent ;  and 
to  this  idea  I  gave  so  much  consideration  as  convinced  me  that  I  could 
not  avail  myself  of  the  benefit  of  such  artificial  mode  of  ainnity.  To 
imitate  the  English  poet,  characters  must  be  found  adaiited  to  their 
several  relations,  and  this  is  a  point  of  great  dilflculty  and  hazard  ;  much 
allowance  seems  to  be  required  even  for  Chaucer  himself;  since  it  is 
difficult  to  ccmceive  that  on  any  occasion  the  devout  and  delicate  Prioress, 
the  courtly  and  valiant  Knight,  an<l  "  the  poure  good  Man  the  persone  of 
a  Townc,"  would  be  the  voluntary  companions  of  the  drunken  Miller,  the 
licentious  Sumpnour,  and  "the  Wanton  Wife  of  Bath,"  and  enter  into 
that  colloquial  and  travelling  intimacy  which,  if  a  common  pilgrimage  to 
the  shrine  of  St.  Thomas  may  be  said  to  excuse,  I  know  nothing  beside 
(and  certainly  nothing  in  these  times)  that  would  produce  such  effect. 
Boccace,  it  is  true,  avoids  all  difficulty  of  this  kind,  by  not  assigning  to 
the  ten  relators  of  his  hundred  tales  any  marked  or  peculiar  characters; 
nor,  though  there  are  male  and  female  in  company,  can  the  sex  of  the 
narrator  bo  distinguished  in  the  narration.  To  have  followed  the  method 
of  Chaucer  might  have  been  of  use,  but  could  scarcely  be  adopted,  from  its 
difficulty;  and  to  have  taken  that  of  the  Italian  writer  would  have  been 
perfectly  easy,  but  could  be  of  no  service  :  the  attempt  at  union,  therefore, 
has  been  relinquished,  and  these  relations  are  submitted  to  the  public, 
connected  by  no  other  circumstance  than  their  being  the  productions  of 
the  same  autlior,  and  devoted  to  the  same  purpose,— the  entcrtannuent  of 
his  readers. 
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It  has  been  already  acknowledged,,  that  these  compositions  have  no 
pretensions  to  he  estimated  with  the  more  lofty  and  heroic  kind  of  poems  ; 
but  I  feel  great  reluctance  in  admitting  that  they  have  Tiot  a  fair  and 
legitimate  claim  to  the  poetic  character.  In  vulgar  estimation,  indeed,  all 
that  is  not  prose  passes  for  poetry  ;  but  I  have  not  ambition  of  so  humble 
a  kind  as  to  be  satisfied  with  a  concession  which  requires  nothing  in  the 
poet  except  his  ability  for  counting  syllables  ;  and  I  trust  something  more 
of  the  poetic  character  will  be  allowed  to  the  succeeding  pages  than  what 
the  heroes  of  the  Dunciad  might  share  with  the  author;  nor  was  I  aware 
that,  by  describing,  as  faithfully  as  I  could,  men,  manners,  and  thhigs,  I 
was  forfeiting  a  just  title  to  a  name  which  has  been  freely  granted  to 
many,  whom  to  equal,  and  even  to  excel,  is  but  very  stinted  com- 
mendation. 

In  this  ca=e  it  appears  that  the  usual  comparison  between  poeti-y  and 
painting  entirely  fails :  the  artist  who  takes  an  accurate  likeness  of 
individuals,  or  a  faithful  representation  of  scenery,  may  not  rank  so  high 
in  the  public  estimation  as  one  who  paints  an  historical  event;,  or  an 
heroic  action  ;  but  he  is  nevertheless  a  painter,  and  his  accuracy  is  so  far 
from  diminishing  his  reputation,  that  it  procures  for  him  in  general  both 
fame  and  emolument:  nnr  is  it  perhaps  with  strict  justice  determined  that 
the  credit  and  reinitation  of  those  verses  which  strongly  aud  faithfully 
delineate  character  and  manners,  should  be  lessened  in  the  opinion  of  the 
public  by  the  very  accuracy  which  gives  value  and  distinction  to  the  pro- 
ductions of  the  pencil. 

Nevertheless,  it  must  be  granted  that  the  pretensions  of  any  composition 
to  be  regarded  as  poetry  will  depend  upon  that  definition  of  the  poetic 
character  which  he  who  undertakes  to  determine  the  question  has  con- 
sidered as  decisive ;  and  it  is  confessed  also,  that  one  of  great  authority 
may  be  adopted,  by  which  the  verses  now  before  the  reader,  and  many 
others  which  have  probably  amused  and  delighted  him,  must  be  excluded: 
a  definition  like  this  will  be  found  in  the  words  which  the  greatest  of  poets 
not  divinely  inspired  has  given  to  the  most  noble  and  valiant  Duke  of 
Athens — 

"  The  poet's  eye,  iu  a  fine  frenzy  rolling. 
Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to  heaven  ; 
And  as  imagination  botlies  forth 
The  forms  of  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 
Turns  them  to  sliapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation,  and  a  name."  * 

Hence  we  observe  the  Poet  is  one  who,  in  the  excursions  of  his  fancy 
between  heaven  and  earth,  lights  upon  a  kind  of  fairy- land,  in  which  he 
places  a  creation  of  his  own,  where  he  embodies  shapes,  and  gives  action 
and  adventure  to  his  ideal  offspring  :  taking  captive  the  imagination  of 
his  readers,  he  elevates  them  above  the  grossness  of  actual  being  into  the 
soothing  and  pleasant  atmosphere  of  super-mundane  existence  :  there  he 
obtains  for  his  visionary  inhabitants  the  interest  tliat  engages  a  reader's 
attention  without  rutding  his  feelings,  and  excites  that  moderate  kind  of 
sympathy  whicli  the  realities  of  nature  oftentimes  fail  to  produce,  either 
because  they  are  so  familiar  and  insignificant  that  they  excite  no  deter- 
minate emotion,  or  are  so  harsh  and  powerful  that  the  feelings  excited  are 
grating  and  distasteful. 

Be  it  tlien  granted  that  (as  Duke  Theseus  observes)  "  such  tricks  hath 
strong  imagination,"  and  that  such  poets  "are  of  imagination  all  com- 
pact ;"  let  it  be  furtlier  cmiceded,  that  theirs  is  a  higher  and  more  digni- 
fied kind  of  composition,  nay,  the  only  kind  that  has  pretensions  to 
inspiration ;  still,  that  these  poets  should  so  entirely  engross  the  title  as  to 
exclude  ttiose  who  address  their  productions  to  the  plain  sense  and  sober 
judgment  of  their  readers,  rathe.- than  to  their  fancy  and  imagination,  I 
must  repeat  that  1  am  unwilling  to  admit;  because  1  conceive  that,  by 
granting  such  right  of  exclusion,  avast  deal  of  "hat  has  licen  luthcrto 
received  as  genuine  poetry  would  no  longer  be  entitled  to  that  appellation. 

•  Mklaummer  Night's  Dream,  act  v.,  scene  1. 
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All  that  kind  of  satire  wherein  character  is  skilfully  delineated  must 
(this  criterion  being:  allowed)  no  long-er  be  esteemed  as  grenuine  poetry ; 
dna  for  the  same  reason  many  affecting  narratives  which  are  founded  on 
real  events,  and  borrow  no  aid  whatever  from  tlie  imafjiiiation  of  the 
writer,  must  likewise  be  rejected.  A  considerable  part  of  the  poems,  as 
they  have  titherto  been  denominated,  of  Chaucer,  are  of  this  naked  and 
unveiled  character :  and  there  are  in  his  Tales  many  pages  of  coarse, 
accurate,  and  minute,  but  very  striking  description.  JVlany  small  poems 
in  a  subsequent  age,  of  most  impressive  kind,  are  adapted  and  addressed 
to  the  common  sense  of  the  reader,  and  prevail  by  the  strong  language  of 
truth  and  nature  :  they  amused  our  ancestors,  and  they  ccmtinue  to 
engage  our  interest,  and  excite  our  feelings,  by  the  same  powerful  appeals 
to  the  heart  and  affections.  In  times  less  remote,  Dryden  has  given  us 
much  of  tliis  poetry,  in  which  the  force  of  expression  and  accuracy  of 
description  have  neither  needed  nor  obtained  assistance  from  the  fancy  of 
the  writer;  the  characters  in  his  "Absalom  and  Achitophel'  are  instances 
of  this,  and  more  especially  those  of  Doeg  and  Og  in  the  second  part- 
these,  with  all  their  grossness,  and  almost  offensive  accuracy,  are  founa 
to  possess  that  strength  and  spirit  which  has  preserved  from  utter 
annihilation  the  dead  bodies  of  Tate,  to  whom  they  were  inhumanly  bound, 
happUy  with  a  fate  the  reverse  of  that  caused  by  the  cruelty  of  Mezentius; 
for  there  the  living  perished  in  the  putrefaction  of  the  dead,  and  here  the 
dead  are  preserved  by  the  vitality  of  tiie  living.  And  to  bring  forward  one 
other  example,  it  will  be  found  that  Pope  himself  lias  no  small  portion  of 
this  actuality  of  relation,  this  nudity  of  description,  and  poetry  without  an 
atmosphere.  The  hues  beginning  "  In  the  worst  inn's  worst  room  "  are 
an  example,  and  many  others  may  be  seen  in  his  Satires,  Imitations,  and 
above  all  in  his  Dunciad  :  the  frequent  absence  of  those  "  sports  of 
fancy,"  and  "tricks  of  strong  imagination,"  have  been  so  much  ob- 
served, that  some  have  ventured  to  question  whether  even  this  writer 
were  a  poet;  and  though,  as  Dr.  Johnson  has  remarked,  it  would  be 
difficult  to  form  a  definition  of  one  in  which  Pope  should  not  be  admitted, 
yet  they  who  doubted  his  claim  had,  it  is  likely,  provided  for  his  exclusion 
by  forming  that  kind  of  character  for  their  Poet,  in  wliich  this  elegant 
versifier,  for  so  he  must  be  then  named,  should  not  be  comprehended. 

These  things  considered,  an  author  will  find  comfort  in  his  expulsion 
from  the  rank  and  society  of  poets,  by  reflecting  that  men  much  his 
superiors  were  likewise  shut  out,  and  more  especially  when  he  finds  also 
that  men  not  much  his  superiors  are  entitled  to  arlmission. 

But,  in  whatever  degree  I  may  venture  to  differ  from  any  others  in  my 
notions  of  the  qualifications  and  character  of  tlie  true  Poet,  I  most 
cordially  assent  to  their  opinion  who  assert,  that  his  principal  exertions 
must  be  made  to  engage  the  attention  of  his  readers  ;  and  further,  I  must 
allow  that  the  effect  of  poetry  should  be  to  lift  the  mind  from  the  painful 
realities  of  actual  existence,  from  its  everyday  concerns,  and  its  per- 
petually-occurring vexations,  and  to  give  it  repose  by  substituting  objects 
in  their  place  which  it  may  contemplate  with  some  degree  of  interest  and 
satisfaction  :  but  what  is  there  in  all  this,  which  may  not  be  effected  by  a 
fair  representation  of  existing  character?  nay,  by  a  faithful  delineation  of 
those  painful  realities,  those  everyday  concerns,  and  those  perjictually- 
occurring  vexations  themselves,  provided  they  be  not  (vihich  is  hardly  to 
be  supposed)  the  very  concerns  and  distresses  of  the  reader  ?  For  when  it 
is  admitted  that  they  have  no  particular  relation  to  him,  but  are  the 
troubles  and  anxieties  of  other  men,  they  excite  and  interest  his  feelings, 
as  the  imaginary  exploits,  adventures,  and  perils  of  romance ; — tliey  soothe 
his  mind,  and  keep  his  curiosity  pleasantly  awake ;  they  appear  to  have 
enough  of  reality  to  engage  his  .sympathy,  but  possess  not  interest  sufficient 
to  create  painful  sensations.  Fiction  itself,  we  know,  and  every  work  of 
fancy,  must  for  a  time  have  the  effect  of  realities  ;  nay,  the  very  en- 
chanters, spirits,  and.  monsters  of  Ariosto  and  Siienser  must  be  present  in 
tlie  mind  of  the  reader  while  he  is  engaged  by  their  operations,  or  they 
would  be  as  the  objects  and  incidents  of  a  nursery  tale  to  a  rational 


TALES— PREFACE.  253 

nnderfttandiiig:,  altog;ethPr  despised  and  neprlected :  in  truth,  I  can  but 
consider  this  pleasant  effect  upon  the  mind  of  a  reader  as  depending; 
neitlier  upon  ttie  events  related  (whether  they  be  actual  or  imaginary;, 
nor  upon  the  characters  introduced  (whether  taken  Irom  life  or  fancy),  but 
upon  the  manner  in  which  the  poem  itself  is  conducted.  Let  that  be 
judiciously  managed,  and  the  occurrences  actually  copied  from  life  will 
have  the  same  happy  effect  as  the  inventions  of  a  creative  fancy ;  while, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  imaginary  persons  and  incidents  to  which  the  poet 
has  given  "a  local  habitation  and  a  name,"  will  make  upon  the  concurring 
feelhigs  of  the  reader  the  same  impressions  with  those  taken  from  truth 
and  nature,  l)ecause  they  will  appear  to  be  derived  from  that  source,  and 
therefore  of  necessity  will  have  a  similar  effect. 

Having  thus  far  presumed  to  claim  for  the  ensuing  pages  the  rank  and 
title  of  poetry,  I  attempt  no  more,  nor  venture  to  class  or  compare  them 
with  any  other  kinds  of  poetical  composition:  theu*  place  will  doubtless 
be  found  for  them. 

A  priiicii)al  view  and  wish  of  the  poet  must  be  to  engage  the  mind  of  his 
readers,  as,  failing  in  that  point,  he  will  scarcely  succeed  in  any  other:  I 
therefore  willingly  confess  that  much  of  my  time  and  assiduity  has  been 
devoted  to  this  purpose ;  but,  to  the  ambition  of  pleasing,  no  other 
sacrifices  have,  I  trust,  been  made,  than  of  my  own  labour  and  care. 
Nothing  will  be  found  that  militates  against  the  rules  of  propriety  and 
good  manners,  nothing  that  offends  against  the  more  miportant  precepts 
of  morality  and  religion  ;  and  with  this  negative  kind  of  merit,  I  commit 
my  book  to  the  iudgment  and  taste  of  the  reader— not  being  wiUing  to 
provoke  his  vigilance  by  professions  of  accuracy,  nor  to  solicit  his  in- 
dulgence by  apologies  for  mistakes. 
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TALE  I. 

THE  DUMB  ORATORS  ;   OR,   THE  BENEFIT   OF  SOCIETY. 

With  frir  round  belly,  "with  good  cnpon  lined. 

With  eyes  severe — 

Full  of  wise  saws  and  modem  instances. — As  You  Like  It. 

Deep  shame  hath  struck  me  dumb. — Kinff  John. 

He  gives  the  bastinado  with  his  tongue  ; 
Our  ears  are  cudgell'd. — King  John. 

Let's  kill  all  the  lawyers  ; 
Now  show  youi-selves  men  :  'tis  for  liberty  : 
We  will  not  leave  one  lord  or  gentleiQau. — ^nd  Part  TTenry  VI. 

And  thus  the  whirligig  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges. 

Twelfth  Night. 

That  all  men  would  be  cowards  if  tbey  dare, 
Some  men  we  know  have  coui'age  to  declare  ; 
And  this  the  life  of  many  a  hero  shows, 
That,  like  the  tide,  man's  courage  oblis  and  flows  : 
With  friends  and  gay  companions  round  them,  then 
Men  boldly  speak  and  have  the  hearts  of  men  ; 
Who,  with  opponents  sealed  miss  the  aid 
Of  kind  applauding  looks,  and  grow  afraid  ; 
Like  timid  travelers  in  the  night,  they  fear 
Th'  assault  of  foes,  when  not  a  friend  is  near. 
In  contest  mighty,  and  of  conquest  proud. 
Was  Justice  Bolt,  impetuous,  warm,  and  loud  ; 
His  fame,  his  prowess  all  the  country'  knew. 
And  disputants,  witli  one  so  fierce,  were  few  : 
He  was  a  younger  son,  for  law  design'd. 
With  dauntless  look  and  persevering  mind  ; 
While  yet  a  clerk,  for  disputation  famed. 
No  etlorts  tired  him,  .and  no  conflicts  tamed. 
Scarcely  he  bade  his  master's  desk  adieu. 
When  both  his  brothers  from  tlie  world  withdrew. 
An  ample  fortune  he  from  them  possess'd, 
And  was  with  saving  care  and  prudence  bless'd. 
Now  would  ho  go  and  to  the  country  give 
Example  how  an  English  squire  should  live  ; 
How  bounteous,  yet  how  frugal  man  may  be, 
By  a  well-order'd  hospitality  ; 
Ho  would  the  rights  of  all  so  well  maintain, 
That  none  should  idle  be,  and  none  complain. 
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All  this  and  more  he  purposed — and  what  man 
Could  do,  ho  did  to  realize  his  plan  ; 
But  time  convinced  him  that  we  cannot  keep 
A  breed  of  reasoners  like  a  flock  of  sheep  ; 
For  they,  so  far  from  following  as  we  lead. 
Make  that  a  cause  why  they  will  not  proceed. 
Man  will  not  follow  where  a  rule  is  shown. 
But  loves  to  take  a  method  of  his  own  : 
E.xplain  the  way  with  all  your  care  and  skill, 
This  will  he  quit,  if  but  to  prove  he  will.— 
Yet  had  our  Justice  honour — and  the  crowd, 
Awed  by  his  presence,  their  respect  avow'd. 

In  later  years  he  found  his  heart  incline. 
More  than  in  j-outh,  to  gen'rous  food  and  wine  ; 
But  no  indulgence  check'd  the  powerful  love 
He  felt  to  teach,  to  argue,  and  reprove. 

Meetings,  or  pubhc  calls,  he  never  miss'd— 
To  dictate  often,  always  to  assist. 
Oft  he  the  clergy  join'd,  and  not  a  cause 
Pertain'd  to  them  but  he  could  quote  the  laws  ; 
He  upon  tithes  and  residence  disjjlay'd 
A  fund  ot  knowledge  for  the  hearer's  aid  ; 
And  could  on  glebe  and  farming,  wool  and  gi'ain, 
A  long  discourse,  without  a  i)ause,  maintain. 
To  his  experience  and  his  native  sense 
He  join'd  a  bold  imperious  eloquence  ; 
The  grave,  stern  look  of  men  inform'd  and  wise, 
A  full  command  of  feature,  heart,  and  eyes. 
An  awe-compelling  frown,  and  fear-inspiring  size. 
When  at  the  table,  not  a  guest  was  seen 
With  appetite  so  lingering,  or  so  keen  ; 
But  when  the  outer  man  no  more  required, 
The  inner  waked,  and  he  was  man  inspired. 
His  suV)jects  then  were  those,  a  subject  true 
Presents  in  fairest  form  to  public  view  ; 
Of  church  and  state,  of  law,  with  mighty  strength 
Of  words  he  spoke,  in  speech  of  mighty  length  : 
And  now,  into  the  vale  of  years  declined. 
Ho  hides  too  little  of  the  monarch-mind  : 
He  kindles  anger  by  untimely  jokes, 
And  opposition  by  contempt  provokes  ; 
Mirth  he  suppresses  by  his  awful  frown, 
And  humble  spiiits,  by  disdain,  keeps  down  ; 
Blamed  by  the  mild,  approved  by  the  severe. 
The  prudent  fly  him,  and  the  valiant  fear. 

For  overbearing  is  his  proud  discourse, 
And  overwhelming  of  his  voice  the  force  ; 
And  overpowering  is  he  when  he  shows 
What  floats  upon  a  mind  that  always  overflows. 

This  ready  man  at  every  meeting  rose, 
Someihing  to  hint,  determine,  or  propose  ; 
And  grew  so  fond  of  teaching,  that  lio  taught 
Those  who  instruction  needed  not  or  sought  : 
Happy  our  hero,  when  ho  could  excite 
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Some  thoughtless  talker  to  the  wordy  fight : 

Let  him  a  subject  at  his  pleasure  choose. 

Physic  or  law,  religion  or  the  muse  ; 

On"  all  such  themes  he  was  prepared  to  shine, — 

Physician,  poet,  lawyer,  and  divine. 

Hemm'd  in  by  some  tough  argument,  borne  down 

By  press  of  language  and  the  awful  frown, 

In  vain  for  mercy  shall  the  culprit  plead  ; 

His  crime  is  past,  and  sentence  must  proceed  : 

Ah  !  sufi'ering  man,  have  patience,  bear  thy  woes— 

For  lo  !  the  clock— at  ten  the  Justice  goes. 

This  powerful  man,  on  business,  or  to  please 
A  curious  taste,  or  weary  grown  of  ease, 
On  a  long  jovu-ney  tra^U'd  many  a  mile 
Westwaixl,  and  halted'midway  in  our  isle; 
Content  to  view  a  city  large  and  fair. 
Though  none  had  notice— what  a  man  was  there  ! 

Silent  two  days,  he  then  began  to  long 
Again  to  try  a  voice  so  loud  and  strong  ; 
To  give  his  favourite  topics  some  new  grace. 
And  gain  some  glory  in  such  distant  place  ; 
To  reap  some  present  pleasure,  and  to  sow 
Seeds  of  fair  fame,  in  after-time  to  grow  : 
Here  will  men  say,  "  We  heard,  at  such  an  hour, 
The  best  of  speakers — wonderful  his  power." 

Inquiry  made,  he  found  that  day  would  meet 
A  learned  club,  and  in  the  very  street  : 
Knowledge  to  gain  and  give,  was  the  design  ; 
To  speak,  to  hearken,  to  debate,  and  dine : 
This  pleased  our  traveller,  for  he  felt  his  force 
In  either  way,  to  eat  or  to  discourse. 

Nothing  more  easy  than  to  gain  access 
To  men  like  these,  with  his  polite  address  : 
So  he  succeeded,  and  first  look'd  around, 
To  view  his  objects  and  to  take  his  ground  ; 
And  therefore  silent  chose  awhile  to  sit, 
Then  enter  boldly  by  some  lucky  hit  ; 
Some  observation  keen  or  stroke  severe. 
To  caiise  some  wonder  or  excite  some  fear.^ 

Now,  dinner  past,  no  longer  he  suppress'd 
His  strong  dislike  to  be  a  silent  guest ; 
Subjects  and  words  were  now  at  his  command- 
When  disajjpointment  frown'd  on  all  he  plann'd  ; 
For,  hark  ! — he  heard  amazed,  on  every  side, 
His  church  insulted  and  her  priests  belied  ; 
The  laws  reviled,  the  ruling  power  abused, 
The  land  derided,  and  its  foes  excused  : — 
Ho  heard  and  ponder'd.— What,  to  men  so  vile, 
Should  bo  his  language  ?— For  liis  threafning  style 
They  were  too  many  ;— if  his  speech  were  meek. 
They  would  despise  such  poor  attemjits  to  speak  : 
At  other  timer,  with  every  word  at  will. 
He  now  sat  lost,  perplcx'd,  astonish'd,  still. 

Hero  were  Socinians,  Deists,  and  indeed 
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All  who,  as  foes  to  England's  Church  agreed  ; 
But  still  with  creeds  unlike,  and  some  without  a  creed  : 
Here,  too,  fierce  friends  of  liberty  he  saw, 
Who  own'd  no  prince,  and  who  obey  no  law  • 
There  were  reformers  of  each  difierent  sort, ' 
Foes  to  the  laws,  the  priesthood,  and  the  court  ; 
Some  on  their  favourite  plans  alone  intent, 
Home  purely  angry  and  malevolent : 
The  rash  were  proud  to  blame  their  country's  laws  ; 
The  vain,  to  seem  supporters  of  a  cause  ; 
One  call'd  for  change,  that  he  would  dread  to  see  • 
Another  sigh'd  for  Gallic  liberty  !  ' 

And  numbers  joining  with  the  forward  crew. 
For  no  one  reason— but  that  numbers  do. 
^  "  How,"  said  the  Justice,    "  can  this  trouble  ri::e, 
This  shame  and  pain,  from  creatures  I  despise  ? " 
And  conscience  answer'd— "  The  prevailing  cause 
Is  thy  delight  in  listening  to  applause  ; 
Here,  thou  art  seated  with  a  tribe,  who  spurn 
Thy  favourite  themes,  and  into  laughter  turn 
Thy  tears  and  wishes  :  silent  and  obscure. 
Thyself,  shalt  thou  the  long  harangue  endure  • 
And  learn,  by  feeling,  what  it  is  to  force 
On  thy  unwilling  friends  the  long  discourse  : 
What  though  thy  thoughts  be  just,  and  these,  it  soema, 
Are  traitors'  projects,  idiots'  empty  schemes  ; 
Yet  minds,  like  bodies,  cramm'd,  reject  their  fjod, 
Nor  will  be  forced  and  tortured  for  their  good  I  " 

At  length,  a  sharp,  shrewd,  sallow  man  arose. 
And  begg'd  he  briefly  might  his  mind  disclose ; 
"^It  was  his  duty,  in  these  worst  of  times, 
T'  inform  the  govern'd  of  their  rulers'  crimes  :  " 
This  jjleasant  subject  to  attend,  they  each 
Pi-ejiared  to  listen,  an<l  forbore  to  teach. 

Then  voluble  and  fierce  the  wordy  man 

Through  a  long  chain  of  favourite  horrors  ran  : 

First  of  the  Church,  from  whose  enslaving  power 
He  was  deliver' d,  and  ho  bless'd  the  hour"; 
"  Bishops  and  deans,  and  prebendaries  all," 
He  said,   "  were  cattle  fatt'ning  in  the  stall  ; 
Slothful  and  pursy,  insolent  and  mean, 
Were  every  bishop,  prebendary,  dean. 
And  wealthy  rector  :  curates,  poorly  paid. 
Were  only  dull  ;  ho  would  not  them  upbraid." 

From  priests  he  turn'd  to  canons,  creed.s,  and  prnycrs, 
Kubncs  and  rules,  and  all  our  Church  aifairs  ; 
Churches  themselves,  desk,  piilpit,  altar,  all 
The  Justice  reverenced — ai:d  pronounced  their  fall. 

Then  from  religion  Ifnw.noiid  turn'd  his  view 
To  give  our  rulers  the  correction  due  ; 
Not  one  wise  action  had  these  trifloi-s  plann'il  ; 
There  was,  it  seem'd,  no  wisdom  in  the  l.-ind, 
Save  in  this  patriot  tribe,  wlio  meet  at  times 
To  show  the  statesman's  errors  and  his  crimes. 

B 
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Now  here  vpas  Justice  Bolt  compell'd  to  sit, 
To  hear  the  deist's  scorn,  the  rebel's  wit  ; 
The  iuct  misstated,  the  envenom'd  ho. 
And,  staring  spellbound,  made  not  one  reply. 

Then  were  our  laws  abused— and  with  the  laws, 
All  who  prepare,  defend,  or  judge  a  cause  :    ^_ 
"  We  have  no  lawyer  whom  a  man  can  ti-ust, 
Proceeded  Hammond—"  if  the  laws  were  just ; 
But  they  are  evil ;  'tis  the  savage  state 
Is  only  good  ;  and  ours  sophisticate  ! 
See  •  the  free  creatures  in  their  woods  and  plains, 
Where  without  laws  each  happy  monarch  reigns. 
King  of  himself— while  we  a  number  dread. 
By  slaves  commanded  and  by  dances  led  : 
Oh,  let  the  name  with  either  state  agree—  ^^ 

Savage  our  own  we'll  name,  and  civil  theirs  shall  be. 

'  Th'e  silent  Justice  still  astonish'd  sat, 
And  wonder'd  much  whom  he  was  gazing  at  ; 
Twice  he  essav'd  to  speak— but  in  a  cough 
The  taint,  indignant,  dying  speech  went  ott  : 
"  But  who  is  this?  "  thought  he— "a  demon  vile, 
With  wicked  meaning  and  a  vulgar  style  : 
Hammond  they  call  him  :  they  can  give  the  name 
Of  man  to  devils.     Why  am  I  so  tame  ? 
Why  crush  I  not  the  viper  ? "     Fear  replied,      _ 
"  Watch  him  awhile,  and  let  his  strength  be  tried  : 
He  will  be  foil'd,  if  man  ;  but  if  his  aid 
Be  from  beneath,  'tis  well  to  be  afraid.         ^_  ,   ,  ,  , .    ^^ 
"We  are  call'd  free  !"  said  Hammond- "doleful  times, 
When  rulers  add  their  insult  to  their  crimes  ; 
For  should  our  scorn  expose  each  powcrlul  vice, 
It  would  be  libel,  and  we  pay  the  price.-' 

Thus  with  licentious  words  the  man  went  on, 
Proving  that  liberty  of  speech  was  gone  ; 
That  all  were  slaves— nor  had  wc  better  chance 
For  better  times,  than  as  allies  to  Franco. 

Loud  groan'd  the  stranger— why,  he  must  relate, 
And  owiVd,   "  In  sorrow  for  his  country's  fate  ; 
"Nay   she  were  safe,"  the  ready  man  replied, 
"  Might  patriots  rule  her,  and  could  reasoncrs  guide  ; 
When  all  to  vote,  to  speak,  to  teach,  are  tree, 
Whatc'er  their  creeds  or  their  oj)nnons  be  ; 
When  books  of  statutes  arc  consumed  m  flames, 
And  courts  and  copvholds  are  empty  names  ; 
Then  will  be  times  of  joy— but  ere  tboy  come,__ 
Havoc,  and  war,  and  tilood  must  be  our  doom. 

The  man  here  paused— tlicn  loudly  for  rctorm 
He  call'd,  and  hail'd  the  prospect  of  the  storm  : 
The  wholesome  blast,  the  tertilizing  flood— 
Peace  gain'd  by  tumult,  plenty  bought  with  blood  : 
Sharp  means,  he  own'd  ;  but  when  the  land's  disease 
A.sks  cure  complete,  no  med'cmes  are  hke  those. 

Our  Justice  now,  more  led  by  fear  than  rage, 
Saw  it  in  ^■ain  with  madness  to  engage  ; 
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With  imps  of  darkness  no  man  seeks  to  fight, 

Knaves  to  instiaict,  or  set  deceivers  right : 

Then  as  the  daring  speech  denounced  these  woes, 

Sick  at  the  soul,  the  grieving  guest  arose  ; 

Quick  on  the  board  his  ready  cash  he  threw, 

And  from  the  demons  to  his  closet  flew  : 

There  when  secured,  he  pray'd  with  earnest  zeal, 

That  all  thef'  wish'd  these  patriot  souls  might  teel  ; 

"  Let  thum  to  France,  their  darling  country,  haste. 

And  all  the  comforts  of  a  Frenchman  taste  ; 

Let  them  his  safet}',  freedom,  pleasure  know, 

Feel  all  their  rulers  on  the  land  bestow  ; 

And  be  at  length  dismiss'd  by  one  unerring  blow,— 

Not  hack'd  and  hew'd  by  one  afraid  to  strike, 

But  shorn  by  that  which  shears  all  men  alike ; 

Nor,  as  in  Britain,  let  them  curse  delay 

Of  law,  but  borne  without  a  form  away — 

Suspected,  tried,  condemn'd,  and  cai'ted  in  a  day  ; 

Oh  !  let  them  taste  what  they  so  much  approve, 

These  strong  fierce  freedoms  of  the  land  they  love."  * 

Home  came  our  hero,  to  forget  no  more 
The  fear  he  felt  and  ever  must  deplore  : 
For  though  he  quickly  join'd  his  friends  again. 
And  could  with  decent  force  his  themes  maintain. 
Still  it  occurr'd  that  in  a  luckless  time. 
Ho  fail'd  to  fight  with  heresy  and  crime  ; 
It  was  observed  his  woi-ds  wore  not  so  strong, 
His  tones  so  powerfiil,  his  harangues  so  long. 
As  in  old  times — for  he  would  often  drop 
The  lofty  look,  and  of  a  suildun  stop  ; 
When  conscience  whispcr'd,  that  he  once  was  still, 
And  let  the  wicked  triumph  at  their  will ; 
And  therefore  now,  when  not  a  foe  was  near. 
He  had  no  right  so  valiant  to  appear. 

Some  years  had  pass'd,  and  he  perceived  his  fears 
Yield  to  the  spirit  of  his  earlier  years — 
When  at  a  meeting,  with  his  friends  beside. 
He  saw  an  object  that  awakeil  his  pride  ; 
His  shame,  wrath,  vengeance,  indignation — all 
Man's  harsher  feelings  did  that  siglit  recall. 

For,  lo  !  beneath  him  fix'd,  our  man  of  law 
That  lawless  man,  the  foe  of  order,  saw  ; 
Once  fcar'd,  now  scora'd  ;  once  dreadcil,  now  abhorr'd  : 
A  wordy  man,  and  evil  every  word  : 
Again  he  gazed — "  It  is,"  said  ho,  "  the  same. 
Caught  and  secure  :  his  master  owes  him  shamo  ;" 
So  thought  our  hero,  who  ouch  instant  found 
His  courage  rising,  from  the  numl)ors  round. 

As  when  a  felon  has  escai)ed  and  fled. 
So  long,  that  law  conceives  the  culprit  dead  ; 

•  The  rentier  will  perceive  in  these  and  the  preceding  vewes,  allUAinnn  to  the  state  of 
Fmnce,  h8  tluit  country  was  circumstanced  some  yeiirs  since,  mtlier  tii;in  iw  It  iipjicHrs  to 
he  lit  the  present  (late  ;  aeveral  years  eiiipsinK  between  the  iiliirni  oC  tlie  loyiil  ini^cititrato 
on  tile  occasion  now  related,  and  a  subaeiueut  event  that  fuither  iUuatrutes  the  remark 
witli  which  the  narrative  commcucn. 
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And  back  recalls  her  myrmiilons,  intent 

On  some  new  game,  and  with  a  stronger  scent ; 

Till  she  beholds  him  in  a  place,  where  none 

Could  have  conceixcd  the  culprit  would  have  gone  ; 

There  he  sits  upright  in  his  seat,  secure. 

As  one  whose  conscience  is  correct  and  pure  ; 

This  rouses  anger  for  the  old  oHence, 

And  scorn  for  all  such  seeming  and  pretqpco  : 

So  on  this  Hammond  look'd  our  hero  bold, 

Kememb'ring  well  that  vile  oflence  of  old  ; 

And  now  he  saw  the  rebel  dared  t'  intrude 

Among  the  pure,  the  loyal,  and  the  good  ; 

The  crime  provoked  his  wrath,  the  folly  stirr'd  his  blood. 

Nor  wonder  was  it,  if  so  strange  a  sight 

Caused  joy  with  vengeance,  terror  with  delight ; 

Terror  like  this  a  tiger  might  create, 

.A  joy  like  that  to  see  his  captive  state. 

At  once  to  know  his  force  and  then  decree  his  fate. 

Hammond,  much  praised  by  numerous  friends,  was  como 
To  read  his  lectures,  so  admired  at  home  ; 
Historic  lectures,  wdiere  he  loved  to  mix 
His  free  plain  hints  on  modern  politics  : 
Here,  he  had  heard,  that  numbers  had  design. 
Their  business  finish'd,  to  sit  down  and  dine  ; 
This  gave  him  pleasure,  for  he  judged  it  right 
To  show  by  day  that  he  could  speak  at  night. 
Eash  the  design — for  he  perceived,  too  late, 
Not  one  approving  friend  beside  him  sate  ; 
The  greater  number,  whom  he  traced  around, 
Were  men  in  black,  and  he  conceived  they  Irown'd. 
"I  will  not  speak,"  he  thought;  "  no  pearls  of  mine 
Shall  be  presented  to  this  herd  of  swine." 
Not  this  avail'd  him,  when  he  cast  his  eye 
On  Justice  Bolt ;  he  could  not  fight,  nor  fly  : 
He  saw  a  man  to  whom  he  gave  the  pain 
Which  now  he  felt  must  be  return'd  again  ; 
His  conscience  told  him  with  what  keen  delight 
He,  at  that  time,  enjoy 'd  a  stranger's  tright ; 
That  stranger  now  befriended — he  alone. 
For  all  his  insult,  friendless,  to  atone  ; 
Now  he  could  lecl  it  cruel  that  a  heart 
Sliould  be  distress'd,  and  none  to  take  its  part : 
"  Though  one  by  one,"  said  Pride,  "  I  would  ilcfy 
Much  greater  men  ;  yet  meeting  every  eye, 
I  do  confess  a  fear — but  he  will  pass  me  by." 

Vain  hope  !  the  Justice  saw  the  foe's  distress 
With  exultation  he  covUd  not  sujipress  ; 
He  felt  the  fish  was  hook'd — and  so  i'orbore, 
In  jtlayful  spite,  to  druw  it  to  the  shore. 
Hammond  look'd  round  again  ;  but  none  were  near. 
With  friendly  smile  to  still  hisgrowing  lear  ; 
But  all  above  him  seem'd  a  solenm  row 
Of  priests  and  deacons,  so  they  seem'd  below  ; 
Ho  wonder'd  who  his  right-hand  man  might  be — 
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Vicar  of  Holt-cum-Uppingham  was  he  ; 

And  who  the  man  of  that  dark  frown  possess'd — 

Rector  ot  Bradley  and  ot  Barton-west ; 

"  A  pluralist,"  ho  f^-rowl'd— but  clieck'd  the  wor.l, 

That  warfare  might  not,  b}-  his  zeal,  be  stirr'd. 

But  now  began  the  man  above  to  show 
Fierce  looks  and  threat'uings  to  the  man  below  ; 
Who  had  some  thoughts  his  peace  bj^  flight  to  seek  — 
But  how  then  lecture,  if  he  dared  not  speak  ! — 

Now  as  the  Justice  for  the  war  prepared, 
He  seem'd  just  then  to  question  if  he  dared  : 
"  He  may  resist,  although  his  power  be  small, 
And  gi-owing  desperate  may  defy  us  all  ; 
One  dog  attack,  and  he  prepares  for  flight — 
Resist  another,  and  he  strives  to  bite  ; 
Nor  can  I  say,  if  this  rebellious  cur 
Will  fly  for  safety,  or  will  scorn  to  stir." 
Alarm'd  by  this,  he  lash'd  his  soul  to  rage, 
Burn'd  with  strong  shame,  and  hurried  to  engage. 

As  a  male  turkey  straggling  on  the  green, 
When  by  fierce  harriers,  terriers,  mongrels  seen, 
He  feels  the  insult  of  the  noisj'  train 
And  skidks  aside,  though  moved  by  much  disdain  ; 
But  wlien  that  turkey,  at  his  own  barn-door, 
Sees  one  poor  straying  pup])y  and  no  more 
(A  foolish  punpy  who  had  left  the  pack. 
Thoughtless  what  foe  w;is  threat'ning  at  his  back). 
He  moves  about,  as  ship  prepared  to  sail. 
He  hoists  his  proud  rotundity  of  tail. 
The  half-scul'd  eyes  and  changeful  neck  he  shows. 
Where,  in  its  quick'ning  colours,  vengeance  glows  ; 
From  rod  to  blue  the  pendent  wattles  turn. 
Blue  mix'd  with  red,  as  matches  when  they  burn  : 
And  thus  th'  intruding  snarler  to  oppose. 
Urged  by  enkindling  wrath,  ho  gobbling  goes. 

So  look'd  our  hero  in  his  wrath,  his  cheeks 
Flush'd  with  fre.sh  fires  and  glow'd  in  tingling  streaks, 
His  breath  by  passion's  lorce  awhile  restrain'd, 
Like  a  stopp'd  current  greater  force  regaiu'd  ; 
So  spoke,  so  look'd  he,  every  ej'e  and  ear 
Were  fix'd  to  view  him,  or  were  turn'd  to  liear. 
"  My  friends,  you  know  me,  you  can  witness  all, 
How,  urged  i)y  passion,  I  restrain  my  gall ; 
And  every  motive  to  revenge  withstand — 
Save  when  I  hoar  abused  my  native  land. 

"  Is  it  not  known,  agreed,  confirm'd,  confcss'd. 
That,  of  all  people,  we  are  govern'd  best  ? 
Wo  have  the  force  of  monarchies  ;  are  tree. 
As  the  most  proud  i-epublicans  can  bo  ; 
And  have  those  prudent  counsels  that  arise 
In  grave  and  cautious  aristocracies  ; 
And  live  there  those,  in  such  all-glorious  stale, 
Traitors  protected  in  the  land  they  hate  ? 
Rebels,  still  waning  with  the  laws  that  give 
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To  them  subsistence  ?  Yes,  such  wretches  live. 

"  Oure  is  a  Church  reform'd,  and  now  no  more 
Is  aught  for  man  to  mend  or  to  restore  ; 
'Tis  pure  in  doctrines,  'tis  correct  in  creeds, 
Has  nought  redundant,  and  it  nothing  needs  ; 
No  evil  is  therein — no  wrinkle,  spot. 
Stain,  blame,  or  blemish  :  I  affirm  there's  not. 

"  All  this  you  know — now  mark  what  once  befell, 
With  grief  I  bore  it,  and  with  shame  I  tell : 
I  was  entrapp'd — yes,  so  it  came  to  pass, 
'Mid  heathen  rebels,  a  tumultuous  class  ; 
Each  to  his  country  bore  a  hellish  mind. 
Each  like  his  neighbour  was  of  cursfed  kind  ; 
The  land  that  nursed  them  thej'  blasphemed,  the  lav»"s, 
Their  sovereign's  glory,  and  their  country's  cause  : 
And  who  their  mouth,  their  master-fiend,  and  who 

Rebellion's  oracle? You,  caitiff,  you  !" 

He  spoke,  and  standing  stretch'd  his  mighty  arm, 
And  fix'd  the  man  of  words,  as  by  a  charm. 

"  How  raved  that  railer  !  Sure  some  hellish  power 
Eestrain'd  my  tongue  in  that  delirious  hour. 
Or  I  had  hurl'd  the  shame  and  vengeance  duo 
On  him,  the  guide  of  that  infuriate  crew  ; 
But  to  mine  eyes,  such  dreadful  looks  appear' d, 
Such  mingled  yell  of  lying  words  I  heard, 
That  I  conceived  around  were  demons  all. 
And  till  I  fled  the  house,  I  fear'd  its  fall. 

"Oh  !  could  our  country  from  our  coasts  expel 
Such  foes  !  to  nourish  those  who  wish  her  well : 
This  her  mild  laws  foi-bid,  but  we  may  still 
From  us  eject  them  by  ovir  sovereign  will ; 
This  let  us  do.  "—Ho  said,  and  then  began 
A  gentler  feehng  for  the  silent  man  ; 
E'en  in  our  hero's  mighty  soul  arose 
A  touch  of  pity  for  experienced  woes  ; 
But  this  was  transient,  and  with  angry  eye 
He  sternly  look'd  and  paused  for  a  reply. 

'Twas  then  the  man  of  many  words  would  speuk — 
But,  in  his  trial,  had  them  all  to  seek  ; 
To  find  a  friend  he  look'd  the  circle  round. 
But  joy  or  scorn  in  every  feature  found  ; 
He  sip'p'd  his  wine,  but  in  those  times  of  dread 
Wine  only  adds  confusion  to  the  head  ; 
In  doubt  lie  rcason'd  with  himself^"  And  how 
Harangue  at  night,  if  I  be  silent  now  ?" 
From  pride  and  praise  received,  he  sought  to  drav.' 
Courage  to  speak,  but  still  rcmain'd  the  awe  ; 
One  moment  rose  he  with  a  forced  disdain. 
And  then,  abash'd,  sunk  sadly  down,  again  ; 
While  in  our  hero's  glance  he  secm'd  to  read, 
"  Slave  and  insurgent !  what  hast  thou  to  plead  ?" 

By  despei'ation  urged,  ho  now  began  : 
"  I  seek  no  favour— I  the  rights  of  man 
Claim  ;  and  I— nay  !  but  give  me  leave— and  I 
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Insist — a  man — that  is — and  in  reply, 

1  speak — "     Alas  !  each  new  attempt  was  vain  : 

Confusetl  he  stood,  he  sate,  he  rose  again  ; 

At  length  he  growl'd  defiance,  sought  the  door, 

Cursed  the  whole  synod,  and  was  seen  no  more. 

"  Laud  we,"  said  Justice  Bolt,  "the  powers  above  : 
Thus  could  our  speech  the  sturdiest  foe  remove." 
Exulting  now,  he  gain'd  new  strength  of  tame, 
And  lost  all  feelings  of  defeat  and  shame. 

"  He  dared  not  strive,  you  witness'd — dared  not  lift 
His  voice,  nor  drive  at  his  aecursfed  drift  : 
So  all  shall  tremble,  wretches  who  oppose 
Our  Church  or  State — thus  be  it  to  our  foes." 

He  spoke,  and,  seated  with  his  former  air, 
Look'd  his  full  self,  and  fill'd  his  ample  chair  ; 
Took  one  full  bumper  to  each  favourite  cause, 
An<l  dwelt  all  night  on  politics  and  laws, 
With  high  applauding  voice,  that  gaiu'd  him  high  applause 
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I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say  ;  ere  I  could  tell  him 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  cert:tin  hours. 
Such  thoughts  and  such  :—  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  chanuing  words — comes  in  my  father. 

Giief  hath  changed  me  since  you  saw  me  last, 
And  careful  hours  with  Time's  delormt^-d  hand 
Have  written  strange  defeatures  o'er  iny  face. 

Comedy  of  Error). 

Oh  I  if  thou  be  the  same  vEgeon,  speak. 

And  speak  unto  the  same  j-Emilia.— Comedy  of  Errors. 

I  ran  it  through,  e'en  from  my  hoyish  days 
To  tl»e  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it. 
Wherein  I  spake  of  most  disjiatrous  chances, 
or  moving  accidents  by  flood  and  field, 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe 
And  sold  to  slavery.  Othello, 

An  old  man,  broken  with  the  storms  of  fate. 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  you  ; 
Gi\e  him  a  little  earth  for  charity.— //en  rj/  VIU. 

Minutely  trace  man's  life  ;  year  after  year, 
Through  all  his  days  let  all  his  deeds  appear. 
And  then,  though  some  may  in  that  life  be  strange. 
Yet  there  appears  no  vast  nor  sudden  change  : 
The  links  that  bind  those  various  deeds  are  seen. 
And  no  mysterious  void  is  left  between. 

But  let  these  binding  links  bo  all  destroy'd, 
All  that  through  years  ho  suffcr'd  or  enjoy'd. 
Let  that  vast  gap  be  made,  and  then  bcholil — 
This  was  the  youth,  ami  he  is  thus  when  old  ; 
Then  we  at  once  the  work  of  time  survey. 
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Ami  in  an  instant  see  a  life's  decay  ; 
Pain  mix'd  with  pity  in  our  bosoms  rise, 
And  sorrow  takes  new  sadness  from  surprise. 

Beneath  yon  tree,  observe  an  ancient  pair — 
A  sleeping  man  ;  a  woman  in  her  chair, 
Watching  his  looks  with  kind  and  pensive  air  ; 
No  wife,  nor  sister  she,  nor  is  the  name 
Nor  kindred  of  this  friendly  pair  the  same  ; 
Yet  so  allied  are  they,  that  few  can  feel 
Her  constant,  warm,  unwearied,  anxious  zeal  ; 
Their  years  and  woes,  although  they  long  have  loved. 
Keep  their  good  name  and  conduct  unreproved  : 
Thus  life's  small  comforts  they  together  share, 
And  while  life  lingers  for  the  g>ave  prepare. 

No  other  subjects  on  their  spirits  press. 
Nor  gain  such  int'rest  as  the  past  distress  : 
Grievous  events,  that  from  the  mem'ry  drive 
Life's  common  cares,  and  those  alone  survive, 
Mix  with  each  thought,  in  every  action  share, 
Darken  each  dream,  and  blend  with  every  prayer. 

To  David  Booth,  his  fourth  and  last-born  boy, 
Allen  his  name,  was  more  than  common  joy  ; 
And  a-s  the  child  grew  up,  there  seem'd  in  him 
A  more  than  common  life  in  every  limb  ; 
A  strong  and  handsome  stripling  he  became. 
And  the  gay  spirit  answcr'd  to  the  frame  ; 
A  lighter,  happier  lad  was  never  seen, 
For  ever  easy,  cheerful,  or  serene  ; 
His  eariy  love  he  fix'd  upon  a  fair 
And  gentle  maid  ;  they  were  a  handsome  pair. 

They  at  an  infant-school  together  play'd, 
Where  the  foundation  of  their  love  was  laid  : 
The  boyish  champion  would  his  choice  attend 
In  every  sport,  in  every  fray  defend. 
As  prospects  open'd,  and  as  life  advanced. 
They  walk'd  together,  they  togetlier  danced  ; 
On  all  occasions,  from  their  early  years. 
They  mix'd  their  joys  and  sorrows,  hopes  and  fea/s  : 
Each  heart  was  anxious,  till  it  could  impart 
Its  daily  feelings  to  its  kindred  heart ; 
As  years  increased  u.inumber'd  petty  wars 
Broke  out  between  them,  jealousies  and  jarf?, 
Causeless  indeed,  and  follow'd  by  a  peace. 
That  gave  to  love  growth,  vigour,  and  increasa. 
Whilst  yet  a  boy,  when  other  m-   ds  are  void, 
Domestic  thoughts  young  Allen's  hours  employ'd. 
Juditli  in  gaining  hearts  had  no  concern. 
Rather  intent  the  matron's  jiart  to  learn  ; 
Thus  early  prudent  and  sedate  thej'  grow. 
While  lovers,  thoughtful — and  though  children,  truo. 
To  either  parents  not  a  day  a])])oar'd, 
When  with  this  love  they  might  have  interfered. 
Childish  .at  first,  they  cared  not  to  restrain  ; 
And  strong  at  last,  they  saw  restriction  vain ; 
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Nor  knew  they  when  that  passion  to  reprove. 
Now  idle  fondness,  now  resistless  love. 

So,  while  the  waters  rise,  the  children  tread 
On  the  broad  estuary's  sandy  bed  ; 
But  soon  the  channel  fills,  from  side  to  side 
Comes  danger  rolling  with  the  deep'ning  tide  ; 
Yet  none  who  saw  the  rapid  current  flow 
Could  the  first  instant  of  that  danger  know. 

The  lovers  waited  till  the  time  should  come 
When  they  together  could  possess  a  home  ; 
In  either  house  were  men  and  maids  unwed, 
Hopes  to  be  soothed,  and  tempei's  to  be  led. 
Then  Allen's  mother  of  his  favourite  maid 
Spoke  from  the  feelings  of  a  mind  afraid  : 
"  Dress  and  amusements  were  her  sole  employ," 
She  said — "  entangling  her  deluded  boy  ;" 
And  yet,  in  truth,  a  mother's  jealous  love 
Had  much  imagined  and  could  little  prove  ; 
Judith  had  beauty — and  if  vain,  was  kind. 
Discreet  and  mild,  and  had  a  serious  mind. 

Dull  was  their  prospect.     When  the  lovers  met. 
They  said,  "  We  must  not — dare  not  venture  yet." 
"  Oh  !  could  I  labour  for  thee,"  Allen  cried, 
"  Wh}'  should  our  friends  be  thus  dissatisfied? 
On  mv  own  arm  I  could  depend,  but  they 
Still  urge  obedience — must  I  yet  obey  ?" 
Poor  Judith  felt  the  grief,  but  grieving  begg'd  delay„ 

At  length  a  prospect  came  that  seem'd  to  smile. 
And  faintly  woo  them,  from  a  western  isle  ; 
A  kinsman  there  a  widow's  hand  had  gain'd, 
"  Was  ol<l,  was  rich,  and  childless  yet  remain'd  ; 
Would  some  young  Booth  to  his  affairs  attend, 
And  wait  awhile,  he  might  expect  a  friend." 
The  elder  brothers,  who  wore  not  in  love, 
Fear'd  the  false  seas,  unwilling  to  remove  ; 
But  the  young  Allen,  an  enamour'd  boy, 
Eager  an  indcjiendence  to  enjoy. 
Would  through  all  perils  seek  it, — by  the  sea, — 
Through  labour,  danger,  pain,  or  slavery. 
The  faithful  .Judith  his  design  approved, 
For  both  wore  sanguine, — they  were  young,  and  loved. 
The  mother's  slow  consent  was  then  obtain'd  ; 
The  time  ari-ived,  to  part  alone  remain'd : 
All  things  prcjiared,  on  the  expected  day 
Was  seen  the  vessel  anchor'd  in  the  bay. 
From  her  would  seamen  in  the  evening  come, 
To  take  th'  advcnturous_Allen  from  his  home  ; 
With  his  own  friends  the  final  day  he  pass'd, 
And  every  painful  hour,  excejit  the  last. 
The  grieving  father  urged  the  cheerhil  glass. 
To  make  the  moments  with  less  sorrow  pass  ; 
Intent  the  mother  l(iok'<l  upon  her  son. 
And  wish'd  th'  assent  withdrawn,  the  deed  undone  : 
The  younger  sister,  as  he  took  his  way, 
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Hung  on  his  coat,  and  begg'd  for  more  delay ; 

But  his  own  Judith  cali'd  him  to  the  shore, 

Whom  he  must  meet,  for  they  might  meet  no  more  ; — 

And  tliere  he  found  her— faithful,  mourniul,  true, 

Weeping,  and  waiting  for  a  last  adieu  ! 

The  ebbing  tide  had  left  the  sand,  and  there 

Moved  -n-ith  slow  steps  the  melancholy  pair  ; 

Sweet  were  the  painful  moments — but,  how  sweet. 

And  without  pain,  when  the}'  again  should  meet ! 

Now  either  spoke  as  hope  and  fear  impress'd 

Each  their  alternate  triumph  in  the  breast. 

Distance  alarm'd  the  maid  ;  she  cried,  "  'Tis  far  !  " 
And  danger  too — "  it  is  a  time  ol'  war  : 
Then  in  those  countries  are  diseases  strange, 
And  women  gay,  and  men  are  prone  to  change  : 
What  then  may  happen  in  a  year,  when  things 
Of  vast  importance  every  moment  brings  ! 
But  hark  !  an  oar  !  "  she  cried,  yet  none  appear'd — 
'Twas  love's  mistake,  who  fancied  what  it  tear'd  ; 
And  she  continued — "  Do,  my  Allen,  keep 
Thy  heait  from  evil,  let  thy  passions  sleep ; 
Believe  it  good,  nay  glorious,  to  prevail. 
And  stand  in  safety  where  so  many  fail  ; 
And  do  not,  Allen,  or  for  shame,  or  pride. 
Thy  faith  abjure,  or  thy  profession  hide  ; 
Can  I  believe  kis  love  v?ill  lasting  prove. 
Who  has  no  rev'rence  for  the  God  I  love  ? 
I  know  thee  well !  how  good  thou  art  and  kind  ; 
But  strong  the  passions  that  invade  thy  mind. — 
Now,  what  to  me  hath  Allen  to  commend  ? " 
"  Upon  my  mother,"  said  the  youth,  "  attend  ; 
Forget  her  spleen,  and  in  my  place  appear, 
Her  love  to  me  will  make  my  Judith  dear  : 
Oft  I  shall  think  (such  comfort  lovers  seek) 
Who  speaks  of  me,  and  fancy  what  they  speak  ; 
Then  write  on  all  occasions,  always  dwell 
On  hope's  fair  prospects,  and  be  kind  and  well, 
And  ever  choose  the  fondest,  tenderest  style." 
She  answer'd,  "  No,"  but  answcr'd  with  a  smile. 
"  And  now,  my  Judith,  at  so  sad  a  time, 
Forgive  my  fear,  and  call  it  not  my  crime  ; 
When  with  our  youthful  neighbours  'tis  thy  chanco 
To  meet  in  walks,  the  visit,  or  the  dance, 
When  every  lad  would  on  my  las.s  attend, 
Choose  not  a  smooth  designer  for  a  friend  ; 
That  fawning  Philip  ! — nay,  be  not  severe, 
A  rival's  hope  must  cause  a  lover's  fear." 

Displeased  she  telt,  and  might  in  her  reply 
Have  niix'd  some  anger,  but  the  boat  was  nigh, 
Now  truly  heard  ! — it  soon  was  full  in  sight  ; — 
Now  the  sad  farewell,  and  the  long  good-night  ; 
For  see  ! — lijs  friends  come  hast'ning  to  the  beach. 
And  now  the  gunwale  is  within  the  reach  ; 
"  Adieu  ! — farewell ! — remember  !  " — and  what  more 
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Affection  taught,  was  utter'd  from  the  shore. 
But  Judith  left  them  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Took  a  last  view,  and  went  to  weep  apart, 
And  now  his  friends  went  slowly'  from  the  place. 
Where  she  stood  still  the  dashing  oar  to  trace. 
Till  all  were  silent  I — for  the  youth  she  pray'd, 
And  softly  then  return'd  the  weeping  maid. 

They  parted,  thus  hy  hope  and  fortune  led, 
And  Judith's  hours  in  pensive  pleasure  fled  ; 
But  when  return'd  the  youth  ?— The  youth  no  more 
Return'd  exulting  to  his  native  shore  ; 
But  forty  years  wore  past,  and  then  there  came 
A  worn-out  man  with  wither'd  limbs  and  lame, 
His  mind  oppress'd  with  woes,  and  bent  with  age  his  frame  : 
Yes  !  old,  and  grieved,  and  trembling  with  decay, 
Was  Allen  landing  in  his  native  bay, 

Willing  his  breathless  form  should  blend  with  kindred  clay. 
In  an  autumnal  eve  he  left  the  beach. 
In  such  an  eve  he  chanced  the  port  to  reach  : 
He  was  alone  ;  he  press'd  the  very  place 
Of  the  sad  parting,  of  the  last  embrace  : 
There  stood  his  parents,  there  retired  the  maid. 
So  fond,  so  tender,  and  so  much  afraid  ; 
And  on  that  spot,  through  many  a  year,  his  mind 
Tui-n'd  moumhil  back,  half  sinking,  half  resign'd. 

No  one  was  present ;  of  its  crew  bereft, 
A  single  boat  was  in  the  billows  left ; 
Sent  from  some  anchor'd  vessel  in  the  bay. 
At  the  returning  tide  to  sail  away. 
O'er  the  black  stern  the  moonlight  softly  play'd. 
The  loosen'd  foresail  flapping  in  the  shade  ; 

All  silent  else  on  shore  ;  but  from  the  town 

A  drowsy  peal  of  distant  bells  came  down  :  ' 

From  the  tall  houses,  here  and  there,  a  light 

Served  some  confused  remembrance  to  excite : 

"  There,"  he  observed,  and  new  emotions  felt, 

"  Was  my  first  home — and  yonder  Judith  dwelt ; 

Dead,  dead  are  all — I  long — 1  lear  to  know  !" 

He  said,  and  walk'd  impatient,  and  yet  slow. 
Sudden  there  broke  upon  his  grief  a  noise 

Of  merry  tumult  and  of  vulgar  joys  : 

Seamen  returning  to  their  ship,  were  come, 

With  idle  numbers  straying  from  their  home  ; 

Allen  among  them  mix'd,  and  in  the  old 

Strove  some  familiar  features  to  behold  ; 

iVhile  fancy  aided  memory: — "  Man  !  what  cheer?" 

A  sailor  cried,   "  Art  thou  at  anchor  here '(" 

Faintly  he  answer'd,  and  then  tried  to  trace 

Some  youthful  features  in  some  aged  face  : 

A  swarthy  matron  he  beheld,  and  thought 

She  might  unfold  the  very  truths  he  sought. 

Confused  and  trembling,  ho  the  dame  addi'css'd  : 

"The  Booths.'  yet  live  they  !"  jiausing  and  oppross'd  ; 

Then  spake  again  : — "  Is  there  no  ancient  man, 
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David  his  name  ? — assist  mc,  if  you  can. — 

Flemings  tliere  were — and  Judith,  doth  she  live?" 

The  woman  gazed,  nor  could  an  answer  give  ; 

Yet  wond'ring  stood,  and  all  were  silent  by, 

Feeling  a  strange  and  solemn  sympathj^. 

The  woman  musing  said — "She  knew  full  well 

Where  the  old  people  came  at  last  to  dwell ; 

They  had  a  married  daughter,  and  a  son, 

But  they  were  dead,  and  now  remain'd  not  one." 

"  Yes,"  said  an  elder,  who  had  j^aused  intent 

On  days  long  ]iast,  "  there  was  a  sad  event ; — 

One  of  these  Booths — it  was  my  mother's  tale — 

Here  left  his  lass,  I  know  not  where  to  sail : 

She  saw  their  parting,  and  observed  the  pain  ; 

But  never  came  th'  unhappy  man  again  :" 

"  The  ship  was  capturetl  " — Allen  mceklj^  said, 

"  And  what  became  of  the  forsaken  maid  ?" 

The  woman  answer'd  :  "  I  remember  now, 

She  used  to  tell  the  lassos  ot  her  vow, 

And  of  her  lover's  loss,  and  I  have  seen 

The  gayest  hearts  grow  sad  where  she  has  been  ; 

Yet  in  her  grief  she  married,  and  was  made 

Slave  to  a  wretch,  whom  meekly  she  ohey'd, 

And  eai'ly  buried — but  I  know  no  more  : 

And  hark  !  our  friends  are  hast'ning  to  the  shore." 

Allen  soon  found  a  lodging  in  the  town, 
And  walk'd  a  man  unnoticed  up  and  down. 
This  house,  and  this,  he  knew,  and  thought  a  faco 
He  sometimes  could  among  a  number  trace  : 
Of  names  remember'd  there  remain'd  a  few, 
But  of  no  favourites,  and  the  rest  were  new : 
A  merchant's  wealth,  when  Allen  went  to  sea, 
■\Vas  reckon'd  boundless  ;  could  he  living  be  ? 
Or  lived  his  son  ?  for  one  he  had — the  heir 
To  a  vast  business,  and  a  iortune  fair. 
No  !  but  that  heir's  poor  widow,  from  her  shed, 
With  crutches  went  to  take  hor  dole  of  bread  : 
There  was  a  friend  whom  ho  had  loft  a  boy. 
With  hope  to  sail  the  master  of  a  hoy  ; 
Him,  after  many  a  stormy  day,  he  found 
With  his  great  wish,  his  life's  whole  purpose,  crowu'd. 
This  hoy's  proud  captain  look'd  in  Allen's  faco, — 
"  Yours  is,  my  friend,"  said  he,  "  a  wootul  caso  ; 
We  cannot  all  succeed  :   I  now  command 
The  Jidji)/  sloop,  and  am  not  much  at  land  : 
But  when  we  meet,  yon  shall  your  story  toll 
Of  foreign  paits — I  bid  you  now  iarowcll  !" 

Allen  so  long  had  left  his  native  shore, 
lie  saw  but  few  whom  he  had  seen  beloro  ; 
The  older  people,  as  they  met  him,  cast 
A  jntying  look,  oft  speaking  as  they  pass'd — 
"  The  man  is.  A  Hen  Booth,  and  it  appears 
He  dwelt  among  us  in  his  early  j'ears : 
We  SCO  the  name  engraved  upon  the  stones, 
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Where  this  poor  wanderer  means  to  lay  his  bones." 
Thus  where  he  lived  and  loved — unhappy  change  ! — 
He  seems  a  stranger,  and  finds  all  are  strange. 

But  now  a  widow,  in  a  village  near, 
Chanced  of  the  melancholy  man  to  hear  ; 
Old  as  she  was,  to  Judith's  bosom  came 
Some  strong  emotions  at  the  well-known  name ; 
He  was  her  much  loved  Allen,  she  had  stay'd 
Ten  troubled  years,  a  sad  afflicted  maid  ; 
Then  was  she  wedded,  of  his  death  assured, 
And  much  of  mis'ry  in  her  lot  endured  ; 
Her  husband  died  ;  her  children  sought  their  bread 
In  various  places,  antl  to  her  were  dead. 
The  once  fond  lovers  met ;  not  grief  nor  age. 
Sickness  or  pain,  their  hearts  could  disengage  : 
Each  had  immediate  confidence  ;  a  friend 
Both  now  beheld,  on  whom  they  might  depend  : 
"  Now  is  there  one  to  whom  I  can  express 
My  nature's  weakness,  and  my  soul's  distress." 
Allen  look'd  up,  and  with  im])atient  heart — - 
"  Let  me  not  lose  thee — never  let  us  part : 
So  Heaven  this  comtbrt  to  my  sufferings  give, 
It  is  not  all  distress  to  think  and  live." 
Thus  Allen  spoke — for  time  had  not  removed 
The  charms  attach'd  to  one  so  fondly  loved  ; 
Who  with  more  health,  the  mistress  of  their  cot. 
Labours  to  soothe  the  evils  of  his  lot. 
To  her,  to  her  alone,  his  various  fate. 
At  various  times  'tis  comfort  to  relate  ; 
And  yet  his  sorrow — she  too  loves  to  hoar 
What  wrings  her  bosom,  and  compels  the  tear. 

First  he  related  how  he  left  the  shore. 
Alarm 'd  with  I'ears  that  they  should  meet  no  more. 
Then,  ere  the  shij)  had  reach'd  her  purposed  course. 
They  met  and  yielded  to  the  Spanish  force  ; 
Then  'cross  th'  Atlantic  seas  they  V)ore  their  prey, 
Who  grieving  landed  from  their  sultry  bay: 
And  marching  many  a  burning  league,  he  found 
Himself  a  slave  upon  a  miner's  ground  ; 
There  a  good  priest  his  native  language  spoke. 
And  gave  some  case  to  his  tcH'menting  yoke  ; 
Kindly  a<lvanceil  him  in  his  master's  grace. 
And  he  was  station'd  in  an  easier  place  ; 
There,  hopeless  ever  to  escape  the  land. 
He  to  a  Spanish  maiden  gave  his  hand  ; 
In  cottage  sheltei''<l  from  the  blaze  of  day. 
Ho  saw  his  happy  infants  round  him  j)lay  ; 
Where  summer  shadows,  made  by  lofty  trees. 
Waved  o'er  his  scat,  and  soothed  his  reveries  ; 
E'en  then  lie  thouglit  of  England,  nor  could  sigh. 
But  his  fond  Isabel  demanded,  "  Why?" 
Grieved  by  the  story,  she  the  sigh  repaid. 
And  wept  in  i)ity  for  the  English  maid  : 
Thus  twenty  years  were  pass'd,  and  pass'd  his  views 
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Of  further  bliss,  for  he  had  wealth  to  lose. 

His  friend  now  dead,  some  foe  had  dared  to  paint 

"  His  faith  as  tainted  :  ho  his  spouse  would  taint ; 

Make  all  his  children  infidels,  and  found 

An  English  heresy  on  Christian  ground." 

"  Whilst  I  was  poor,"  said  Allen,  "  none  would  care 
What  my  poor  notions  of  religion  were  ; 
None  ask'd  me  whom  I  worshipp'd,  how  I  pray'd. 
If  due  obedience  to  the  laws  were  paid  ; 
My  good  adviser  taught  me  to  be  still. 
Nor  to  make  converts,  had  I  power  or  will. 
I  preach'd  no  foreigii  doctrine  to  m)'  wife. 
And  never  niention'd  Luther  in  my  life  ; 
I,  all  they  said,  say  what  they  would,  allow'd, 
And  when  the  fathers  bade  me  bow,  I  bow'd  ; 
Their  forms  I  foUow'd,  whether  well  or  sick. 
And  was  a  most  obedient  Catholic. 
But  I  had  monej^  and  these  pastors  found 
My  notions  vague,  heretical,  unsound  : 
A  wicked  book  they  seized  :  the  veiy  Turk 
Could  not  have  read  a  more  pernicious  work  ; 
To  me  pernicious,  who  if  it  were  good 
Or  evil  questional  not,  nor  understood  : 
Oh  !  had  I  little  but  the  book  possess'd, 
I  might  have  read  it,  and  enjoy'd  my  rest." 

Alas  !  poor  Allen — through  his  wealth  was  seen 
Crimes  that  by  povert}'  conceal'd  had  been  : 
Faults  that  in  dusty  pictures  rest  unknown. 
Are  in  an  instant  through  the  \'aruish  shown. 

He  told  their  cruel  mercy ;  how  at  last. 
In  Christian  kindness  for  the  merits  past. 
They  spared  his  forfeit  life,  but  bade  him  fly. 
Or  for  his  crime  and  contumacy  die  ; 
Fly  from  all  scenes,  all  objects  of  delight : 
His  wife,  his  children,  weeping  in  his  sight, 
All  urging  him  to  flee,  he  fled,  and  cursed  his  flight. 

He  next  related  how  he  found  a  way, 
Guideless  and  grie\ing,  to  Campeachy  Bay: 
There  in  the  woods  ho  wrought,  and  there,  among 
Some  lab'ring  seamen,  heard  his  native  tongue  : 
The  sound,  one  moment,  broke  upon  his  pain 
With  joyful  force  ;  he  long'd  to  hear  again  : 
Again  he  heard  ;  he  seized  an  offer'd  hand, 
"  And  when  beheld  you  last  our  native  land  ?" 
He  cried,  "  and  in  what  country?  quickly  say." 
The  seamen  answer'd — strangers  all  were  they ; 
One  only  at  his  native  port  hail  been  ; 
He,  landing  once,  the  <iuay  ami  church  had  seen, 
For  that  esteem'd  ;  but  nothing  more  he  knew. 
Still  more  to  know,  would  Allen  join  the  crew. 
Sail  where  they  sail'd,  and,  many  a  peril  past, 
They  at  liis. kinsman's  islo  their  anchor  cast ; 
But  him  thcj'  found  not,  nor  could  one  relate 
Aught  of  his  will,  his  wish,  or  his  estate. 
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This  grieved  not  Allen  ;  then  afjain  ho  sail'il 
For  England's  coast,  again  his  fate  prevail VI : 
War  raged,  and  he,  an  active  man  and  strong, 
Was  soon  impress'd,  and  sefved  his  country  long. 
By  various  shores  he  pass'd,  on  various  seas, 
Never  so  hapjiy  as  when  void  of  ease. 
And  tlien  he  told  how  in  a  calm  distress'd, 
Da)'  after  day  his  soul  was  sick  of  rest ; 
When,  as  a  log  upon  the  deep  they  stood, 
Then  roved  his  spirit  to  the  inland  wood  ; 
Till,  while  awake,  he  dream'd  that  on  the  seas 
Were  his  loved  home,  the  hill,  the  stream,  the  trees  : 
He  gazed,  he  pointed  to  the  scenes  : — '■  There  stand 
My  wile,  my  children,  'tis  my  lovely  land. 
See  !  there  my  dwelling — oh,  delieioas  scene 
Of  my  best  life  !  unhand  me — are  ye  men  V 
And  thus  the  frenzy  ruled  him,  till  the  wind 
Brush'd  the  fond  pictures  from  the  stagnant  mind. 

He  told  of  bloody  fights,  and  how  at  length 
The  rage  of  battle  gave  his  spirits  strength  : 
'Twas  in  the  Indian  seas  his  limb  he  lost. 
And  he  was  left  half-dead  upon  the  coast ; 
But  living  gain'd,  'mid  rich  asj^iring  men, 
A  iair  subsistence  by  his  ready  pen. 
"  Thus,"  he  continued,  "  pass'd  unvaried  .years, 
Without  events  producing  hopes  or  fears." 
Augmented  pay  jirocured  him  decent  wealth. 
But  years  advancing  undermined  his  health  ; 
Then  ofttimes  in  delightful  dream  he  flew 
To  England's  shore,  and  scenes  his  childhood  knew  : 
He  saw  his  parents,  saw  his  fav'rite  maid, 
No  feature  wrinkled,  not  a  charm  decay' d  ; 
And  thus  excited,  in  his  bosom  rose 
A  wish  so  strong,  it  baffled  his  repose  : 
Anxious  he  lolt  on  English  earth  to  lie  ; 
To  view  his  native  .soil,  and  there  to  die. 
He  then  described  the  gloom,  the  di'oad  he  found, 
When  first  he  landed  on  the  chosen  ground, 
Where  undefined  was  all  he  ho])ed  and  fear'd. 
And  how  confuseil  and  troubled  all  appear'd  ; 
His  thoughts  in  past  and  present  scenes  employ'd. 
All  \"iews  in  future  blighted  and  destroy'd  : 
His  were  a  medley  of  bewildering  theme.s. 
Sad  as  realities,  and  wild  a.s  dreams. 

Hero  his  relation  closes,  but  his  mind 
Flies  back  again,  some  resting-place  to  find  ; 
Tlius  silent,  musing  through  the  day,  lie  sees 
His  children  sporting  by  those  lofty  trees, 
Their  mother  singing  in  the  sliady  scene. 
Where  the  fresh  springs  burst  o'er  the  lively  green 
So  strong  his  eager  fancy,  lie  affrights 
The  faithlul  widow  bj"  its  ])oworlul  (lights  ; 
For  what  di.sturbs  him  he  aloud  will  toll, 
And  cry,  "  'Tis  she,  my  wile  !  my  Isabel ! 
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Where  are  my  children  ?  " — Judith  grieves  to  hoar 
How  the  soul  works  in  sorrows  so  severe ; 
Assiduous  all  his  wishes  to  attend, 
Deprived  of  much,  he  )'et  may  boast  a  friend  ; 
Watch'd  by  her  care,  in  sleep,  his  spirit  takes 
Its  flight,  and  watchful  finds  her  when  he  wakes. 

'Tis  now  her  office  ;  her  attention  see, 
While  her  friend  sleeps  beneath  that  shading  tree, 
Careful  she  guards  him  fi'om  the  glowing  heat. 
And  pensive  muses  at  her  Allen's  feet. 

And  where  is  he  ?    Ah  !  doubtless  in  those  scenes 
Of  his  best  days,  amid  the  vi\'id  greens, 
Fresh  with  unnumber'd  rills,  where  every  gale 
Breathes  the  rich  fragranco  of  the  neighb'ring  vale, 
Smiles  not  his  wife,  and  listens  as  there  comes 
The  night-bird's  music  from  the  thick'ning  glooms  1 
And  as  he  sits  with  all  these  treasures  nigh, 
Blaze  not  with  faii-y-light  the  phosphor  fly. 
When  like  a  sparkling  gem  it  wheels  illumined  by? 
This  is  the  joy  that  now  so  plainly  speaks 
In  the  warm  transient  flushing  of  his  cheeks  ; 
For  he  is  list'ning  to  the  fancied  noiso 
Of  his  own  children,  eager  in  their  joys : 
All  this  he  feels,  a  dream's  delusive  bliss 
Gives  the  expression,  and  the  glow  like  this. 
And  now  his  Judith  lays  her  knitting  by. 
These  strong  emotions  in  her  friend  to  spy  ; 
For  she  can  fully  of  their  nature  ileem — 
But  see  !  he  breaks  the  long-protracted  theme. 
And  wakes,  and  cries — "  My  God  !  'twas  but  a  dream,'' 
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Pause  there, 
And  weigh  thy  valiie  with  jui  even  liaiul. 
If  thou  beest  r.ited  by  thy  estimation, 
Tliou  tlost  deserve  enough. — Merchant  of  Venice, 

Because  T  will  not  do  them  wrong  to  mistrust  any,  T  will  do  myself  the  right  to  tnist 
none  ;  and  the  line  is  (lor  the  whieli  I  may  go  the  finer),  I  will  live  a  biu;helor. 

Much  Ado  about  A'othiny. 

Tlirow  physic  to  the  dogs,  ni  none  of  ii.~Macbeth. 

His  i)romise8  were,  as  he  tlicn  was,  miijhty  ; 

But  his  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nutliing. — Henri/  'V//, 

GwTN  was  a  farmer,  whom  the  farmers  all. 

Who  dwelt  around,  "  the  Geuthmau  "  would  call  ; 

Wliether  in  pure  humility  or  ])rido. 

They  only  knew,  and  they  would  not  decide. 

Far  dilVercnt  ho  from  that  dull  plodding  tribe, 
W'hom  it  was  his  amusement  to  describe  ; 
Creatures  no  more  enliveu'd  than  a  clod, 
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But  treading  still  as  their  dull  fathers  trod  ; 
Who  lived  in  times  when  not  a  man  had  seen 
Corn  sown  by  drill,  or  thresh'd  by  a  machine  : 
He  was  of  those  whose  skill  assigns  the  prize 
For  creatures  fed  in  pens,  and  stalls,  and  sties  ; 
And  who,  in  places  where  improvers  meet. 
To  fill  the  land  with  fatness,  had  a  seat ; 
Who  in  large  mansions  live  like  petty  kings. 
And  speak  of  farms  but  as  amusing  things  ; 
Who  plans  encourage,  and  v^rho  jounials  keep. 
And  talk  with  lords  about  a  breed  ot  sheep. 

Two  are  the  species  in  this  genus  known  ; 
One,  who  is  rich  in  his  profession  grown, 
Who  yearly  finds  his  ample  stores  increase, 
From  fbrtime's  favours  and  a  fiivouring  lease  ; 
Who  rides  his  lumter,  who  his  liouse  adorns  ; 
Who  drinks  his  wine,  and  his  disbursements  scorns  ; 
Who  freely  lives,  and  loves  to  show  he  can, — 
This  is  the  farmer  made  the  gentleman. 

The  second  species  from  the  world  is  sent. 
Tired  with  its  strife,  or  with  his  wealth  content ; 
In  books  and  men  boj'ond  the  former  read. 
To  farming  solely  by  a  pa.ssion  led. 
Or  by  a  fashion  ;  curious  in  his  land  ; 
Now  planning  much,  now  changing  what  he  plann'd  ; 
Pleased  by  each  trial,  not  by  failures  vex'd. 
And  over  certain  to  succeed  the  next ; 
Quick  to  resolve,  and  easy  to  persuade,  — 
This  is  the  gentleman  a  farmer  made. 

Uvyn  was  of  these  ;  he  from  the  world  withdrew 
Early  in  life,  his  reasons  known  to  few  ; 
Some  disappointment  said,  some  pure  good  sense. 
The  love  of  land,  the  press  of  indolence  ; 
His  fortune  known,  and  coming  to  retire. 
It  not  a  farmer,  men  had  call'd  him  squire. 

Forty-and-five  his  years,  no  ciiild  or  wife 
Cross'd  the  still  tenor  of  his  chosen  life  ; 
Much  land  he  inuvhased,  planted  far  around. 
And  let  some  portions  of  superlluous  ground 
To  farmers  near  him,  not  dis])leased  to  say, 
"My  tenants,"  nor  "  our  worthy  landlord,"  the}'. 

Fix'd  in  his  farm,  he  soon  displayVl  his  skill 
In  small-boned  lambs,  the  horse-hoe,  and  tlie  drill ; 
From  these  ho  rose  to  themes  of  nobler  kind, 
And  show'd  the  riches  of  a  fertile  mind ; 
To  all  around  their  visits  he  repaid. 
And  thus  his  mansion  and  himself  display'd. 
His  rooms  were  stately,  rather  fine  than  neat, 
And  guests  politely  call'd  his  house  a  seat ; 
At  much  expense  was  each  apartment  graced, 
His  taste  was  gorgeous,  but  it  still  was  taste  ; 
In  full  festoons  the  crimson  curtains  fell, 
The  sofas  rose  in  bold  elastic  swell  ; 
Mirrors  in  gilded  frames  display'd  the  tints 
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Of  glowing  carpets,  and  of  colijur'd  prints  : 

The  weary  eye  saw  every  object  shine, 

And  all  was  costly,  fanciful,  and  fine. 

As  with  his  friends  he  pass'd  the  social  hours, 

His  generous  spirit  seorn"d  to  hide  its  powers  ; 

Powers  unexpected,  for  his  eye  and  air 

Gave  no  sure  signs  that  eloquence  was  there  ; 

Oft  he  began  with  sudden  fire  and  force, 

As  loth  to  lose  occasion  for  discourse  ; 

Some,  'tis  observed,  who  feel  a  wish  to  speak. 

Will  a  due  place  for  introduction  seek  ; 

On  to  their  piupose  step  by  step  they  steal. 

And  all  their  way,  by  certain  signals,  feel  ; 

Others  filunge  in  at  once,  and  never  heed 

Whose  turn  they  take,  whose  pui-pose  they  imped?  ; 

Resolved  to  shine,  they  hasten  to  begin, 

Oi  ending  thoughtless — and  of  these  was  Gwyn. 

And  thus  he  spake  :  — 

"  It  grieves  me  to  the  soul, 
To  see  how  man  submits  to  man's  control ; 
How  overpower'd  and  shackled  minds  are  led 
In  vulgar  tracks,  and  to  submission  bred  ; 
The  coward  never  on  himself  relies. 
But  to  an  equal  for  assistance  flies  ; 
Man  yields  to  custom  as  he  bows  to  fate, 
In  all  things  ruled — mind,  body,  and  estate  ; 
In  pain,  in  sickness,  we  for  cure  apply 
To  them  we  know  not,  and  we  know  not  why  ; 
But  that  the  creature  has  some  jargon  read. 
And  got  some  Scotchman's  system  in  his  head  ; 
Some  grave  impostor,  who  will  health  insure, 
Long  as  your  patience  or  your  wealth  endvu-o. 
But  mark  them  well,  the  pale  and  sickly  crew, 
They  have  not  health,  and  can  they  give  it  you  ? 
The.se  solemn  cheats  their  various  methods  choose, 
A  system  fires  them,  as  a  bard  his  muse  : 
Hence  wordy  wars  arise  ;  the  learn'd  divide, 
And  groaning  patients  curse  each  erring  guide. 
"  Next,  our  affairs  are  govern'd,  buy  or  sell, 
Upon  the  deed  the  law  must  fix  its  spell  : 
Whether  wo  hire  or  let,  we  must  have  still 
The  dubious  aid  of  an  attorney's  skill  ; 
They  take  a  part  in  every  man's  afl'air.s. 
And  in  all  business  some  concern  is  theirs ; 
Because  mankind  in  ways  prescribed  are  found 
Like  flocks  that  follow  on  a  beaten  ground. 
Each  abject  nature  in  the  way  proceeds, 
That  now  to  shearing,  now  to  slaughter  leads. 
Should  you  offend,  though  meaning  no  offence, 
You  have  no  safety  in  your  innocence  ; 
The  statute  broken  then  is  placed  in  view, 
And  men  nmst  pay  for  crimes  they  never  kn'iw  ; 
Who  would  by  law  regain  his  plundcr'd  store, 
Would  pick  up  fallen  mercury  from  the  floor ; 
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If  he  pursue  it,  here  and  there  it  slides. 

Ho  would  collect  it,  but  it  more  divides  : 

This  part  and  this  he  stops,  but  still  in  vain, 

It  slips  aside,  and  breaks  in  parts  again  ; 

Till,  after  time  and  pains,  and  care  and  cost, 

He  finds  his  labour  and  his  object  lost. 

But  most  it  grieves  me  (friends  alone  are  round), 

To  see  a  nnui  in  priestly  fetters  bound  ; 

Guides  to  the  soul,  these  friends  of  Heaven  contrive 

Long  as  man  Uvea,  to  kee\>  his  fears  alive. 

Soon  a.s  an  infant  breathes,  their  rites  begin  ; 

Who  knows  not  sinning,  must  be  freed  from  sin  ; 

Who  needs  no  bond,  must  yet  engage  in  vows  ; 

Who  has  no  judgment,  must  a  creed  espouse  : 

Advanced  in  life,  our  boj's  are  bound  by  rules. 

Are  catechised  in  churches,  cloisters,  schools. 

And  train'd  in  thraldom  to  be  fit  for  tools  : 

The  youth  grown  up,  he  now  a  partner  needs, 

And  lo  !  a  priest,  as  soon  as  he  succeeds. 

What  man  of  sense  can  marriage-rites  approve  'I 

What  man  of  spirit  can  be  bound  to  love  ? 

Forced  to  bo  kind  !  compell'd  to  be  sincere  ! 

Do  chains  and  fetters  make  companions  dear? 

IMs'ners  indeed  we  bind  ;  but  though  the  bond 

May  keep  them  safe,  it  does  not  make  them  fond ; 

Ths  ring,  the  vow,  the  witness,  license,  prayers. 

All  parties  knowTi  !  made  public  all  affairs  ! 

Such  forms  men  suSer,  and  from  these  they  date 

A  deed  of  love  begun  with  all  they  hate  : 

Absurd  !  that  none  the  beaten  road  should  sliun, 

But  love  to  do  what  other  dupes  have  done. 

"  Well — now  your  priest  has  made  j'ou  one  of  twain, 
Look  you  for  rest  ?     Alas  !  you  look  in  vain. 
If  sick,  he  comes  ;  you  cannot  die  in  peace, 
Till  he  attends  to  witness  j'our  release  ; 
T(j  vex  your  soul,  and  urge  you  to  confess 
The  sins  you  feel,  remember,  or  can  guess  ; 
Nay,  when  departed,  to  your  grave  he  goes — 
But  there  indeed  he  hurts  not  your  repose. 

"  Such  are  our  burthens  ;  jjart  we  must  sustain, 
But  need  not  link  new  grievance  to  the  chain  : 
Yet  men  like  idiots  will  their  frames  siu'round 
With  these  vile  shackles,  nor  confess  they're  bound  ; 
In  all  that  most  confines  them  they  confide, 
Their  slaverj-  boast,  and  make  their  bonds  their  piide  ; 
E'en  as  the  pressure  galLs  them,  they  declare 
(Good  souls  !  )  how  hapjiy  and  how  free  they  are  I 
As  madmen,  pointing  round  their  wretched  cells. 
Cry,   '  Lo  !  the  palace  where  our  honour  dwells.' 

"  Such  is  our  state  ;  but  I  resolve  to  live 
By  rules  my  reason  and  my  feelings  gi\'e  ; 
No  legal  guards  .shall  keep  cnthiall'cl  my  mind, 
No  slaves  command  mo,  and  no  teachers  blind. 
Tempted  by  sins,  let  me  their  strength  defy. 
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But  have  no  second  in  a  surplice  by ; 

No  bottle-liokler,  with  officious  ai<l, 

To  comfort  conspicnce,  wealcen'd  and  airaid  : 

Then  if  I  yield,  my  frailty  is  not  known  ; 

And,  if  I  stand,  tl^e  glory  is  my  own. 

"  When  truth  and  reason  are  our  friends,  we  seem 
Alive,  awake — the  superstitious  dream. 

"  Oh  !  then,  fair  truth,  for  thee  alone  I  seek, 
Friend  to  the  wise,  supporter  of  the  weak  ; 
From  thee  we  learn  whate'er  is  riftht  and  jutt ; 
Forms  to  despise,  professions  to  distrust ; 
Creeds  to  reject,  pretensions  to  deride, 
And,  lollowing  thee,  to  follow  none  beside." 

Such  was  the  speech :  it  struck  upon  the  ear 
Like  sudden  thunder  none  expect  to  hear. 
He  saw  men's  wonder  with  a  manly  pride, 
And  gravely  smiled  at  guest  electrified. 
"  A  farmer  this  !  "  they  said,   "oh,  let  him  seek 
That  place  where  he  may  lor  his  country  speak  ; 
On  some  great  question  to  harangue  for  hours, 
"While  sjieakers,  hearing,  envy  nobler  powers  !  " 

Wisdom  like  this,  as  all  things  rich  and  rare, 
Must  be  acquired  with  pains,  and  kept  with  care  ; 
In  books  he  sought  it,  which  his  fi'iends  might  view, 
When  their  kind  host  the  guarding  curtain  drew. 
There  were  historic  works  lor  graver  hours. 
And  lighter  verse  to  spur  the  languid  powers  ; 
There  metaphysics,  logic  there  had  place  ; 
But  of  devotion  not  a  single  trace — 
Save  what  is  taught  in  Gibbon's  florid  page, 
And  otlicr  guides  of  this  inquiring  age. 
There  Hume  appear'd,  and  near  a  sjilondid  book 
Composed  by  Gay's  ' '  good  lord  of  Uolingbroke  :  " 
With  these  were  mix'd  the  light,  the  free,  the  vain. 
And  from  a  corner  peep'd  the  sage  Tom  Paine  ; 
Here  lour  neat  volumes  Chesterfield  were  named, 
For  manners  much  and  easy  morals  famed  ; 
With  chaste  memoirs  of  females,  to  be  read 
When  deeper  studies  had  confused  the  head. 

Such  his  resources,  treasures  where  he  sought 
For  daily  knowledge  till  his  mind  was  fraught : 
Then,  when  his  friends  were  present,  for  tlieir  uso 
He  would  the  riches  he  had  stored  produce  ; 
He  found  his  lamp  bimi  clearer  when  each  day 
He  drew  for  all  ho  purjiosed  to  di.s))lay  ; 
For  these  occasions  forth  his  knowledge  sprung. 
As  mustard  (juickens  on  a  bed  of  dung  : 
All  was  prepared,  and  guests  allow'd  the  praise 
For  what  thej'  saw  he  could  so  quickly  raise. 

Such  this  new  friend  ;  and  when  the  year  came  round. 
The  same  impressive,  reasoning  sage  was  found  : 
Then,  too,  was  seen  the  pleasant  mansion  graced 
With  a  fair  damsel — his  no  vulgar  t.'isto  ; 
The  neat  iictettu — sly,  observant,  still, 
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Watching  hLs  eye,  and  waiting  on  his  will ; 
Simple  yet  smart  her  dress,  her  manners  meek, 
Her  smiles  spoke  for  her,  she  would  seldom  speak  : 
But  watch'd  each  look,  each  meaning  to  detect, 
And  (pleased  with  notice)  felt  for  all  neglect. 

With  her  lived  Gwyn  a  sweet  harmonious  life, 
Who,  forms  excepted,  was  a  charming  wife  : 
The  wives  indeed,  so  made  by  vulgar  law, 
Affected  scorn,  and  censured  what  they  saw. 
And  what  they  saw  not,  fancied ;  said  'twas  sin. 
And  took  no  notice  of  the  wife  of  Gwyn  : 
But  he  despised  their  rudeness,  and  would  prove 
Theirs  was  compulsion  and  distrust,  not  love  ; 
"  Fools  as  they  were  !  could  they  conceive  that  rings 
And  parsons'  blessings  were  sul>stantial  things  ? " 
They  answer'd,   ' '  Yes  ;  "  while  he  contemptuous  spoke 
Of  the  low  notions  held  by  simple'folk  ; 
Yet,  strange  that  anger  in  a  man  so  wise 
Should  from  the  notions  of  these  fools  arise  ; 
Can  they  so  vex  us,  whom  we  so  despise  ? 

Brave  as  he  was,  our  hero  felt  a  dread 
Lest  those  who  saw  him  kind  should  think  him  led  ; 
If  to  his  bosom  fear  a  visit  paid. 
It  was,  lest  ha  should  be  supposed  afraid  : 
Hence  .sjirang  his  orders  ;  not  that  he  desired 
The  things  when  done  :  obedience  he  reijuired  ; 
And  thus,  to  prove  his  absolute  command. 
Ruled  every  heart,  and  moved  each  subject  hand  ; 
Assent  he  ask'd  for  every  word  and  whim, 
To  prove  that  he  alone  was  king  of  him. 

The  still  Rebecca,  who  her  station  knew, 
With  ease  resign'd  the  honours  not  her  duo  : 
Well  pleased  she  saw  that  men  her  board  would  grace, 
And  wish'd  not  there  to  see  a  female  ftxce  ; 
When  by  her  lover  she  his  spouse  was  styled, 
Polite  she  thought  it,  and  demurely  smiled  ; 
But  wh6n  he  wanted  wives  and  maidens  round 
So  to  regard  her,  she  grew  grave  and  frown'd  ; 
And  sometimes  whisper'd — "  Why  shouM  you  respect 
These  people's  notions,  yet  their  forms  reject .'" 

GwjTi,  though  from  marriage  bond  and  fetter  free. 
Still  felt  abriilgment  in  his  liberty  ; 
Something  of  hesitation  he  betray' d, 
And  in  her  presence  thought  of  what  he  said. 
Thus  fair  Rebecca,  though  she  walk'd  astray, 
His  creed  rejecting,  judged  it  right  to  i)ra\', 
To  be  at  church,  to  sit  with  sei'ious  looks, 
To  read  her  Bil)le  and  her  Sunday  books : 
She  hated  all  those  new  and  daring  themes, 
And  call'd  his  free  conjectures  "  devil's  dreams  :  " 
She  honour'd  still  the  priesthood  in  her  fall. 
And  claim'd  respect  an<l  i-cverence  for  them  all ; 
Call'd  them   "of  sin's  destructive  jiovver  the  foes, 
And  not  such  blockheads  as  he  might  suppose." 
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Gwyn  to  his  iriends  would  smile,  and  sometimes  say, 

"  'tis  a  kind  fool  ;  why  vex  her  in  her  way  ? 

Her  way  she  took,  and  still  had  more  in  view, 

For  she  contrived  that  he  should  take  it  too. 

The  daring  freedom  of  his  soul,^  'twas  jilam, 

In  part  was  lost  in  a  divided  rei,<?n  ; 

A  king  and  queen,  who  yet  in  prudence  sway  d 

Their  peaceful  state,  and  were  in  turn  obey'd. 

Yet  such  our  fate,  that  when  we  plan  the  best. 
Something  arises  to  disturb  our  rest : 
For  though  in  spirits  high,  in  body  strong, 
Gwyn  something  felt— he  knew  not  what— was  wrong. 
He  "wish' d  to  know,  for  he  behoved  the  thing, 
If  unremoved,  would  other  evil  bring  : 
"She  must  perceive  of  late  he  could  not  eat, 
And  when  he  walk'd  he  trembled  on  his  feet : 
He  had  forebodings,  and  he  seem'd  as  one 
Stopp'd  on  the  road,  or  threaten'd  by  a  dun  ; 
He  could  not  live,  and  yet,  should  he  apply- 
To  these  physicians— he  must  sooner  die."  _ 

The  mild  Rebecca  heard  with  some  disdain,  _ 
And  some  distress,  her  friend  and  lord  complain  : 
His  death  she  fear'd  not,  but  had  painful  doubt 
What  his  distemper' d  nerves  might  bring  about  ; 
With  power  like  hers  she  dreaded  an  ally, 
And  yet  there  was  a  person  in  her  eye  ;— 
She  thought,  debated,  fix'd— "  Alas  !  "  she  said, 
"A  case  like  yours  must  be  no  more  delay  d_; 
You  hate  these  doctoi-s  ;  well  !  but  were  a  friend 
And  doctor  one,  your  fears  woulil  have  an  end  : 
My  cousin  3/o«ei— Scotland  holds  him  now— 
Is  above  all  men  skiltul,  all  allow  ; 
Of  late  a  doctor,  and  within  a  while 
He  means  to  settle  in  this  favour'd  isle : 
Should  he  attend  you,  with  his  skill  profound,    ^ 
You  must  be  safe,  and  shortly  would  be  sound. 
When  men  in  health  against  physicians  raij,^^ 
They  should  consider  that  their  nerves  may  fai. ; 
Who  calls  a  lawyer  rogue,  may  find,  too  late. 
On  one  of  those  depends  his  whole  estate  ; 
Nay,  when  the  world  can  nothing  more  produce, 
The  priest,  th'  insulted  priest,  may  have  his  use  ; 
Ease,  health,  and  comfort  lift  a  man  so  high, 
These  powers  are  dwarfs  that  he  can  scarcely  spy  ; 
Pain,  sickness,  languor,  keep  a  man  so  low. 
That  these  neglected  tlwarfs  to  giants  grow  : 
Happy  is  he  who  through  the  medium  sees 
Of  clear  good  sense— but  Gwyn  was  not  of  these. 

He  heard  and  he  rejoiced  ;   "  Ah  !  let  him  come. 
And  till  he  fixes,  make  my  house  his  home." 
Home  came  the  doctor— ho  was  much  admn-ed  ; 
lie  told  the- patient  what  liis  case  reciuired  : 
His  hours  for  sleep,  his  time  to  oat  and  drink,     _ 
When  he  should  ride,  read,  rest,  compose,  or  tlimk. 
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Thus  join'd  peculiar  skill  and  art  profound, 

To  make  the  fancj'-sick  no  more  than  fancy-sound. 

With  such  attention,  who  could  long  be  ill  ? 
Returning  health  proclaim'd  the  doctor's  skill. 
Presents  and  jjraises  from  a  gi-ateful  heart 
Were  freely  offer'd  on  the  patient's  part ; 
In  high  repute  the  doctor  seem'd  to  s^and, 
Uut  still  had  got  no  footing  in  the  land  ; 
And,  as  he  saw  the  seat  was  rich  and  fair. 
He  felt  disposed  to  fix  his  station  there. 
To  gain  his  purpose  he  perform'd  the  part 
Of  a  good  actor,  and  prcpai-ed  to  start ; 
Not  like  a  traveller  in  a  day  serene. 
When  the  sun  shone,  and  when  the  roads  were  clean  ; 
Not  like  the  pilgrim,  when  the  morning  gray. 
The  ruddy  eve  succeeding,  sends  his  way  ; 
But  in  a  season  when  the  sharp  east  wind 
Had  all  its  influence  on  a  nervous  mind  ; 
When  past  the  parlour's  front  it  fiercely  blew, 
And  Gwyn  sat  pitying  every  bird  that  ilew, 
This  strange  physician  said — "  Adieu  !  Adieu  ! 
Farewell !  Heaven  bless  you  !  if  you  should — but  no, 
You  need  not  fear — farewell !  'tis  time  to  go." 

The  doctor  spoke  ;  and  as  the  patient  heard, 
His  old  disordei-s  (dreadful  train  !)  appear'd  : 
He  felt  the  tingling  tremor,  and  the  stress 
Upon  his  nerves  that  he  could  not  express  ; 
Should  his  good  friend  forsake  him,  he  perhaps 
Might  meet  his  death,  and  surely  a  relapse. 

So,  as  the  doctor  seem'd  intent  to  part. 
Ho  cried  in  terror — "  Oh  !  bo  where  thou  art : 
Come,  thou  art  young  and  unengaged  ;  oh,  come  ! 
Make  mc  thy  friend,  give  comtoi-t  to  mine  home  ; 
I  have  now  symptoms  that  require  thine  aid, 
Do,  doctor,  stay  :"— th'  obliging  doctor  stay'd. 

ThusGwjTi  was  happy  ;  he  had  now  a  Iriend, 
And  a  meek  spouse  on  whom  ho  could  dei)end  ; 
But  now  possess'd  of  male  and  female  guide, 
Divided  power  he  thus  must  subdivide  : 
In  earlier  days  ho  i-odo,  or  sat  at  ease 
Keclined,  and  liaviug  but  himscli  to  please; 
Now  if  ho  would  a  fav'rito  nag  bestride. 
He  sought  permis.sion — "  Doctor,  may  I  ride  ? 
(Rebecca's  eye  her  sovereign  pleasure  told) — 
"  [  think  you  may,  but  guanled  from  the  cold, 
Ride  forty  minutes."     Free  and  liappy  soul  ! 
He  scorn'd  submission,  and  a  man's  control ; 
But  where  such  friends  in  every  care  unite 
All  for  his  good,  ol^ediencc  is  delight. 

Now  Gwyn,  a  sultan,  bade  aftairs  adieu, 
Led  and  assisted  by  the  faithful  two  ; 
The  favourite  fair,  Rebecca,  near  him  sate, 
And  whispor'd  whom  to  love,  assist,  or  hate  ; 
While  the  chief  vizier  cased  his  lord  of  cai-es, 
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And  bore  himself  the  burden  of  affairs  : 
No  dangers  could  from  such  alliance  flow, 
But  from  that  law  that  changes  all  below. 

When  wintrj-  winds  with  leaves  bestrew'd  the  ground, 
And  men  were  coughing;  all  the  village  round ; 
When  public  papers  of  invasion  told, 
Diseases,  famines,  perils  new  and  old  ; 
When  philosophic  writers  failVl  to  clear 
Tlie  mind  of  gloom,  and  lighter  works  to  cheer  ; 
Then  came  fresh  terrors  on  our  hero's  mind  - 
Fears  unforeseen,  and  feelings  undefined. 

"In  outward  ills,"  he  cried,  "I  rest  assured 
"  Of  mj''  friend's  aid  ;  they  will  in  time  be  cured  ; 
But  can  his  art  subdue,  resist,  control 
These  inward  griefs  and  ti-oubles  of  the  soul  1 
Oh,  my  Rebecca  !  my  disorder'd  mind 
No  help  in  study,  none  in  thought  can  find  ; 
What  must  I  do,  Rebecca?"     She  proposed 
The  parish  guide  ;  but  what  could  be  disclosed 
To  a  proud  priest  ?  "  No  !  him  have  I  defied, 
Insulted,  slighted — shall  he  be  my  guide  ? 
But  one  there  is,  and  if  report  be  just, 
A  wise  good  man,  whom  I  may  safely  tiiist ; 
Who  goes  from  house  to  house,  from  ear  to  ear. 
To  make  his  truths,  his  gospel- truths  appear  ; 
True  if  indeed  they  be,  'tis  time  that  I  should  heai". 
Send  for  that  man  ;  and  if  report  be  just, 
I,  like  Cornelius,  will  the  teacher  tnist ; 
But  if  deceiver,  I  the  vile  deceit 
Shall  soon  discover,  and  discharge  the  cjieat." 

To  Doctor  Mollet  was  the  grief  confess'd, 
While  Gwyn  the  freedom  of  his  mind  express'd  ; 
Yet  own'd  it  was  to  ills  and  errors  ijrone. 
And  he  for  guilt  and  frailtj'  nuist  atone. 
"  My  books,  perhaps,"  the  wav'ring  mortal  cried, 
"  Like  men  deceive  ;  I  would  be  satisfied  ; 
And  to  my  soul  the  pious  man  may  bring 
Comfort  and  light :  do  let  me  try  the  thing." 

The  cousins  met  ;  what  pass'd  with  Gwyn  was  told  : 
"  Alas  !  "  the  doctor  said,  "  how  hard  to  hold 
These  easy  minds,  whore  all  impressions  made 
At  first  sink  deeply,  and  then  ( [uickly  fade  ; 
For  while  so  strong  these  new-born  fancies  reign. 
We  must  divert  them, — to  oppose  is  vain  : 
You  see  him  valiant  now,  lie  scorns  to  hoed 
Tlie  bigot's  threat'nings  or  the  zealot's  creed  ; 
Shook  by  a  dream,  he  next  for  truth  receives 
What  frenzy  teaches,  and  what  fear  believes  ; 
And  this  will  place  him  in  the  power  of  one 
Whom  we  must  seek,  because  wo  cannot  shim." 

Wis])  had  been  ostler  at  a  busy  inn, 
Where  he  beheld  and  grew  in  dread  of  sin  ; 
Then  to  a  Baptists'  meeting  found  his  way, 
Became  a  convert,  and  was  taught  to  pray  ; 
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Then  preach'd  ;  and,  being  earnest  and  sincere 

Brought  other  sinners  to  religious  fear  : 

Together  grew  his  influence  and  his  fame. 

Till  our  dejected  hero  heard  his  name  : 

His  little  failings  were  a  grain  of  pride, 

Raised  by  the  numbers  he  presumed  to  gTiide 

A  love  of  presents,  and  of  lofty  praise 

For  his  meek  spirit  and  his  humble  ways  ; 

But  though  this  spirit  would  on  flattery  feed, 

No  praise  could  blind  him  and  no  arts  mislead  : — 

To  him  the  doctor  made  the  wishes  known 

Of  his  good  patron,  but  conceal'd  his  own  ; 

He  of  all  teachers  had  distrust  and  doubt, 

And  was  reserved  in  what  he  came  about  ; 

Though  on  a  plain  and  simple  message  sent. 

He  had  a  secret  and  a  bold  intent : 

Their  minds  at  first  were  deeply  veil'd  ;  disguise 

Form'd  the  slow  speech,  and  oped  the  eager  eyes ; 

Till  by  degrees  sufficient  light  was  thrown 

On  e\"ery  view,  and  all  the  business  shown. 

Wisp,  !is  a  skilful  guide  who  led  the  blind. 

Had  powers  to  rule  and  awe  the  vapourish  mind  ; 

But  not  the  changeful  will,  tlie  wavering  fear  to  bind  : 

And  should  his  conscience  give  him  leave  to  dwell 

With  Gwyn,  and  every  rival  power  expel 

(A  dubious  point),  yet  he,  with  every  care. 

Might  soon  the  lot  of  the  rejected  share  ; 

And  other  Wisps  be  found  like  him  to  reign. 

And  then  bo  thrown  upon  the  world  again  • 

He  thought  it  prudent  then,  and  felt  it  just, 

The  present  guides  of  his  new  friend  to  trust : 

True,  he  conceived  to  touch  the  luirder  heart 

Of  the  cool  doctor,  was  beyond  his  art ; 

But  mild  Kebecca  he  could  surely  sway. 

While  Gwyn  would  follow  where  she  led  the  way  : 

So  to  do  good,  (and  why  a  duty  shun 

Because  rewarded  for  the  good  when  done  ?) 

He  with  his  friends  would  join  in  all  they  plann'd. 

Save  when  his  faith  or  feelings  should  withstand  ; 

There  he  must  rest  sole  judge  of  his  aflairs. 

While  they  might  rule  exclusively  in  theirs. 

When  Gwyn  his  message  to  the  teacher  sent. 
He  fear'd  his  friends  would  show  their  discontent  ; 
And  prudent  seeni'd  it  to  th'  attendant  pair, 
Not  all  at  once  to  show  an  aspect  fair  : 
On  Wisp  they  seem'd  to  look  with  jealous  eye. 
And  fair  llcbccca  was  demure  and  shy  ; 
B\it  by  degrees  the  teacher's  worth  the,y  knew, 
Anil  were  so  kind,  they  socm'd  converted  too. 

Wis])  took  occasion  t(j  the  nymph  to  say, 
"You  must  be  married  :  will  you  name  the  day?" 
She  smiled, — '"Tis  well  :  but  should  he  not  comply 
Is  it  quite  safe  th'  ex]ieriiiicnt  to  try  ?" 
"My  child,"  the  teacher  said,  "  who  feels  romoree 
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(And  feels  not  he  ?)  must  wish  relief  of  course  : 
And  can  he  find  it,  while  he  fears  the  crime  1 — 
You  must  be  married  ;  will  you  name  the  time  ?" 

Glad  was  the  patron  as  a  man  could  be. 
Yet  marvell'd  too,  to  find  his  guides  agree  ; 
"But  what  the  cause?"  he  cried  ;  "'tis  genuine  love  for  me." 

Each  found  his  part,  and  let  one  act  describe 
The  powers  and  honours  of  th'  accordant  tribe  : — 
A  man  for  favour  to  the  mansion  speeds. 
And  cons  his  threefold  task  as  he  proceeds  ; 
To  teacher  Wisp  he  bows  with  humble  air. 
And  begs  his  interest  for  a  ham's  repair  : 
Then  for  the  doctor  he  inquires,  who  loves 
To  hear  applause  for  what  his  skill  improves, 
And  gives  for  praise,  assent — and  to  the  fair 
He  brings  of  pullets  a  delicious  jDair  ; 
Thus  sees  a  peasant,  with  discernment  nice, 
A  love  of  power,  conceit,  and  avarice. 

Lo  !  now  the  change  complete  :  the  convert  Gwyn 
Has  sold  his  books,  and  has  renounced  his  sin  ; 
Mollet  his  body  order.s.  Wisp  his  soul. 
And  o'er  his  purse  the  lady  takes  conti'ol ; 
No  fi-iends  beside  he  needs,  and  none  attend — 
Soul,  body,  and  estate,  has  each  a  friend  ; 
And  fair  Rebecca  leads  a  virtuous  life- 
She  rules  a  mistress,  and  she  reigns  a  wife. 
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PROCKASTINATION. 

Heaven  witness 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  iiud  humble  vilie.—Ilcnrtj  YIIl. 

(Jentlo  lady, 
^^^len  first  T  did  impart  my  love  to  you, 
1  freely  told  you  all  the  wealth  I  \iaA.—  ilerchant  of  Venice. 

Tlie  fearftil  time, 
Cuts  off  all  ceremonies  and  \owa  of  love, 
And  ample  interchauKo  of  sweet  discourse, 
WTiich  so  lont'  sunder'd  Iriends  should  dwell  upon. 

Richard  J 1 1. 

I  know  thee  not,  old  man  ;  fall  to  thy  prayere.— 2  Henrij  IV. 

Farewell, 
Thou  pure  impiety,  tliou  impious  purity. 
For  thee  I'll  lock  up  all  the  gates  ol  love. 

Mucli  Ado  about  Xuthing. 

Love  will  expire— the  gay,  the  happy  dream 
Will  turn  to  scorn,  indifl'rencc,  or  esteem  : 
Some  favour'd  pairs,  in  this  exchange,  are  blest, 
Nor  sigh  for  raptures  in  a  state  of  rest ; 
Others,  illmatch'd,  with  minds  unpair'd.  repent 
At  once  the  deed,  and  know  no  more  content ; 
From  joy  to  anguish  they,  in  haste,  decline, 
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And,  with  their  fondness,  their  esteem  resign  ; 
Llore  luckless  still  their  fate,  who  are  the  prey 
Of  long-protracted  hope  and  dull  delay  ; 
'ifid  plans  of  bliss  the  heavy  hom-s  pass  on, 
Till  love  is  wither'd,  and  till  joy  is  gone. 

This  gentle  flame  two  youthful  hearts  possess'd. 
The  sweet  disturber  of  unenvied  rest  ; 
The  prudent  Dinah  was  the  maid  beloved. 
And  the  kind  Ruptrt  was  the  swain  approved  ; 
A  wealthy  aunt  her  gentle  niece  sustain'd, 
He,  with  a  father,  at  his  desk  remain'd  ; 
The  youthful  couple,  to  their  vows  sincere, 
Thus  loved  expectant ;  year  succeeding  year, 
With  pleasant  views  and  hopes,  but  not  a  prospect  near. 
Kupert  some  comfort  in  his  station  saw. 
But  the  poor  \'irg-in  lived  in  dread  and  awe  ; 
Upon  her  anxious  looks  the  widow  smiled, 
And  bade  her  wait,  "  for  she  was  yet  a  child." 
She  for  her  neighbour  had  a  due  respect. 
Nor  would  his  son  encourage  or  reject ; 
And  thus  the  pair,  with  expectations  vain, 
Beheld  the  seasons  change  and  change  again  ; 
Meantime  the  njTni^h  her  tender  tales  perused. 
Where  cruel  aunts  impatient  girls  refused  ; 
WTiile  hers,  though  teasing,  boasted  to  be  kind. 
And  she,  resenting,  to  be  all  resign'd. 

The  dame  was  sick,  and  when  the  youth  applied 
For  her  consent,  she  groan'd,  and  cough'd,  and  cried, 
Talk'd  of  departing,  and  again  her  breath 
Drew  hard,  and  cough'd  and  talk'd  again  of  death  : 
"  Hero  you  may  live,  my  Dinah  !  here  the  boy 
And  you  together  my  estate  enjoy  :  " 
Thus  to  the  lovers  was  her  mind  express'd, 
Till  they  forbore  to  urge  the  fond  request. 

Servant,  and  nurse,  an<l  comforter,  and  friend, 
Dinah  had  still  some  duty  to  attend  ; 
But  yet  their  walk,  when  Rupert's  evening  call 
Obtain'd  an  hour,  made  sweet  amends  for  all  ; 
So  long  they  now  each  other's  thoughts  had  known, 
That  nothing  seem'd  exclusively  their  own  ; 
But  with  the  common  wish,  the  mutual  fear. 
They  now  had  travell'd  to  their  thirtieth  year. 

At  length  a  pr  jsjiect  open'd — but  alas  ! 
Long  time  must  yet,  before  the  union,  pass. 
Rupert  was  call'd,  in  other  clime,  t'  increa.se 
Another's  wealth,  and  toil  for  future  peace. 
Loth  were  the  lovers,  hnt  the  aimt  declai-ed 
'Twas  fortune's  call,  and  they  must  be  prepared  : 
'•  You  now  arc  young,  and  for  this  bi'icf  delay, 
And  Din.ah's  care,  what  1  bequeath  will  pay  ; 
All  will  be  yoiu's;  nay,  love,  sujipress  that  sigh  ; 
The  kind  must  suffer,  and  the  l)est  must  dio  :" 
Then  came  the  coucrh,  and  strong  the  signs  it  gave 
Of  holding  long  contention  with  the  grave. 
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The  lovers  parted  with  a  gloomy  view, 
And  little  comfort,  but  tliat  both  wei-e  true  ; 
He  for  uncertain  duties  doom'd  to  steer. 
While  hers  remain'd  too  certain  and  severe. 

Letters  arrived,  and  Rupert  fairly  told 
"  His  cares  were  many,  and  his  hopes  were  cold  : 
The  view  more  clouded,  that  was  never  fafr, 
And  love  alone  i:ireserved  him  from  despair  :" 
In  other  letters  brig'hter  hopes  he  drew, 
"  His  friends  were  kind,  and  he  believed  them  true." 

When  the  sage  widow  Dinah's  grief  descried. 
She  wonder'd  much  why  one  so  hajjpy  sigh'd  : 
Then  bade  her  see  how  her  poor  aunt  sustain'd 
The  ills  of  life,  nor  murmur'd  nor  complain'd. 
To  vary  pleasures,  from  the  lady's  chest 
Were  drawn  the  pearly  string  and  tabbj^  vest ; 
Beads,  jewels,  laces,  all  their  value  shown. 
With  the  kind  notice — "They  will  be  your  own." 

This  hope,  these  comforts,  cherish'd  day  by  day, 
To  Dinah's  bosom  made  a  gradual  way  ; 
Till  love  of  treasure  had  as  large  a  part 
As  love  of  Rupert,  in  the  virgin's  lieart. 
Whether  it  be  that  tender  passions  fail. 
From  their  own  nature,  while  the  strong  prevail ; 
Or  whether  av'rice,  like  the  poison-tree,* 
Kills  all  beside  it,  and  alone  will  bo  ; 
Whatever  cause  prevail'd,  the  pleasure  grew 
In  Dinah's  soul, — she  loved  the  hoards  to  view  ; 
With  liveh'  joy  those  comforts  she  survey' d, 
And  love  grew  languid  in  tlie  careful  maid. 

Now  the  grave  niece  partook  the  widow's  cares, 
Look'd  to  the  great,  and  ruled  the  small  affairs  ; 
Saw  clean'd  the  plate,  arranged  the  china-show. 
And  felt  her  passion  for  a  shilling  grow  : 
Th'  indulgent  aunt  increased  the  nuud's  delight, 
B)'  placing  tokens  of  her  wealth  in  sight ; 
She  loved  the  value  of  lier  bonds  to  tell, 
And  spake  of  stocks,  and  how  they  rose  and  fall. 

This  passion  grew,  and  gain'd  at  length  such  sway, 
That  other  passions  slirank  to  make  it  way  ; 
Romantic  notions  now  the  heart  forsook, 
She  read  but  seldom,  and  she  changed  her  book  ; 
And  for  the  verses  she  was  wont  to  send, 
Short  was  her  prose,  and  she  was  Rupert's  friend. 
Seldom  she  wrote,  and  then  the  widow's  cough, 
And  constant  call,  excused  her  breaking  off'; 
Who  now  opprcss'd,  no  longer  took  the  air. 
But  sat  and  dozed  upon  an  easy  chair. 
The  cautious  doctor  saw  the  case  was  clear, 
But  judged  it  best  to  have  companions  near  ; 
They  came,  they  reason' d,  they  prescribed, — at  last, 

■  Allusion  is  here  ina<Te,  riot  to  tlie  well-known  species  of  mimnrh,  called  the  poison- 
o^k.or  (rjj-i(orfcn</r')»i.  but  to  the  upaa,  or  po  .ou-tree  of  Juva  :  whether  it  be  real  or 
imasiiutr>'.  this  is  uu  iiropcr  place  for  iuquiiy. 
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Like  honest  men,  they  said  their  hopes  were  past ; 
Then  came  a  priest — 'tis  comfort  to  reflect. 
When  a\]  is  over,  there  was  no  neglect  : 
And  all  was  over.     Bj-  her  husband's  bones, 
The  widow  rests  beneath  the  sculptured  stones. 
That  yet  record  their  fondness  and  their  fame. 
While  all  they  left  the  virgin's  care  became  ; 
Stock,  bonds,  and  buildings  ;  it  disturb'd  her  rest, 
To  think  what  load  of  troubles  she  jiossess'd  : 
Yet,  if  a  trouble,  she  resolved  to  take 
Th'  important  duty  for  the  donor's  sake ; 
She  too  was  heiress  to  the  widow's  taste. 
Her  love  of  hoarding,  and  her  dread  of  waste. 

Sometimes  the  past  would  on  her  mind  intrade, 
And  then  a  conflict  full  of  care  ensued  ; 
The  thouglits  of  Rupert  on  her  mind  would  press. 
His  worth  she  knew,  but  doubted  his  success  : 
Ot  old  she  saw  him  heedless  ;  what  the  boy 
Forbore  to  save,  the  man  would  not  enjoy  ; 
Oft  had  he  lost  the  chance  that  care  would  seize. 
Willing  to  live,  but  more  to  live  at  ease  : 
Yet  could  she  not  a  broken  vow  defend, 
And  Heav'n,  perhaps,  might  yet  enrich  her  friend. 

Month  after  month  was  pass'd,  and  all  were  spent 
In  quiet  comfort,  and  in  rich  content ; 
Miseries  there  were,  and  woes  the  world  around. 
But  these  had  not  her  pleasant  dwelling  found  ; 
She  knew  that  mothers  grieved,  and  widows  wept. 
And  she  was  sorry,  said  her  prayers,  and  slept : 
Thus  pass'd  the  seasons,  and  to  Dinah's  board 
Gave  what  the  seasons  to  the  rich  afford  ; 
For  she  indulged,  nor  was  her  heart  so  small, 
That  one  strong  passion  should  engross  it  all. 

A  love  of  splendour  now  with  av'rice  strove. 
And  oft  appear'd  to  be  the  stronger  love : 
A  secret  pleasure  fill'd  the  widow's  breast, 
When  she  reflected  on  the  hoards  possess'd  ; 
But  livelier  joy  inspired  th'  ambitious  maid. 
When  she  the  jiurchase  of  those  hoards  chsplay'd  : 
In  small  but  splendid  room  she  loved  to  see 
That  all  was  placed  in  view  and  harmony. 
There,  as  with  eager  glance  she  look'd  around, 
She  much  delight  in  every  object  found. 
While  books  devout  were  near  her — to  destroy. 
Should  it  arise,  an  overflow  of  joy. 

Within  that  fair  apartment  guests  might  seo 
The  comforts  cull'd  for  wealth  by  vanity  : 
Around  the  room  an  Indian  paper  blazed. 
With  lively  tint  and  figin-cs  boldly  raised  ; 
Silky  an<l  soft  upon  the  floor  below, 
Th'  elastic  carpet  rose  with  crimson  glow  ; 
All  things  arovnid  imj)lied  both  cost  and  care, 
What  met  the  eye  was  elegant  or  rare  ; 
Some  curious  trifles  round  the  room  were  laid. 
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By  hope  presented  to  the  wealthy  maid  ; 

Within  a  costly  case  of  varnishM  wood, 

111  level  rows,  her  polish'd  volumes  stood  ; 

Shown  as  a  favour  to  a  chosen  few, 

To  prove  what  beauty  for  a  hook  could  do  : 

A  silver  urn  with  curious  work  was  frau^^ht  ; 

A  silver  lamp  from  Giocian  i)attcrn  wrou^'ht : 

Above  her  head,  all  gorgeous  to  behold, 

A  time-piece  stood  on  feet  of  burnish'd  gold  ; 

A  stag's-head  crest  adorn'd  the  jiicturod  case, 

Through  the  pure  crystal  shone  the  cnamell'd  face  ; 

And  while  on  brilliants  moved  the  hands  of  steel, 

It  click'd  from  [irayer  to  prayer,  from  meal  to  meal. 

Here  as  the  la<ly  sat,  a  friendly  pair 
Stcpp'd  in  t'  admire  the  view,  and  took  thoir  chair  : 
Tliey  then  related  how  the  young  and  gay 
Were  thoughtless  wandering  in  the  broad  highway  : 
How  tender  damsels  sail'd  in  tilted  boats, 
And  laugh'd  with  wicked  men  in  scarlet  coats  ; 
And  how  wo  live  in  such  degeii'i'ate  times, 
'J'hat  men  conceal  their  wants  and  show  their  crimes 
While  vicioiLS  deeds  are  screen'd  by  fashion's  name, 
Ami  what  was  once  our  pride  is  now  our  shame. 
Dinah  was  musing,  as  her  friends  discoursed, 
When  these  last  words  a  sudden  entrance  forced 
Ui)on  her  mind,  and  what  was  once  lier  pi-ido 
And  now  her  shame,  some  painful  views  supplied  ; 
Thoughts  of  the  past  within  hor  bosom  pross'd. 
And  there  a  change  was  felt,  and  was  confess'd. 
While  thus  the  virgin  strove  with  secret  pain, 
llor  mind  was  waiulering  o'er  the  troubled  main  ; 
Still  she  was  silent,  nothing  seem'dto  see. 
But  sat  and  sigh'd  in  pensive  reverie. 

The  friends  i>reparcd  new  subjects  to  begin, 
When  tall  Susannah,  maiden  starch,  stalk'd  in; 
Not  in  hor  ancient  mode,  sedate  and  slow, 
As  when  she  came,  the  mind  she  knew,  to  know  ; 
Nor  as,  when  Jist'ning  half  an  hour  befoi-e, 
She  twice  or  thrice  tapp'd  gently  at  the  door  ; 
But  all  decorum  cast  in  wrath  a.side, 
"  I  think  the  devil 's  in  the  man  !  "  she  cried  ; 
"A  huge  tall  sailor,  with  liis  tawny  cheek 
And  pitted  face,  will  with  my  hwly  siieak  ; 
Ho  grinn'd  an  ugly  smile,  and  saiil  he  knew. 
Please  you,  mv  lady,  'twould  be  joy  to  you  : 
What  must  f  answer  ? "     Trembling  arid  distress'd 
Sank  the  pale  I>inah  by  her  fears  oppress'd  ; 
When  thus  alarm'd,  and  brooking  no  delay, 
Swift  to  her  room  the  stranger  made  his  way. 

"  llevive,  my  love  !  "  said  ho,  "  I've  done  thee  harm  ; 
Give  mo  thy  pardon,"  and  ho  look'd  alarm  : 
Meantime  the  prudent  J^iiiah  had  contrived 
Her  s(ml  to  (luestion,  and  she  then  revived. 

"  See  !  my  good  friend,"  and  then  she  raised  her  head, 
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"  The  bloom  of  life,  the  strength  of  youth  is  flod  ; 
Living  we  die  ;  to  us  the  world  is  dead  ; 
We  parted  bless'd  with  health,  and  I  am  now 
Age-struck  and  feeble— so  I  find  art  thou ; 
Thine  eye  is  sunken,  furrow'd  is  thy  face. 
And  downward  look'st  thou — so  we  run  our  race  ; 
And  happier  they  whose  race  is  nearly  run. 
Their  troubles  ovei-,  and  their  duties  done." 

"True,  lady,  true — we  are  notg-irl  and  boy. 
But  time  has'loft  us  something  to  enjoy." 
"  What  !  hast  thou  learn'd  my  fortune  ?— yes,  I  live 
To  feel  how  poor  the  comforts  wealth  can  give  : 
Thou  too.  perhaps,  art  wealthy  ;  but  our  fate 
Still  mocks  our  wishes  ;  wealth  is  come  too  late." 

' '  To  me  nor  late  nor  early,  I  am  come 
Poor  as  1  left  thee  to  my  native  home  : 
Nor  yet,"  said  Rupert,  "  will  I  grieve  ;  'tis  mino 
To  share  thy  comforts,  and  the  glory  thine  : 
For  thou  wilt  gladly  take  that  generous  part 
That  both  exalts  aiid  gratifies  the  heart ; 
While  mine  rejoices."'    "  Heavens  ! "  retyrn'd  the  maid, 
"  This  talk  to  one  so  wither'd  and  decay'd  ? 
No  !  all  my  care  is  now  to  lit  my  mind 
For  other  spousal,  and  to  die  resign'd  ; 
As  friend  and  neighbour,  I  shall  hope  to  see 
These  noble  views,  this  pious  love  in  thee  ; 
That  wo  together  may  the  change  await, 
Guides  and  spectators  in  each  other's  fate  ; 
When  fellow-pilgrims,  we  shall  daily  crave 
The  mutual  prayei-  that  arms  us  for  the  grave." 

Half  angry,  half  in  doubt,  the  lover  gazed 
On  the  meek  maiden,  by  her  speech  amazed  : 
"  Dinah,"  said  he,  "  dost  thou  respect  thy  vows  ? 
What  spousal  mean'st  thou  1 — thou  art  Rupert's  spouse  ; 
The  chance  is  mino  to  take,  and  thine  to  give  : 
But,  trifling  this,  if  we  together  live. 
Can  I  believe  that,  after  all  the  past. 
Our  vows,  our  loves,  thou  wilt  be  false  at  last  ? 
Something  thou  hast — I  know  not  what— in  view  ; 
I  finrl  thee  ])ious — let  me  find  thco  true." 

"Ah  !  cruel  this;  but  do,  my  friend,  depart ; 
And  to  its  feelings  leave  my  wounded  hcait." 

"  Nay,  speak  at  once  ;  and  Dinah,  let  mo  know, 
Jfean'.st  thou  to  take  me,  now  I'm  wreck'd,  in  tow  ? 
Be  fair  ;  nor  longer  keep  mo  in  the  dark  ! 
Am  I  forsaken  for  a  trimmer  spark  ? 
Heaven's  sixnise  thou  art  not,  nor  can  I  believe 
That  God  accepts  her  who  will  man  deceive  : 
True  I  am  shattcr'd,  I  huvo  service  seen, 
Anil  service  done,  and  havo  in  trouble  been  ; 
My  check  (it  shames  me  not)  has  lost  its  red, 
And  tiio  brown  buff  is  o'er  my  features  spread  : 
Perchance  my  speech  is  lude  ;  for  I  among 
Th'  untamed  "havo  been,  in  temper  and  iu  tonguo  ; 
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Have  been  trepann'd,  have  lived  in  toil  and  care, 
And  wrought  for  wealth  I  was  not  doom'd  to  share  ; 
It  touch' d"  me  deeply,  for  I  felt  a  pride 
In  gaining  riches  for  my  destined  bride  : 
Speak  then  my  fate  ;  for  these  my  sorrows  past. 
Time  lost,  youth  fled,  hope  wearied,  and  at  last 
This  doubt  of  thee— a  childish  thing  to  tell, 
But  certain  tr\ith — my  very  throat  they  swell  : 
They  stop  the  breath,  and'but  for  shame  could  I 
Give  way  to  weakness,  and  with  passion  cry  ; 
These  are  unmanly  struggles,  but  I  feel 
This  hour  must  end  them,  and  perhaps  will  heal." 

Here  Dinah  sigh'd,  as  if  afraid  to  speak. 
And  then  repeated—"  They  were  frail  and  weak  : 
His  soul  she  loved,  and  hoped  he  had  the  grace 
To  fix  his  thoughts  upon  a  better  place." 
She  ceased  ;— with  steady  glance,  as  if  to  see 
The  very  root  of  this  hypocrisy,— _ 
He  her  small  fingers  moulded  in  his  hard 
And  bronzed  broad  hand  ;  then  told  her  his  regard, 
His  best  respect,  were  gone,  but  love  had  still 
Hold  in  his  heart,  and  govern'd  yet  the  will— 
Or  he  would  curse  her  :  saying  this,  ho  threw 
The  hand  in  scorn  away,  and  bade  adieu 
To  every  lingering  hope,  with  every  care  in  view. 
Proud  ami  indignant,  suffering,  sick,  and  p  jor. 
He  grieved  unseen  ;  and  spoke  ol  love  no  more — 
Till  all  he  felt  in  indignation  died. 
As  hers  had  sunk  in  avarice  and  pride. 

In  health  declining,  as  in  mind  distress' d. 
To  some  in  power  his  troubles  he  confess'd, 
And  shares  a  parish  gift ;  at  prayers  he  sees 
The  pious  Dinah  droi)p'd  upon  her  knees  ; 
Thence  as  she  walks  the  street  with  stately  air, 
As  chance  directs,  oft  meet  the  parted  jiair  ; 
When  ho,  with  thickset  coat  of  badgeinan's  blue, 
Moves  near  her  shaded  silk  of  changeful  hue  ;_ 
When  his  thin  locks  of  grey  approach  her  braid, 
A  costly  purchase  made  in  beauty's  aid  ; 
When  his  frank  air,  and  his  unstudied  pace. 
Are  scon  with  her  soft  manner,  air,  aud  grace  ;_ 
And  his  plain  artless  look  with  her  sharp  meaning  face  ; 
It  miglit  some  wonder  in  a  stranger  move, 
How  these  together  could  liavo  talk'd  of  love. 

Behold  them  now  I— sec  there  a  tradesman  stands. 
And  humbly  hearkens  to  some  fresh  commands  ; 
He  moves  to  speak,  she  interrupts  him — "  IStay," 
Her  air  expresses — '•  Hark  to  what  I  say  !" 
Ten  paces  off,  poor  Rupert  on  a  seat 
Has  taken  refuge  from  the  noon-day  heat, 
His  eyes  on  her  intent,  as  if  to  find 
What  were  tho  movements  of  that  subtle  mind  : 
How  still— how  earnest  is  ho  !— it  appears 
His  thoughts  are  waud'ring  through  his  earlier  years ; 
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Through  years  of  fruitless  labour,  to  the  day 

When  all  his  earthly  prospects  died  away  : 

"  Had  I,"  ho  thinks,  "been  wealthier  of  the  two. 

Would  she  have  found  me  so  unkind,  untrue — 

Or  knows  not  man  when  poor,  what  man  when  rich  will  do  1 

Yes,  yes  !  I  feel  that  I  had  faithful  proved, 

And  should  have  soothed  and  raised  her,  bless'd  and  loved." 

But  Dinah  moves — she  had  observed  before 
The  pensive  liupert  at  an  humble  door  : 
Some  thoughts  ot  pity  raised  liy  his  distress. 
Some  fecliny  touch  of  ancient  tenderness, 
Religion,  duty,  urged  the  maid  to  speak, 
In  terms  of  kindness  to  a  man  so  weak  : 
But  pride  forbade,  and  to  return  would  prove 
She  felt  the  shame  of  his  neglected  love  ; 
Nor  wrapp'd  in  silence  could  she  pass,  afraid 
Each  eye  should  see  her,  and  each  heart  ujibraiJ  ; 
One  way  remain' d — the  way  the  Levite  took. 
Who  without  mercy  could  on  misery  look 
(A  way  perceived  by  craft,  approved  by  pride); 
She  ci-oss'd  and  pass'd  him  on  the  oiher  side. 
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It  were  all  one. 
That  I  shoiUd  love  a  bright  jiarticuljir  star. 
And  think  to  wed  it ;  he  is  ao  above  me  : 
In  his  bright  radiance  and  collateral  light 
Hu3t  X  be  comlorted,  not  in  his  sphere. 

Air  a  Well  that  Ends  tfe.l 

Poor  wretclies  that  depend 
On  greatness'  favours,  dream  as  I  have  done  ; 
Wake,  and  find  nothing.  drmbeline. 


And  slnce- 


Th'  affliction  of  my  mind  amends,  with  which, 
1  tear,  a  madness  held  me.  Tempest. 

A  EOROUGH-BAILIFF,  who  to  law  was  train'd, 
A  wife  and  .sons  in  decent  state  maintain'd. 
He  had  his  way  in  life's  rough  ocean  steer'd. 
And  many  a  rock  and  coast  of  danger  clcar'd  : 
He  saw  where  otliers  fail'd,  and  care  had  he, 
Others  in  him  should  not  such  failings  see. 
His  sons  in  various  busy  states  were  placed. 
And  all  began  the  sweets  of  gain  to  taste. 
Save  John,  the  younger,  who,  of  sprightly  parts, 
Felt  not  a  love  for  money-making  arts  : 
In  childho<id  feeble,  he,  for  country  air. 
Had  long  resided  with  a  rustic  jiair  ; 
All  round  whose  room  were  <lolutal  liallada,  songs. 
Of  lovers'  suflorings,  and  of  ladies'  wrongs  ; 
Ot  peevish  ghosts  who  came  at  dark  midnight, 

U 
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For  breach  of  promise,  guilty  men  to  fright ; 
Love,  marriage,  murder,  were  tlie  themes,  with  these, 
All  that  on  idle,  ardent  spirits  seize  ; 
Robbers  at  land,  and  jiirates  on  the  main, 
Enchanters  foil'd,  spells  broken,  giants  slain  ; 
Legends  of  love,  with  tales  of  hal's  and  bowers. 
Choice  ot  rare  songs,  and  garlands  of  choice  flowers. 
And  all  the  hungr}'  mind  without  a  choice  devouis. 

From  village  children  kept  apart  by  pride. 
With  such  enjoyments,  and  without  a  guide. 
Inspired  by  feelings  all  such  works  infused, 
John  snatch'd  a  pen,  and  wrote  as  he  perused  : 
With  the  like  fancy  he  could  make  his  knight 
Slaj'  half  a  host  and  put  the  rest  to  flight ; 
With  the  like  knowledge  he  could  make  him  rido 
From  isle  to  isle  at  J-'arthenissn's  side  ; 
And  with  a  heart  yet  free,  no  busy  brain 
Form'd  wilder  notions  of  delight  and  pain, 
The  raptures  smiles  create,  the  anguish  of  disdain. 

Such  were  the  fruits  of  John's  poetic  toil — 
Weeds,  but  still  proofs  of  vigour  in  the  soil : 
He  nothing  pui-jjosed  but  with  vast  delight, 
Let  fancy  loose,  and  wonder' d  at  her  flight : 
His  notions  of  poetic  worth  were  high, 
And  of  his  own  still-hoarded  poetry  ; 
These  to  his  father's  house  he  bore  with  pride, 
A  miser's  treasure,  in  his  room  to  hide  ; 
Till  sjjurr'd  by  glor}',  to  a  reading  friend. 
He  kindly  show'd  the  sonnets  he  had  penn'd  : 
With  erring  judgment,  though  with  heart  sincere. 
That  friend  exclaim'd   "  These  beauties  must  appear." 
In  magazines  they  claim'd  their  sliarc  of  fame, 
Though  undistinguisli'd  by  their  author's  name  ; 
And  with  delight  the  young  enthusiast  found 
The  muse  of  "  Marcus"  with  applauses  crown'd. 
This  heard  the  father,  and  with  some  alarm  ; 
"  The  boy,"  said  ho,  "will  neither  trade  nor  farm  ; 
He  for  both  law  and  j^hj-sie  is  unflt. 
Wit  he  may  have,  but  camiot  live  on  wit : 
Let  him  his  talents  then  to  leaniing  give, 
Wliere  verse  is  honour'd,  and  whore  poet'^  live." 

John  kept  his  terms  at  college  unroproved, 
Took  his  degree,  and  left  the  life  he  loved  ; 
Not  yet  ordain'd,  his  leisure  he  emjiloy'd 
In  the  light  labouis  he  so  much  enjoy'd  ; 
His  favourite  notions  and  his  daring  views 
Were  cherisli'<l  still,  and  he  adored  the  muf^o. 

"  A  little  time,  and  he  should  burst  to  light, 
And  admiration  of  the  world  excite  ; 
And  every  friend,  now  cool  and  aj>t  to  blame 
11  is  fond  pursuit,  would  wonder  at  his  fame." 
When  led  by  fancy,  and  from  view  retired, 
He  call'd  belore  liim  all  his  hoart  desired  ; 
"Fame  shall  be  mine,  then  wealth  shall  I  possess. 
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And  beauty  next  an  ardent  lover  bloss  ; 
For  me  the  luaid  shall  leave  her  nobler  state, 
Happy  to  raise  and  share  her  poet's  fate." 
He  saw  each  day  his  father's  frugal  board, 
With  simple  fare  by  cautious  prudence  stored  : 
"Where  each  indulgence  wiis  foreweigh'd  with  care, 
And  the  grand  maxims  wore  to  save  and  spare  : 
Yet  in  his  walks,  his  closet,  and  his  bed, 
All  frugal  cares  and  prudent  counsels  fled  ; 
And  bounteous  Fancy,  for  his  glowing  mind,  _ 
Wrought  various  scenes,  and  all  of  glorious  kind  : 
Slaves  of  the  ring  and  lamp  !  what  need  of  you. 
When  Fancy's  self  such  magic  deeds  can  do  '< 

Though  rapt  in  \-isions  of  no  vulgar  kind, 
To  commou  subjects  stoop'd  our  poet's  mind  ; 
And  oft  when  wearied  with  more  ardent  flight. 
Ho  felt  a  spur  satiric  song  to  write  ; 
A  rival  burgess  his  bold  muse  attack' d, 
And  wliiiip'd  severely  for  a  well-known  fact  ; 
For  while  he  secm'd  to  all  demure  and  shy, 
Our  poet  gazed  at  what  was  passing  by  ; 
And  e'en  his  father  smiled  when  playful  wit,  _ 
From  his  young  bard,  some  haughty  object  hit. 

From  ancient  times,  the  borough  where  they  dwelt 
Had  mighty  contests  at  elections  felt ; 
Sir  Godtroy  Ball,  'tis  true,  had  held  in  pay 
Electors  many  for  the  trying  day  ; 
But  in  such  golden  chains  to  bind  them  all 
Pioquired  too  much  for  e'en  Sir  Godfrey  Ball. 
A  member  died,  and  to  supply  his  place 
Two  heroes  entor'd  for  th'  important  race  ; 
Sir  Godfrey's  friend  and  Earl  Fitzdonnel's  son, 
Lord  Frederick  Damor,  both  prepared  to  run  ; 
And  partial  numbers  saw,  with  vast  delight. 
Their  good  j'oung  lord  oppose  the  proud  old  knight. 

Our  poet's  father,  at  a  first  request. 
Gave  the  young  lord  his  vote  and  interest ; 
And  what  he  could  our  poet,  for  he  stung 
The  foe  by  verse  satiric,  said  and  sung. 
Lord  Frederick  hoard  of  all  this  youthful  zeal, 
And  felt  as  lords  upon  a  canvass  feel  ; 
Ho  read  the  satire,  and  he  saw  the  use 
That  such  cool  insult,  and  such  keen  abuse. 
Might  on  the  wavering  minds  of  voting  men  produce  ; 
Then  too  his  praises  were  in  contrast  seen, 
"  A  lord  as  noble  as  the  knight  was  mean.' 

"  I  much  rejoice,"  he  cried,   "  such  worth  to  find  ; 
To  this  the  woi-ld  must  be  no  longer  blind  : 
His  glory  will  descend  from  sire  to  son. 
The  Burns  of  English  race,  the  hapjuer  Chattortou.'' 
Our  poet's  minil  now  hurried  and  elate, 
Alarm'd  the  anxious  pare? 1 1,  fur  liis  fate  ; 
Who  saw  with  sorrow,  should  their  friend  succeed, 
That  much  discretion  would  the  poet  need. 
U  2 
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Their  friend  succeeded,  and  repaid  the  zeal 
The  poet  lelt,  and  made  opposers  leel. 
By  praise  (irom  lords  how  soothing  and  how  sweet !  ) 
An  invitation  to  his  noble  seat. 
The  father  ponder'd,  doubttul  if  the  brain 
Of  his  proud  hoy  such  honour  could  sustain  ; 
Pleased  with  the  iavoure  ofier'd  to  a  son, 
But  seeing  dangers  few  so  ardent  shun. 

Thus  when  they  parted,  to  the  youthful  breast 
The  father's  fears  were  by  his  love  impress'd  : 
"  There  will  you  find,  my  son,  the  courteous  ease 
That  must  subdue  the  soul  it  means  to  please  ; 
That  soft  attention  which  e'en  beauty  pays 
To  walce  our  passions,  or  provoke  our  praise  ; 
There  all  the  eye  beholds  will  give  delight. 
Where  every  sense  is  fiatter'd  like  the  sight ; 
This  is  your  peril ;  can  you  from  such  scene 
Of  splendour  part,  and  feel  your  mind  serene, 
And  in  the  father's  humble  state  resume 
The  frugal  diet  and  the  narrow  room  ?  " 
To  this  the  youth  with  cheerful  heart  replied. 
Pleased  with  the  trial,  but  as  yet  untried  ; 
And  while  professing  patience,  shouhl  he  fail. 
He  sufiter'd  hope  o'er  reason  to  prevail. 

Impatient,  by  the  morning  mail  convey' d. 
The  happy  gviest  his  promised  visit  paid  ; 
And  now  arriving  at  the  Hall,  he  tried 
For  air  composed,  serene  and  satisfied  ; 
As  he  had  practised  in  his  room  alone, 
And  there  acquired  a  free  and  easy  tone  : 
There  he  had  said,   "  Whatever  the  degree  ^^ 
A  man  obtains,  what  more  than  man  is  he  ?  " 
And  when  arrived — "  This  room  is  but  a  room  ; 
Can  aught  we  see  the  steady  soul  o'ercome  ? 
Let  me  in  all  a  manly  firmness  show. 
Upheld  by  talents,  and  their  value  know." 

This  reason  urged  ;  but  it  surpass'd  his  skill 
To  be  in  act  as  manly  as  in  will : 
When  he  his  lordship  and  the  lady  saw. 
Brave  as  he  was,  he  lelt  opprcss'd  with  awe  ; 
And  spite  of  verse,  that  so  nmdi  praise  had  won. 
The  poet  found  he  was  the  bailiff's  son. 

But  dinner  came,  and  the  succeeding  hours 
Fix'd  his  weak  nerves,  and  raised  his  failing  powers  ; 
Praised  and  assured,  he  ventured  once  or  twice 
On  some  remark,  and  bravely  broke  the  ice  ; 
So  that,  at  night,  reflecting  on  liis  words. 
He  found,  in  time,  he  might  converse  with  lords. 

Now  was  the  sister  of  his  patron  seen — 
A  lovely  creature,  with  majestic  mien  ; 
Who,  softly  smiling,  while  she  look'd  so  fair, 
Praised  the.  young  poet  with  such  friendly  air  ; 
Such  winning  frankness  in  her  looks  exjiress'd. 
And  such  attention  to  her  brother's  guest ; 
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That  so  mucli  beauty,  join'd  with  speech   so  kind, 
liaised  strong  emotions  in  the  poet's  mind  ; 
Till  reason  fail'd  his  bosom  to  delond, 
From  the  sweet  power  of  this  enchanting  friend. 
Rash  boy  !  what  hope  thy  irantic  mind  invades — 
What  love  confuses,  and  what  i^rido  persuades  ? 
Awake  to  truth  !  shouldst  thou  deluded  leod 
On  hopes  so  groundless,  thou  art  nmd  indeed. 

What  saj-'st  thou,  wise  one  ?  '■  that  all-powerful  love 
Can  fortune's  strong  impediments  remove  ; 
Nor  is  it  strange  that  worth  should  wed  to  worth. 
The  pride  of  genius  with  the  pride  of  birth. " 
While  thou  ai't  dreaming  thus,  the  beauty  spies 
Love  in  thy  tremor,  passion  in  thine  eyes  ; 
And  with  th'  amusement  pleased,  of  conquest  vain, 
She  seeks  her  pleasure,  careless  of  thy  pain  ; 
She  gives  thee  praise  to  humble  and  confound. 
Smiles  to  ensnare,  and  flatters  thee  to  wound. 

Why  has  she  said  that  in  the  lowest  state 
The  noble  mind  insures  a  noble  fate  ? 
And  why  th)'  daring  mind  to  glory  call  ? — 
That  thou  mayst  dare  and  suiter,  soar  and  fall. 
Beauties  are  tyrants,  and  if  they  can  reign, 
They  have  no  feeling  for  their  subjects'  pain  : 
Their  victim's  anguish  gives  their  charms  applause, 
And  their  chief  glory  is  the  woe  they  cause  : 
Something  of  this  was  felt,  in  spite  of  love. 
Which  hope,  in  spite  of  reason,  would  remove. 

Thus  lived  our  youth,  with  conversation,  books. 
And  Lady  Emma's  soul-subduing  looks  ; 
Lost  in  delight,  astonish'd  at  his  lot. 
All  prudence  banish'd,  all  advice  forgot — 
Hopes,  fears,  and  every  thought,  were  fix'd  upon  the  spot. 
'Twus  autumn  yet,  and  many  a  (lay  must  irowu 
Ou  Brandon  Hall,  ere  went  my  lord  to  town  ; 
Meantime  the  father,  who  had  hoard  his  boy 
Lived  in  a  round  of  luxury  and  joy, 
And  justly  thinking  that  the  youth  was  one 
Who,  meeting  danger,  was  unskill'd  to  shun  ; 
Knowing  his  temper,  virtue,  spirit,  zeal, 
How  prone  to  hope  and  trust,  believe  and  fcol ; 
These  on  the  parent's  soul  their  weight  impress'd. 
And  thus  he  wrote  the  counsels  of  his  breast  : — 
"  John,  thou'rt  a  genius  ;  thou  hast  some  pretence, 
I  think,  to  wit, — but  hast  thou  sterling  sense? 
That  which,  like  gold,  may  through  the  world  go  forth, 
And  always  pass  for  what  'tis  truly  worth  : 
Whereas  this  genius,  like  a  bill  must  take 
Only  the  value  our  opinions  make. 

"  Men  famed  for  wit,  of  dangerous  talents  vain, 
Treat  those  of  common  parts  with  proud  disdain  ; 
Tiie  powers  that  wisdom  would,  impi-oving  hide, 
Tliey  blaze  abroad  with  inc;onsid'rato  pride  ; 
While  yet  but  mere  probationers  for  fame, 
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They  seize  the  honour  they  should  then  disclaim : 
Honour  so  hurried  to  the  light  must  fade, — 
The  lasting-  laurels  flourish  in  the  shade. 

"  Genius  is  jealous  :  I  have  heard  of  some 
Who,  if  unnoticed,  g-rew  perversely  dumb ; 
Nay,  different  talents  would  their  envy  raise  ; 
Poets  have  sicken'd  at  a  dancer's  praise  ; 
And  one,  the  happiest  writer  of  his  time, 
Grew  pale  at  hearing  Reynolds  was  sublime  ; 
That  Rutland's  duchess  wore  a  heavenly  smile — 
'And  I,'  said  he,   'neglected  all  the  while  ! ' 

"A  waspish  tribe  are  these,  on  gilded  wings. 
Humming  their  laj's,  and  brandishing  their  stings  : 
And  thus  they  move  their  friends  and  foes  among. 
Prepared  for  soothing  or  satiric  song. 

"  Hear  me,  my  boy  ;  thou  hast  a  virtuous  mind — 
But  be  thy  virtues  of  the  sober  kind  ; 
Be  not  a  Quixote,  ever  up  in  arms 
To  give  the  guilty  and  the  great  alarms  : 
If  never  heeded,  thy  attack  is  vain  ; 
And  if  they  heed  thee,  they'll  attack  again  ; 
Then  too  in  striking  at  that  heedless  rate. 
Thou  in  an  instant  mayst  decide  thy  fate. 

"  Leave  admonition — let  the  vicar  give 
Piules  how  the  nobles  of  his  flock  should  live  ; 
Nor  take  tliat  simple  fancy  to  thy  brain. 
That  thou  canst  cure  the  wicked  and  the  vain. 

"  Our  Pope,  they  say,  once  entertain'd  the  whim 
Who  fear'd  not  God  should  be  afraid  of  him  ; 
But  grant  they  fear'd  him,  was  it  further  said, 
Tliat  he  reform'd  the  hearts  he  made  afraid? 
Did  C'hartres  mend — Ward,  Waters,  and  a  score 
Of  flagrant  feluns,  with  his  floggings  sore  ? 
Was  (Jibber  silenced  ?  No  ;  with  vigour  blest. 
And  brazen  front,  half  earnest,  half  in  jest, 
He  dared  the  bard  to  battle,  and  was  seen 
In  all  his  glory  match'd  with  Pope  and  spleen  : 
Himself  he  stripp'd,  the  harder  blow  to  hit, 
Then  boldly  match'd  his  ribaldry  with  wit ; 
The  poet's  conquest  truth  and  time  proclaim, 
But  yet  the  battle  hurt  his  peace  and  fame. 

"  Strive  not  too  much  for  favour  ;  seem  at  ease, 
And  rather  pleased  thyself,  than  bent  to  please  : 
Upon  thy  lord  with  decent  care  attend, 
But  not  too  near  ;  thou  canst  not  be  a  friend, 
And  fixvourite  be  not — 'tis  a  dangerous  post — 
Is  gain'd  by  labour,  and  by  fortune  lost  : 
Talents  like  thine  may  make  a  man  approved, 
But  other  talents  trusted  and  beloved. 
Look  round,  my  son,  and  thou  wilt  early  sco 
The  kind  of  man  thou  art  not  form'd  to  be. 

"  The  real  favourites  of  tlie  great  are  they 
Who  to  their  \'iews  and  wants  attention  pay. 
And  pay  it  ever  ;  who,  with  all  their  skill, 
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Dive  to  the  heart,  and  learn  the  secret  will ; 

If  that  be  vicious,  soon  can  they  provide 

The  favourite  ill,  and  o'er  the  soul  preside  ; 

For  vice  is  weakness,  and  the  artful  know 

Their  power  increases  as  the  passions  grow  : 

If  indolent  the  pupil,  hard  their  task  ; 

Such  minds  will  ever  for  amusement  ask  ; 

And  great  the  labour  for  a  man  to  choose 

Objects  for  one  v.diom  nothing  can  amuse  ; 

For  ere  those  objects  can  the  soul  delight. 

They  must  to  joy  the  soul  herself  excite  ; 

Therefore  it  is,  this  patient,  watchful  kind 

With  gentle  friction  stir  the  drowsy  mind  : 

Fix'd  on  their  end,  with  caution  they  proceed. 

And  sometimes  give,  and  sometimes  take  the  lead  ; 

Will  now  a  hint  conve}^  and  then  retire. 

And  let  the  spark  awake  the  lingering  fire. 

Or  seek  new  joys,  and  livelier  pleasures  bring 

To  give  the  jaded  sense  a  quick'uing  spring. 

"These  arts,  indeed,  my  son  must  not  pursue  ; 
Nor  must  he  quarrel  with  the  tribe  that  do  : 
It  is  not  safe  another's  crimes  to  know, 
Nor  is  it  wise  our  proper  worth  to  show  : — 

'  My  lord,'  you  say,  '  engaged  me  for  that  worth  ;' — 
True,"* ami  preserve  it  ready  to  come  forth  : 
If  question'd,  fairly  answer,— and  that  done. 
Shrink  back,  be  silent,  and  thy  father's  son  ; 

For  they  who  doubt  thy  talents  scorn  thy  boast, 
But  they  who  grant  them  will  dislike  thee  most  : 

Observe  the  prudent ;  they  in  silence  sit, 

Display  no  learning,  and  affect  no  wit ; 

They  hazard  nothing,  nothing  they  assume, 

But  "know  the  useful  art  of  actiiuj  dumb. 

Yet  to  their  eyes  each  varying  look  appears, 

And  every  word  finds  entrance  at  their  ears. 
"  Thou  art  religion's  advocate — take  heed, 

Hurt  not  the  cause,  thy  pleasure  'tis  to  plead  ; 

With  wine  before  thee,  and  with  wits  beside, 

Do  not  in  strengh  of  reasoning  powers  confide  ; 

What  seems  to  thee  convincing,  certain,  plain, 

They  will  deny,  and  daro  thee  to  maintain  ; 

And  thus  will  triumph  o'er  thy  eager  youth, 

While  thou  wilt  grieve  for  so  disgracing  truth. 

With  pain  I've  seen,  these  wrangling  wits  among, 

Faitli's  weak  defenders,  passionate  and  young  ; 

Weak  thcni  art  not,  yet  not  cnou'^h  on  guard, 

Where  wit  and  humour  keep  their  watch  and  ward  : 

Men  gay  and  noisy  will  o'erwhelm  thy  sense, 

Then  loudly  laugh  at  truth's  and  thy  expense  ; 

While  the  kind  ladies  will  do  all  thoy  can 

To  check  their  mirth,  and  cry,  '  The  (jood  young  man!' 
"  Prudence,  my  boy,  forl)ids  thee  to  commend 

The  cause  or  party  of  thy  noble  friend  : 

What  are  liis  praises  worth,  who  must  be  known, 
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To  take  a  patron's  maxims  for  his  own  ? 
^Vben  ladies  sing,  or  in  thy  presence  play, 
Do  not,  dear  John,  in  rapture  melt  away  ; 
'Tis  not  thy  part,  there  will  be  listeners  round. 
To  cry  '  Divine  ! '  and  dote  upon  the  sound  ; 
Eemember,  too,  that  though  the  poor  have  ears, 
They  take  not  in  the  music  of  the  spheres  ; 
They  must  not  feel  the  warble  and  the  thrill, 
Or  be  dissolved  in  ecstasy  at  will ; 
Beside,  'tis  freedom  in  a  youth  like  thee 
To  drop  his  awe  and  deal  in  ecstasy  ! 

"  In  silent  ease,  at  least  in  silence,  dine. 
Nor  one  opinion  start  of  food  or  wine  ; 
Thou  know'st  that  all  the  science  thou  canst  boast, 
Is  of  thy  father's  simple  boil'd  and  roast ; 
Nor  always  these  ;  he  sometimes  saved  his  cash, 
By  interlinear  daj's  of  frugal  hash  : 
Wine  hadst  thou  seldom  ;  wilt  thou  be  so  vain 
As  to  decide  on  claret  or  champagne  ? 
Dost  thou  from  me  derive  this  taste  sublime, 
Who  order  port  the  dozen  at  a  time  ? 
When  (every  glass  held  precious  in  our  eyes) 
We  judged  the  value  by  the  bottle's  size  : 
Then  never  merit  for  thy  praise  assume  ;  _ 

Its  worth  well  knows  each  servant  in  the  room. 

"  Hard,  boy,  thy  task,  to  steer  thj-  way  among 
That  servile,  supple,  shrewd,  insidious  throng. 
Who  look  upon  thee  as  of  doubtful  race. 
An  interloper,  one  who  wants  a  place  : 
Freedom  with  these,  let  thy  free  soul  condemn. 
Nor  with  thy  heart's  concerns  associate  them. 

' '  Of  all  be  cautious — but  be  most  afraid 
Of  the  pale  charms  that  grace  mj^  lady's  maid  ; 
Of  those  sweet  dimples,  of  that  fraudftil  eye, 
The  frequent  glance  dcsign'd  for  thee  to  spy  ; 
The  soft  bewitching  look,  the  fond  bewailing  sigh  : 
Let  others  frown  and  envy  ;  she  the  while 
(Insidious  siren  ! )  will  demurely  smile  ! 
And  for  her  gentle  purpose,  every  day 
Inquire  thy  wants,  and  meet  thee  in  thy  way  ; 
She  has  her  blandishments,  and,  though  so  weak. 
Her  person  pleases,  and  her  actions  speak  ; 
At  first  her  folly  may  her  aim  defeat ; 
But  kindness  shown,  at  length  will  kindness  meet : 
Have  some  offended  (  them  will  she  disdain. 
And,  for  thy  sake,  contempt  and  pitj^  ieign  ; 
She  hates  the  vulgar,  she  admires  to  look 
On  woods  and  groves,  and  dotes  upon  a  book  : 
Let  her  once  see  thee  on  her  features  dwell. 
And  hear  one  sigh — then  liberty  farewell. 

"But,  John,  remember  we  cannot  maintain 
A  poor,  proud  girl,  extravagant  and  vain. 

"  Doubt  much  of  friendship  :  shouldst  thou  find  a  friend 
Pleased  to  advise  thee,  anxious  to  commend  ; 
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Should  he  the  praises  Le  has  heard  report, 

And  confidence  (in  thee  confiding:)  court  ; 

Much  of  neglectful  patrons  should  he  saj'. 

And  then  exclaim,  '  How  long  must  merit  staj' !' 

Then  show  how  high  thy  modest  hopes  may  stretch. 

And  point  to  stations  far  beyond  thj^  reach  ; 

Let  such  designer,  by  thy  conduct,  see 

(Civil  and  cool)  he  makes  no  dupe  of  thee  ; 

And  he  will  quit  thee,  as  a  man  too  wise 

For  him  to  ruin  first,  and  then  despise. 

"Such  are  thy  dangers  :  yet,  if  thou  canst  steer 
Past  all  the  perils,  all  the  quicksands  clear. 
Then  niayst  thou  profit ;  but  if  storms  prevail, 
If  foes  beset  thee,  if  thj'  spirits  fail, — 
No  more  of  winds  or  waters  be  the  sport. 
But  in  thy  father's  mansion  find  a  port." 

Our  poet  read. — "  It  is  in  truth,"  said  he, 
"  Correct  in  part,  but  what  is  this  to  me  ? 
I  love  a  foolish  Abigail !  in  base 
And  sordid  office  !  fear  not  such  disgrace : 
Am  I  so  blind  <"  "  Or  thou  wouldst  surely  see 
That  lady's  fall,  if  she  should  stoop  to  thee  !" 
"  The  cases  differ."     "  True  !  for  what  sui-prise 
Could  from  thy  marriage  with  the  maid  arise  ? 
But  through  the  island  woiild  the  shame  be  spread. 
Should  the  fair  mistress  deign  with  thee  to  wed." 

John  saw  not  this  ;  and  many  a  week  had  pass'd, 
While  the  vain  beauty  held  her  victim  fast ; 
The  noble  friend  still  condescension  show'd, 
And,  as  before,  with  praises  overflow'd  ; 
But  his  grave  lady  took  a  silent  view 

Of  all  that  pass'd,  and  smiling,  pitied  too. 

Cold  grew  the  foggy  mom,  the  day  was  brief. 

Loose  on  the  cherry  hung  the  crimson  leaf ; 

The  dew  dwelt  ever  on  the  herb  ;  the  woods 

Roar'd  with  strong  blasts,  with  mighty  showers  the  floods  : 

All  green  was  vanish'd,  save  of  pine  and  yew. 

That  still  display'd  their  melancholy  hue  ; 

Save  the  green  holly  with  its  berries  red, 

And  the  green  moss  that  o'er  the  gravel  spread. 
To  [)ublic  views  my  lord  must  soon  attend  ; 

And  soon  the  ladies — would  they  leave  their  friend  ? 

The  time  was  fix'd — approach'd — was  near — was  come  ; 

The  trying  time  that  fill'd  his  soul  with  gloom  : 

Thoughtful  our  poet  in  the  morning  rose. 

And  cried,  "  One  hour  my  fortune  will  disclose  ; 

Terrific  hour  !  from  thee  have  I  to  date 

Life's  loftier  views,  or  my  degraded  state  ; 

For  now  to  be  what  I  have  been  before 

Is  so  to  fall  that  I  can  rise  no  more." 

Tlio  morning  meal  was  pa-st  ;  and  all  around 

The  mansion  rang  with  each  discordant  sound  ; 

Haste  was  in  every  foot,  and  every  look 

The  trav'ller'sjoyfor  London  journey  spoko  :  • 
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Not  so  our  youth,  -whose  feeling-s  at  the  noise 
Of  preparation,  had  no  touch  of  joys  : 
He  pensive  stood,  and  saw  each  carriage  drawn. 
With  lackeys  mounted,  ready  on  the  lawn  : 
The  ladies  came  ;  and  John  in  terror  tlirew 
One  painful  glance,  and  then  his  eyes  withdrew  ; 
Not  with  such  speed,  but  he  in  other  eyes 
With  anguish  read  — "  I  pity,  but  despise — 
Unhappy  boy  ! — presumptuous  scribbler  ! — you, 
To  dream  such  dreams  ! — be  sober,  and  adieu  !  " 

Then  came  the  noble  friend — "And  will  my  lord 
Vouchsafe  no  comfort — drop  no  soothing  word  ? 
Yes  he  must  speak  ;" — he  speaks,  "  My  good  young  friend, 
You  know  my  views  ;  upon  my  care  depend ; 
My  hearty  thanks  to  your  good  father  pay. 
And  be  a  student. — Harry,  drive  away." 

Stillness  reign'd  all  around  ;  of  lato  so  full 
The  busy  scene,  deserted  now  and  dull : 
Stern  is  his  nature  who  forbears  to  feci 
Gloom  o'er  hia  spirits  on  such  trials  steal ; 
Most  keenly  felt  our  poet  as  he  went 
From  room  to  room  without  a  fix'd  intent ; 
"  And  here,"  he  thought,  "  I  was  caress'd  ;  admired 
Wore  here  my  songs  ;  she  smiled,  and  I  aspired. 
The  change  how  grievous  !  "     As  he  mused,  a  damo 
Busy  and  peevish  to  her  duties  came  ; 
Aside  the  tables  and  the  chairs  she  drew. 
And  sang  and  mutter'd  in  the  jjoet's  view  : — 
"  This  was  her  fortune  ;  here  they  leave  the  poor  ; 
Enjoy  themselves,  and  think  of  us  no  niore  ; 
I  had  a  promise  " — here  his  pride  and  shame 
Urged  him  to  fly  fi-om  this  familiar  dame  ; 
He  gave  one  farewell  look,  and  by  a  coach 
Eeach'd  his  own  mansion  at  the  night's  approach. 

His  father  met  him  with  an  anxious  air. 
Heard  his  sad  tale,  and  check'd  what  soem'd  despair  : 
Hope  was  in  him  corrected,  but  alive  ; 
My  lord  would  something  for  a  friend  contrive  ; 
His  word  was  pledged  :  our  hero's  feverish  mind 
Admitted  this,  and  half  his  grief  resign'd. 
But,  when  three  months  had  fled,,  and  every  day 
Drew  from  the  sickening  hopes  their  strength  away, 
The  youth  became  abstracted,  pensive,  dull ; 
He  utter'd  nothing,  though  his  heart  was  full ; 
Teased  by  inq\iiiing  words  and  anxious  looks, 
And  all  forgetful  of  his  muse  and  books  ; 
Awake  ho  niourn'd,  but  in  his  sleep  perceived 
A  lovely  vision  that  his  pain  relieved  : — 
His  soul,  transported,  hail'd  the  happy  seat. 
Where  once  his  pleasvu'e  was  so  inu'c  and  sweet ; 
Where  joys  departed  came  in  blissful  view 
Till  reason  waked,  and  not  a  joy  he  knew. 

Questions  now  vex'd  his  spirit,  most  from  those 
Who  aro  call'd  friends,  because  they  aro  not  foes : 
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"John  !  "  they  would  say  ;  he,  starting,  tnni'd  aroiind 
"John  ! "  there  was  something  shocking  in  the  sound  : 
111  brook'd  he  then  the  pert  familiar  phrase, 
The  imtauuht  freedom  and  th'  inquiring  gaze  : 
JMuch  was  his  temper  touch'd,  his  spleen  provoked, 
When  ask'd  how  ladies  talk'd,  or  walk'd,  or  look'd. 
"  What  said  my  lord  of  politics — how  spent 
He  there  his  time— and  was  he  glad  he  went  ?" 
At  length  a  letter  came,  both  cool  and  brief. 
But  still  it  gave  the  burthen'd  heart  relief  : 
Though  not  inspired  by  lofty  hopes,  the  youth 
Placed  much  reliance  on  Lord  Frederick's  truth  ; 
Bummon'd  to  town,  he  thought  the  visit  one 
Where  something  fair  and  friendly  would  be  done  : 
Although  ho  judged  not  as  before  his  fall, 
When  all  was  love  and  promise  at  the  Hall. 
Ai-rived  in  town,  he  early  sought  to  know 
The  fate  such  dubious  friendship  would  bestow  ; 
At  a  tall  building,  trembling  he  appear'd, 
And  his  low  rap  was  indistinctly  heard  ; 
A  well-known  servant  came — "  Awhile,"  said  he, 
"  Be  pleased  to  wait ;  my  lord  has  company." 
Alone  our  hero  sat ;  the  news  in  hand. 
Which  though  he  read,  he  could  not  understand  : 
Cold  was  the  day  ;  in  days  so  cold  as  these 
There  needs  a  fire  where  minds  and  bodies  freeze. 
The  vast  and  echoing  room,  the  polish'd  grate, 
The  crimson  chairs,  the  sideboard  with  its  plate  ; 
The  splendid  sofa,  which,  though  made  for  rest, 
He  then  had  thought  it  fi-ecdom  to  have  press'd  ; 
Tlie  shining  tables,  curioiisly  inlaid,  _     . 
Were  all  in  comfortless  proud  style  display'd  ; 
And  to  the  troubled  feelings  terror  gave, 
That  made  the  once  dear  friend  the  aick'ning  slave. 

"  Was  he  forgotten  ?"  Thrice  upon  his  ear 
Struck  the  loud  clock,  yet  no  relief  was  near  : 
Each  rattling  carriage,  and  each  thundering  stroke 
On  the  loud  door,  the  dream  of  fancy  broke  ; 
Oft  as  the  servant  chanced  the  way  to  come, 
"  Brings  he  a  mess.-ige?"  no  !  he  pass'd  the  room  : 
At  length  'tis  certain  ;   "Sir,  you  will  attend 
At  twelve  on  Thm-sday!"  Thus  the  day  had  end. 
Vcx'd  by  these  tedious  hours  of  needless  pain, 
John  left  the  noble  mansion  with  disdain  ; 
For  there  w.as  something  in  that  still,  cold  place. 
That  seem'd  to  threaten  and  portend  disgrace. 
Punctual  again  the  modest  rap  declared 
Tho  youth  attended  ;  then  was  all  prci)ared  : 
For  the  same  servant,  by  his  lord's  command, 
A  paper  ofter'd  to  his  tremblint;-  hand  : 
"No  more  !"  he  cried  ;  "disdains  ho  to  afTord 
One  kind  expression,  one  consoling  word  '(" 

With  trouhlo(l  spirit  he  bc'jran  to  read 
That  "in  the  Church  my  lord  could  not  succeed  ;" 
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Who  had  "  to  peers  of  either  kind  applied, 
And  was  with  dignity  and  grace  denied  ; 
While  his  own  livings  were  by  men  possess'd 
Not  likely  in  their  chancels  yet  to  rest  ; 
And  therefore,  all  things  weigh' d  (as  he,  my  lord, 
Had  done  maturely,  and  he  pledged  his  word). 
Wisdom  it  seem'd  for  John  to  tm-n  his  view 
To  busier  scenes,  and  bid  the  Church  adieu  ! " 

Here  grieved  the  youth  :  he  lelt  his  father's  prido 
Must  with  his  own  be  shock'd  and  mortified  ; 
But  when  he  found  his  future  comforts  placed 
Where  he,  alas  !  conceived  himself  disgraced — ■ 
In  some  appointment  on  the  London  quays, 
He  bade  farewell  to  honour  and  to  ease  ; 
His  spirit  fell,  and  ft-om  that  hour  assured 
How  vain  his  dreams,  he  suifer'd  and  was  cured. 

Our  poet  hurried  on,  with  wish  to  fly 
From  all  mankind,  to  beconceal'd,  and  die. 
Alas  !  what  hopes,  what  high  romantic  views 
Did  that  one  visit  to  the  soul  infuse, 

Which  cherish'd  with  such  love,  'twas  worse  than  death  to  lose  ! 
Still  he  would  strive,  though  painful  was  the  strife, 
To  walk  in  this  appointed  road  of  life  ; 
On  these  low  duties  duteous  he  would  wait. 
And  patient  bear  the  anguish  of  his  fate. 
Thanks  to  the  patron,  but  of  coldest  kind, 
Express'd  the  sadness  of  the  poet's  mind  ; 
Whose  heavy  hours  were  pass'd  with  busy  men. 
In  the  dull  practice  of  th'  official  pen  ; 
Who  to  superiors  must  in  time  impart 
(The  custom  this)  his  progress  in  their  art : 
But  so  had  grief  on  his  perception  wrought, 
That  all  unheeded  were  the  duties  taught ; 
No  answers  gave  he  when  his  trial  came. 
Silent  he  stood,  but  suffering  without  shamo  ; 
And  they  observed  that  words  severe  or  kind 
Made  no  impression  on  his  wounded  mind  : 
For  all  perceived  from  whence  his  failure  rose, 
Some  grief,  whose  cause  he  deign'd  not  to  disclose. 
A  soul  averse  from  scenes  and  works  so  new, 
Fear  ever  shrinking  from  the  vulgar  crew  ; 
Distaste  for  each  mechanic  law  and  rule. 
Thoughts  of  past  honour  and  a  patron  cool  ; 
A  grieving  parent,  and  a  feeling  mind. 
Timid  and  ardent,  tender  and  refined  : 
These  all  with  mighty  force  the  youth  assail'd. 
Till  his  soul  fainted,  and  his  renson  fail'd : 
When  this  was  known,  and  some  debate  arose. 
How  they  who  saw  it  should  the  fact  disclose. 
He  found  their  purpose,  and  in  terror  fled 
From  unseen  kindness,  with  mistaken  dread. 
Meantime  the  parent  was  distress'd  to  find 
His  son  no  longer  for  a  priest  dcsign'd  ; 
But  still  he  gain'd  some  comfort  by  the  news 
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Of  John's  promotion,  though  with  humbler  views  ; 
FdV  ho  conceived  that  in  no  distant  time 
The  boy  would  learn  to  scramble  and  to  climb  ; 
He  little  thought  a  son,  his  hope  and  pride. 
His  favour'd  boy,  was  now  a  homo  denied  : 
Yes  !  while  the  parent  was  intent  to  trace 
How  men  in  office  climb  from  place  to  place, 
By  day,  by  night,  o'er  moor  and  heath,  and  hill, 
Roved  the  sad  youth,  with  ever-changing  will, 
Of  every  aid  bereft,  exposed  to  every  ill. 
Thus  as  he  sat,  absorb' d  in  all  the  care 
And  all  the  hope  that  anxious  fathers  share, 
A  friend  abi-uptly  to  his  presence  brought, 
AVith  trembling  hand,  the  subject  of  his  thought ; 
Whom  he  had  found  afflicted  and  subdued 
By  hunger,  sorrow,  cold,  and  solitude. 
Silent  he  enter'd  the  forgotten  room. 
As  ghostly  forms  may  be  conceived  to  come  ; 
With  sorrow-shrunken  face  and  hair  upright. 
He  look'd  dismay'd,  neglect,  despair,  aflright  ; 
But  dead  to  comfort,  and  on  misery  thrown. 
His  parent's  loss  he  felt  not,  nor  liis  own. 

The  good  man,  struck  with  horror,  cried  aloud, 
And  drew  around  him  an  astonish'd  crowd  ; 
The  sons  and  servants  to  the  father  ran. 
To  share  the  feehngs  of  the  grieved  old  man. 

"Our  brother,  speak  !"  they  all  exclaim'd,  "explain 
Thy  grief,  thy  suffering  : — but  they  ask'd  in  vain  : 

The  friend  told  all  he  knew  ;  and  all  was  known, 

Save  the  sad  causes  whence  the  ills  had  grown  ; 

But,  if  obscure  the  cause,  they  all  agreed 

From  rest  and  kindness  must  the  c\xre  proceed  : 

And  he  was  cured  ;  for  quiet,  love,  and  care 

Strove  with  the  gloom,  and  broke  on  the  despair  ; 

Yet  slow  their  progress,  and  as  vapours  move 

Dense  and  reluctant  from  the  wintry  grove ; 

All  is  confusion,  till  the  morning  light 

Gives  the  dim  scene  obscurely  to  the  sight ; 

More  and  yet  more  definetl  the  trunks  appear. 

Till  the  wild  prospect  stan<ls  distinct  and  clear  ; — 

So  the  dark  mind  of  om-  young  poet  grew 

Clear  and  sedate  ;  the  dreadful  mist  withdrew  ; 

And  he  resembled  that  bleak  wintry  scene. 

Sad,  though  unclouded  ;  dismal,  though  serene. 
At  times  he  utter'd,   "  What  a  dream  was  mine 

And  what  a  prospect !  glorious  and  divine  ! 

Oh  !  in  that  room,  and  on  that  night  to  see 

These  looks,  that  sweetness  beaming  all  on  me  ; 

That  siren  Hattery— and  to  send  me  then, 

Hope-raised  and  soften'd,  to  those  heartless  men  ; 

That  dark-brow'd  stern  director,  pleased  to  show 

Knowledge  of  subjects  I  disdain'd  to  know  ; 

Cold  and  controlling — but  'tis  gone — 'tis  past ; 

I  had  my  trial,  and  liavc  peace  at  last." 
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Now  grew  the  youth  resign'd  •  ho  bade  adieu 
To  all  that  hope,  to  all  that  fancy  drew  ; 
His  frame  was  languid,  and  the  hectic  heat 
Flush'd  on  his  pallid  face,  and  countless  beat 
The  quick'ning  pulse,  and  faint  the  hmbs  that  bore 
The  slender  form  that  soon  would  breathe  no  more. 

Then  hope  of  holy  kind  the  soul  sustain'd  ; 
And  not  a  lin^-ering  thou'^ht  of  earth  reniain'd  ; 
Now  heaven  had  all,  and  he  coidd  smile  at  love, 
And  the  wild  sallies  of  his  youth  reprove  ; 
Then  could  he  dwell  upon  the  tempting  days, 
The  proud  aspiring  thought,  the  partial  praise  ; 
Victorious  now,  his  worldly'  views  were  closed, 
And  on  the  bed  of  death  the  youth  reposed. 

The  father  grieved — but  as  the  poet's  heart 
Was  all  unfitted  for  his  earthly  part ; 
As,  he  conceived,  some  other  haughty  fair 
Would,  had  he  lived,  have  led  him  to  despair  ; 
As,  with  this  fear,  the  silent  grave  shut  out 
All  feverish  hope,  and  all  tormenting  doubt ; 
While  the  strong  faith  the  pious  youth  posscss'd, 
His  hope  enlivening  gave  his  sorrows  rest  ; 
Soothed  by  these  thoughts,  he  folt  a  mournful  joy 
For  his  aspiring  and  devoted  boy. 

Meantime  the  news  through  various  channels  spread^ 
The  youth,  once  favom-'d  with  such  praise,  was  dead  : 
"  Emma,"  the  lady  cried.   "  my  words  attend. 
Your  siren  smiles  have  kill'd  your  humble  friend ; 
The  hope  you  raised  can  now  delude  no  more, 
Nor  chai-ms,  that  once  inspired,  can  now  restore." 

Faint  was  the  flush  of  anger  and  of  shame. 
That  o'er  the  cheek  of  conscious  beauty  came  : 
"  You  censure  not,"  said  she,   "the  sun's  bright  rays, 
When  fools  imprudent  dare  the  dangerous  gaze  ; 
And  should  a  stripling  look  till  he  were  blind. 
You  would  not  justly  call  the  light  unkind : 
But  is  he  dead — and  am  I  to  suppose 
The  power  of  poison  in  such  looks  as  those  ?  " 
She  spoke,  and  pointing  to  the  mirror,  cast 
A  pleased  gay  glance,  and  curtsied  as  she  pass'd. 

Mj'  lord,  to  whom  the  poet's  fate  was  told, 
Was  much  affected,  for  a  man  so  cold  : 
"  Dead  !  "  said  his  lordship,   "  run  distracted — mad  ! 
Upon  my  soul  I'm  sorry  for  the  lad  ; 
And  now  no  doubt  th'  obliging  world  will  say 
That  my  harsh  usage  help'd  him  on  his  way  : 
What  !  I  snp[)i)sc,  I  .should  have  nursed  his  muso, 
And  with  chami>agiie  have  brighten 'd  up  his  views  ; 
Then  had  ho  ma<lo  mo  famed  my  whole  life  long, 
And  stunn'd  my  ears  with  gratitude  and  song. 
Still  should  tho"  father  hoar  that  I  regret 
Our  joint  misfortune — yes  !  Fll  not  forget." 

Thus  they  : — the  father  to  his  grave  eonvey'd 
The  son  he  loved,  and  his  last  duties  paid. 
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"There  lies  my  boy,"  he  cried,  "of  care  bereft. 
And  heaven  be  praised,  I've  not  a  genius  left  : 
No  one  amono;  ye,  sons,  is  doom'd  to  live 
On  high-raised  hojies  of  what  the  great  maj'  give  ; 
None,  with  exalted  \ncwB  and  fortunes  mean, 
To  die  in  anguish,  or  to  live  in  spleen : 
Your  pious  brother  soon  escaped  the  stiife 
Of  such  contention,  but  it  cost  his  life  ; 
You  then,  my  sons,  upon  yourselves  depend. 
And  in  your  own  exertions  find  the  fi'ieud." 
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Yea,  faith.  It  is  my  coTisin's  duty  to  make  a  curtay,  and  say  "  Father,  as  K  plcaao  you  ;" 
but  yet  for  all  that,  cousiu,  let  him  be  a  liaudsome  fellow,  or  else  make  another  cuitay  and 
Bay, "  Father,  as  it  please  me." — Much  Ado  about  Nothing, 

He  cannot  flatter,  he  ! 
An  honest  mind  and  plain — he  must  speak  truth. 

Kiny  Lear. 

God  hath  (nvcn  you  one  face,  and  you  make  yourselves  another ;  yon  jig,  you  amhle, 
and  you  lisp,  and  nick -name  God's  cuatures,  and  make  yuur  wantonness  your  ignorance. 

JIamUt. 
What  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?    Can  this  be  true  ; 
Am  I  contcmn'd  for  jjride  and  sconi  so  much  ? 

Much  Ado  about  yotMnr/. 

Grave  Jonas  Kindred, ^^yhi\  Kindred's  sire, 
Was  six  feet  high,  and  look'd  six  inches  higher  ; 
Erect,  morose,  determined,  solemn,  slow, 
W'lio  knew  the  man,  could  never  cease  to  know  ; 
His  tiiithful  spouse,  when  Jonas  was  not  by. 
Had  a  firm  presence  and  a  steady  eye  ; 
But  with  her  husband  dropp'd  her  look  and  tone. 
And  Jonas  ruled  unquestion'd  and  alone. 

He  read,  and  oft  wouM  (juote  the  sacrc<l  words, 
How  pious  husbands  oi  their  wives  were  lords  ; 
Sarah  call'd  Abraham  Lord,  and  who  could  be. 
So  Jonas  thought,  a  greater  man  than  he  ? 
Himself  he  view'd  with  undisguised  respect. 
And  never  pardon'd  freedom  or  neglect. 

They  had  one  daughter,  and  this  favourite  child 
Had  oft  the  father  of  his  sjjleen  beguiled  ; 
Soothed  by  attention  from  her  early  years, 
She  gain'd  all  wishes  by  her  smiles  or  tears  ; 
But  Sijhil  then  w;ls  in  that  playful  time, 
When  contradiction  is  not  liolil  a  crime  ; 
When  parents  yield  their  children  idle  praise 
For  faults  corrected  in  their  after-days. 

Peace  in  the  sober  house  of  Jonas  dwelt. 
Where  each  his  duty  and  liis  station  felt  : 
Yet  not  that  peace  some  favour'd  morUds  find. 
In  equal  views  and  harmony  of  mind  ; 
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Not  the  soft  peace  that  blesses  those  who  love, 
Where  all  with  one  consent  in  union  move  ; 
But  it  was  that  which  one  superior  will 
Commands,  by  making  all  inleriors  still ; 
Who  bids  all  murmurs,  all  objections,  cease. 
And  with  imperious  voice  announces — peace. 

They  were,  to  wit,  a  remnant  of  that  crew. 
Who,  as  their  foes  maintain,  their  sovereign  slew  ; 
An  independent  race,  precise,  correct, 
Who  ever  married  in  the  kindred  sect : 
No  son  or  daughter  of  their  order  wed 
A  friend  to  England's  king  who  lost  his  head  ; 
Cromwell  was  still  their  saint,  and  when  thej'  met. 
They  mourn'd  that  saints'"  were  not  our  rulers  yet. 

Fix'd  were  their  habits  ;  they  arose  betimes, 
Then  pray'd  their  hour,  and  sang  their  party-rhymes  : 
Their  meals  were  plenteous,  regular,  and  plain. 
The  trade  of  Jonas  brought  him  constant  gain  ; 
Vender  of  hops  and  malt,  of  coals  and  corn — 
And,  like  his  fiither,  he  was  merchant  born. 
Neat  was  their  house  ;  each  table,  chair,  and  stool. 
Stood  in  its  place,  or  moving  moved  by  rule  ; 
No  lively  print  or  picture  graced  the  room  ; 
A  plain  brown  paper  lent  its  decent  gloom  ; 
But  here  the  eye,  in  glancing  rcJund  survey'd 
A  small  recess  that  seem'd  for  china  made  ; 
Such  pleasing  pictures  seem'd  this  pencill'd  ware. 
That  few  would  search  for  nobler  objects  there — 
Yet,  turn'd  by  chosen  fiiends,  and  there  appear'd 
His  stern  strong  features,  whom  they  all  revered  ; 
For  there  in  lofty  air  was  seen  to  stand 
The  bold  Protector  of  the  conquer'd  land, 
Drawn  in  that  look  with  which  he  wept  and  swore, 
Turn'd  out  the  members,  and  made  fast  the  door. 
Ridding  the  House  of  every  knave  and  drone, 
Forced,  though  it  grieved  his  soul,  to  rule  alone. 
The  stern  still  smile  each  friend  approving  gave, 
Then  turn'd  the  view,  and  all  again  wore  grave. 

There  stood  a  clock,  though  small  the  owner's  need. 
For  habit  told  when  all  things  should  proceed  ; 
Few  their  amusements,  but  when  friends  appear'd. 
They  with  the  world's  distress  their  .spirits  cheer'd  ; 
The  nation's  guilt,  that  would  not  long  endure 
The  reign  of  men  so  modest  and  so  pure : 
Their  town  was  large,  and  seldom  pass'd  a  day 
But  some  had  fail'd,  and  others  gone  astray  ; 
Clerks  had  .absconded,  wives  eloped,  girls  flown 
To  Gretna-Green,  or  sons  rebellious  grown  ; 
Quarrels  and  fires  arose  ; — and  it  w.'is  plain 
The  times  were  bad  ;  the  Saints  had  ceased  to  reign  ! 
A  few  j'et  lived,  to  languish  ami  to  mourn 
For  good  (jld  manners  never  to  return. 

•  This  appellation  ifl  here  used  not  ironically,  nor  wiUi  mali;^nity  ;  hut  it  is  takei 
merely  to  Utsigiiatc  a  luoiosuly  devout  people,  with  peculiar  austerity  ol  miumers. 
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Jonas  had  sisters,  and  of  these  was  one 
Who  lost  a  husband  and  an  only  son  : 
Twelve  months  her  sables  she  in  sorrow  wore, 
And  mom-n'd  so  long  that  she  could  mourn  no  more. 
Distant  from  Jonas,  and  from  all  her  race^ 
She  now  resided  in  a  lively  place  ; 
There,  by  the  sect  unseen,  at  whist  she  play'd. 
Nor  was  of  churchmen  or  their  church  afraid  : 
If  much  of  this  the  graver  brother  heard, 
He  something  censured,  but  he  little  fear'd  ; 
He  knew  her  rich  and  fnigal  ;  for  the  rest. 
He  felt  no  care,  or  if  he  felt,  suppress'd  : 
Nor  for  companion  when  she  ask'd  her  niece, 
Had  he  suspicions  that  disturb'd  his  peace  ; 
Frugal  and  rich,  these  virtues  as  a  charm 
Preserved  the  thoughtful  man  from  all  alarm  ; 
An  infant  yet,  she  soon  would  home  return. 
Nor  stay  the  manners  of  the  world  to  learn  ; 
Meantime  his  boys  would  all  his  care  engross, 
And  bo  his  comforts  if  ho  felt  the  loss. 

The  sprightly  Sybil,  pleased  and  unconfined, 
Felt  the  pure  pleasure  of  the  opening  mind  : 
All  here  was  gay  and  cheerful — all  at  home 
Unvaried  quiet  and  unruffled  gloom  : 
There  were  no  changes,  and  amusements  few  ; 
Here  all  was  varied,  wonderful,  and  new  ; 
There  were  plain  meals,  plain  dresses',  and  grave  looks — 
Here,  gay  companions  and  amusing  books  ; 
And  the  young  beauty  soon  began  to  taste 
The  light  vocations  of  the  scene  she  graced. 
A  man  of  business  feels  it  as  a  crimo 
On  calls  domestic  to  consume  his  time  ; 
Yet  this  grave  man  had  not  so  cold  a  heart. 
But  with  his  daughter  he  was  grieved  to  part : 
And  he  demanded  that  in  every  year 
The  aimt  and  niece  should  at  his  house  appear. 

"  Yes  !  wo  must  go,  my  child,  and  by  our  dress 
A  grave  conformity  of  mind  express  ; 
Must  sing  at  meeting,  and  from  cards  refrain, 
The  more  t'  enjoy  when  we  return  again." 

Thus  spake  the  aunt,  and  the  discerning  child 
Was  pleased  to  learn  liow  fathers  are  beguiled. 
Her  artful  part  the  young  dissemljlcr  took. 
And  from  the  matron  caught  th'  approving  look. 
When  thrice  the  friends  had  met,  excuse  was  sent 
For  more  delay,  and  Jonas  was  content ; 
Till  a  tall  maiden  by  her  sire  was  seen. 
In  all  the  bloom  and  beauty  of  sixteen  ; 
He  gazed  admiring  ;  she,  with  visage  prim. 
Glanced  an  arch  look  of  gravity  on  him  ; 
For  slio  was  gay  at  heart,  but  woro  di.sguise. 
And  stood  a  vestal  in  hor  father's  oycs  : 
Pure,  pensive,  simple,  sad  ;  tho  damsel's  heart, 
When  Jonas  praised,  reproved  her  for  the  part ; 
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For  Sybil,  fond  of  pleasure,  gay  and  light, 
Had  still  a  secret  bias  to  the  right ; 
Vain  as  she  was— and  flattery  made  her  vaui— 
Her  simulation  gave  her  bosom  pain. 

Again  return'd,  the  matron  and  the  niece 
Found  the  late  quiet  gave  their  joy  increase  ; 
The  aunt  infirm  no  more  her  visits  paid, 
But  still  with  her  sojourn' d  the  favourite  maid. 
Letters  were  sent  when  franks  could  be  procured, 
And  when  they  could  not,  silence  was  endured  ; 
All  were  in  health,  and  if  they  older  grew, 
It  seem'd  a  fact  that  none  among  them  knew  ; 
The  aunt  and  niece  still  led  a  pleasant  life. 
And  quiet  days  had  Jonas  and  his  wife. 

Near  him  a  widow  dwelt  of  worthy  fame. 
Like  his  her  manners,  and  her  creed  the  same  ; 
The  wealth  her  husband  left  her  care  retain' d 
For  one  tall  youth,  and  widow  she  remain'd  ; 
His  love  respectful  all  her  care  repaid. 
Her  wishes  watch'd,  and  her  commands  obey  d. 

Sober  he  was  and  grave  from  early  youth, 
Mindful  of  forms,  but  more  intent  on  truth  : 
In  a  light  drab  he  uniformly  dress'd, 
And  look  serene  th'  unruffled  mind  express  d  ; 
A  hat  with  ample  verge  his  brows  o'erspread. 
And  his  brown  locks  curl'd  graceful  on  his  head ; 
Yet  might  observers  in  his  speaking  eye 
Some  observation,  some  acuteucss  spy  ;  ,,  .     , 

The  friendly  thought  it  keen,  the  treacherous  deem  d  it  sly 
Yet  not  a  crime  could  foe  or  friend  detect. 
His  actions  all  were,  like  his  speech,  correct ; 
And  they  who  jested  on  a  mind  so  sound, 
Upon  his  virtues  must  their  laughter  found  ; 
Chaste,  sober,  solemn,  and  devout,  they  named 
Him  who  was  thus,  and  not  of  this  ashamed. 
Such  were  the  virtues  Jonas  found  in  one 
In  whom  he  warmly  wish'd  to  fiiul  a  son  _: 
Three  years  had  pass'd  since  he  had  Sybil  seen  ; 
But  she  was  doubtless  what  she  once  had  been. 
Lovely  and  mild,  obedient  and  discreet ; 
The  pair  must  love  whenever  they  should  meet ; 
Then  ere  the  widow  or  her  son  should  choose 
Some  happier  maid,  ho  would  explain  his  views  ; 
Now  she,  like  him,  was  pohtic  and  shrewd. 
With  strong  desire  of  lawftil  gain  embucd  ; 
To  all  he  said,  she  bow'd  with  much  respect, 
Pleased  to  comply,  yet  seeming  to  reject ; 
Cool  and  yet  eager,  each  admired  the  strength 
Of  the  opponent,  and  agreed  at  length  : 
As  a  drawn  battle  shows  to  each  a  torce, 
Powerful  as  his,  he  honours  it  of  course  ; 
So  in  those  neighbours,  each  the  power  discern  d. 
And  gave  the  praise  that  was  to  each  return'd. 
Jonas  now  ask'd  his  daughter— and  the  aunt, 
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Though  loth  to  lose  her,  was  obliged  to  grant : — 

But  would  not  Sybil  to  the  matron  cling, 

And  fear  to  leave  the  shelter  of  her  wing  ? 

No  !  in  the  young  there  lives  a  love  of  change, 

And  to  the  easy  they  prefer  the  strange ! 

Then,  too,  the  joys  she  once  pursued  with  zeal. 

From  whist  and  visits  sprung,  she  ceased  to  feel  : 

When  with  the  matrons  Sybil  first  sat  down. 

To  cut  for  partners,  and  to  stake  her  crown. 

This  to  the  youthful  maid  preferment  seem'd. 

Who  thought  what  woman  she  was  then  esteem'd  ; 

But  in  few  years,  when  she  perceived,  indeed, 

The  real  woman  to  the  girl  succeed, 

No  longer  tricks  and  honom's  fill'd  her  mind. 

But  other  feelings,  not  so  well  defined  ; 

She  then  reluctant  grew,  and  thought  it  hard 

To  sit  and  ponder  o'er  an  ugly  card  ; 

Eather  the  nut-tree  shade  the  nymph  prefen-'d, 

Pleased  with  the  pensive  gloom  and  evening  bird  ; 

Thither,  from  companj-  retired,  she  took 

The  silent  walk,  or  read  the  fav'rite  book. 

The  father's  letter,  sudden,  short,  and  kind, 
Av/aked  her  wonder,  and  disturb'd  her  mind  : 
She  found  new  dreams  upon  her  fancy  seize. 
Wild  roving  thoughts  and  endless  reveries  ; 
The  parting  came  ;  and  when  the  aunt  perceived 
The  tears  of  Sybil,  and  how  much  she  grieved — 
To  love  for  her  that  tender  gi-ief  she  laid, 
That  various,  soft,  contending  passions  made. 

When  Sybil  rested  in  her  father's  arms. 
His  pride  exulted  in  a  daughter's  charms  ; 
A  maid  accomplish'd  he  was  pleased  to  find, 
Nor  seem'd  the  form  more  lovely  than  the  mind  : 
But  when  the  fit  of  pride  and  fondness  fled, 
He  saw  his  judgment  by  his  hopes  misled  ; 
High  were  the  lady's  spirits,  far  more  free 
Her  mode  of  speaking  than  a  maid's  should  be  ; 
Too  much,  as  Jonas  thought,  she  seem'd  to  know. 
And  all  her  knowledge  was  ilisposed  to  show  ; 
' '  Too  gay  her  dress,  like  theirs  who  idly  dote 
On  a  young  coxcomb,  or  a  co.xcomb's  coat  ; 
In  foolish  spirits  when  our  friends  appear. 
And  vainly  grave  when  not  a  man  is  near." 
Tims  Joiuis,  adding  to  his  sorrow  blame. 
And  terras  disdainful  to  his  sister's  name  : 
"The  sinful  wretch  has  by  her  arts  defiled 
The  ductile  spirit  of  my  darling  child." 

"  The  mai(l  is  virtuous,"  said  the  dame — Quoth  ha, 
"  Let  her  give  i)roof,  by  acting  virtuously  ; 
Is  it  in  gaping  when  the  elders  pray  ? 
In  reading  nonsense  half  a  summe-'s  day  ? 
In  those  mock  forms  that  she  delights  to  trace, 
Or  her  loud  laughs  in  HozcUiah's  face  I 
She,  0  Susannah,  to  the  world  belongs  ; 
X  2 
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She  loves  the  follies  of  its  idle  throngs, 

And  reads  soft  tales  of  love,  and  sings  love's  soft'uing  songs  : 

But,  as  our  Iriend  is  yet  delay'd  in  town. 

We  must  jjrepare  her  till  the  youth  comes  down  : 

You  shall  advise  the  maiden  ;  I  will  threat ; 

Her  fears  and  hopes  may  yield  us  comfort  yet." 

Now  the  grave  father  took  the  lass  aside, 
Demanding  sternly,  "  Wilt  thou  be  a  bride  ?  " 
She  answer'd,  calling  up  an  air  sedate, 
"I  have  not  vow'd  against  the  holy  state." 

"  No  folly,  Sybil,"  said  the  parent ;  "  know 
What  to  their  parents  virtuous  maidens  owe  : 
A  v?orthy,  wealthy  youth,  whom  I  approve, 
Must  thou  prepare  to  honour  and  to  love. 
Formal  to  thee  his  air  and  dress  may  seem, 
But  the  good  youth  is  worthy  of  esteem  : 
Shouldst  thou  with  rudeness  treat  him  ;  of  disdain 
Should  he  with  justice,  or  of  slight  complain, 
Or  of  one  taunting  speech  give  certain  proof. 
Girl  !  I  reiect  thee  from  my  sober  roof." 

"  My  aunt,"  said  Sybil,  ' '  will  with  pride  protect 
One  whom  a  father  can  for  this  reject ; 
Nor  shall  a  formal,  rigid,  soulless  boy 
My  manners  alter,  or  my  views  destroy  !  " 

Jonas  then  lifted  up  his  hands  on  high. 
And  utt'ring  something  'twixt  a  groan  and  sigh, 
Left  the  determined  maid,  her  doubtful  mother  by. 

"  Hear  me,"  she  said  ;  "  inchne  thy  heart,  my  child, 
And  fix  thy  fancy  on  a  man  so  mild  : 
Thy  father,  Sybil,  never  could  be  moved 
By  one  who  loved  him,  or  by  one  he  loved. 
Union  like  ours  is  but  a  bargain  made 
By  slave  and  tyrant — he  will  be  obey'd  ; 
Then  calls  the  quiet,  comfort— but  thy  youth 
Is  mild  bv  nature,  and  as  frank  as  truth." 

"  But  vvill  he  love  ?  "  said  Sybil ;  "  I  am  told 
That  these  mild  creatures  are  by  nature  cold." 

"  Alas  !  "  the  matron  answer'd,  "much  I  dread 
That  dangerous  love  by  which  the  young  are  led  ! 
That  love  is  earthy  ;  you  the  creature  prize, 
And  trnst  your  feelings  and  believe  your  eyes  : 
Can  eyes  and  feelings  inward  worth  descry  ? 
No,  my  fair  daughter— on  our  choice  relj'. 
Your  love,  like  that  display'd  upon  the  stage, 
Indulged  is  folly,  and  opposed  is  rage  ; 
More  prudent  love  our  sober  couples  show. 
All  that  to  mortal  beings,  mortals  owe  ; 
All  flesh  is  grass — before  you  give  a  heart. 
Remember,  Sybil,  tl>at  in  death  you  part  ; 
And  should  your  husband  die  before  your  love. 
What  needless  anguish  must  a  widow  prove. 
No  !  my  fair  child,  let  all  such  visions  cease  ; 
Yieid  but  esteem,  and  only  try  for  peace." 

"  I  must  bo  loved,"  said  Sybil ;  "  I  must  see 
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The  man  in  terrors  who  aspires  to  me ; 

At  my  forbidding  frown  his  heart  must  ache, 

His  tongue  must  falter,  and  his  frame  must  shake  : 

And  if  1  grant  him  at  my  feet  to  kneel. 

What  trembling,  fearful  pleasure  must  he  feel ; 

Nay,  such  the  raptures  that  my  smiles  inspire, 

That  reason's  self  must  for  a  time  retire." 
"Alas!  for  good /osmA,"  said  the  dame, 

"  These  wicked  thoughts  would  fill  his  soul  with  shame  ; 

He  kneel  and  tremble  at  a  thing  of  dust ! 

He  cannot,  child  :  "—the  child  replied,   "  He  must." 
They  ceased  :  the  matron  left  her  with  a  frown  ; 

So  .Jonas  met  her  when  the  youth  came  down  : 

"Behold,"  said  he,  " thy  future  spouse  attends  ; 

Receive  him,  daughter,  as  the  best  of  friends  ; 

Observe,  respect  him— humble  be  each  word. 

That  welcomes  home  thy  husband  and  thy  lord." 
Forewam'd,  thought  Sybil,  with  a  bitter  smile, 

"  I  shall  prepare  my  manner  and  my  style." 
Ere  yet  Josiah  enter'd  on  his  task, 

The  father  met  him—"  Deign  to  wear  a  mask 

A  few  dull  days,  Josiah — but  a  few — 

It  is  our  duty,  and  the  sex's  due  ; 

I  wore  it  once,  and  every  gratelul  wife 

Repays  it  with  obedience  through  her  hfe  : 

Have  no  regard  to  Sybil's  dress,  have  none 

To  her  pert  language,  to  her  flippant  tone  : 

Henceforward  thou  shalt  rule  unquestion'd  and  alone  ; 

And  she  thy  jileasure  in  thy  looks  shall  seek — 

How  she  shall  dress,  and  whether  she  may  speak." 
A  sober  smile  return'd  the  youth,  and  said, 

"  Can  I  cause  fear,  who  am  myself  afraid  ?  " 
Sybil,  meantime,  sat  thoughtful  in  her  room. 

And  often  wonder' d—"  Will  the  creature  come  ? 

Nothing  shall  tempt,  shall  force  me  to  bestow 

My  hand  upon  him, — yet  I  wish  to  know." 
The  door  unclosed,  and  she  beheld  her  sire 

Lead  in  the  youth,  then  hasten  to  retire  ; 
"  Daughter,  my  friend— my  daughter,  friend,"  he  cried, 
And  gave  a  meaning  look,  and  stepp'd  aside  : 
That  look  contain'd  a  mingled  threat  and  prayer, 
"  Do  take  him,  child, — offend  him  if  you  dare." 
The  couple  gazed — were  silent,  and  the  maid 
Look'd  in  his  face,  to  make  the  man  afraid  ; 
The  man,  unmoved,  upon  the  maiden  cast 
A  steady  view — so  salutation  ])ass'd: 
But  in  this  instant  Sybil's  eye  had  seen 
The  tall  fair  per.son,  and  the  still  staid  mien  ; 
The  glow  ihat  temp'ranco  o'er  tlio  cheek  had  spread, 
Whore  the  soft  down  halt  veil'd  the  ])urest  red  ; 
And  the  serene  deportment  that  proclaim'd 
A  lieart  unspotted,  and  a  lite  unblanicd  : 
But  then  with  these  she  saw  attire  too  plain, 
The  palo  brown  coat,  though  worn  without  a  stain  ; 
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The  formal  air,  and  something  of  the  prido 
That  indicates  the  wealth  it  seems  to  hide, 
And  looks  that  were  not,  she  conceived,  exempt 
From  a  proud  pity,  or  a  sly  contempt. 

Josiah's  eyes  had  their  employment  too, 
Engaged  and  soften'd  by  so  bright  a  view  ; 
A  fair  and  nieaning  face,  an  eye  of  fire. 
That  check'd  ^he  bold,  and  made  the  free  retire  : 
But  then  with  these  he  mark'd  the  studied  dress 
And  lofty  air,  that  scorn  or  pride  express  ; 
With  that  insidious  look,  that  seem'd  to  hide 
In  an  affected  smile  the  scorn  and  pride  ; 
And  if  his  mind  the  virgin's  meaning  caught, 
He  saw  a  foe  with  treacherous  purjaose  fraught — 
Captive  the  heart  to  take,  and  to  reject  it,  caught. 
Silent  they  sat ; — thought  Sybil,  "That  he  seeks 
Something,  no  doubt  ;  I  wonder  if  he  speaks:" 
Scarcely  she  wonder'd,  when  these  accents  fell 
Slow  in  her  ear,   ' '  Fair  maiden,  art  thou  well  ?  " 
"  Art  thou  physician  ?  "  she  replied  ;  "  my  hand. 
My  pulse,  at  least,  shall  be  at  thy  command." 
She  said, — and  saw,  surprised,  Josiah  kneel, 
And  gave  his  lips  the  offer'd  pulse  to  feel  ; 
The  rosy  colour  rising  in  her  cheek, 
Seem'd  that  surprise  unmix'd  with  wrath  to  speak  ; 
Then  sternness  she  assumed,  and — "Doctor,  tell ; 
Thy  words  cannot  alarm  me — am  I  well  ?" 

"  Thou  art,"  said  he  ;  "  and  yet  thy  dress  so  light, 
I  do  conceive,  some  danger  must  excite  :  " 
"  In  whom  ?"  said  Sybil,  with  a  look  demure  : 
"  In  more,"  said  he,   "than  I  expect  to  cure  ; — 
I,  in  thy  light  luxuriant  robe  behold 
Want  and  excess,  abounding  and  yet  cold  ; 
Here  needed,  there  display' d,  in  many  a  wanton  fold  : 
Both  health  and  beauty,  learned  authoi-s  show, 
From  a  just  medium  in  our  clothing  flow." 

"  Proceed,  good  doctor  ;  if  so  great  my  need, 
What  is  thy  fee  ?  Good  doctor  !  pray  proceed." 

"Large  is  my  fee,  fair  lady,  but  I  take 
None  till  some  progress  in  my  cure  I  make  : 
Thou  hast  disease,  fair  maiden  ;  thou  ait  vain  ; 
Within  that  face  sit  insult  and  disdain  ; 
Thou  art  enamour'd  of  thyself;  my  art 
Can  see  the  naughty  malice  of  thy  heart  : 
With  a  strong  pleasure  would  thy  bosom  move. 
Were  I  to  own  thy  power,  and  ask  thy  love ; 
And  such  thy  beauty,  damsel,  that  I  might. 
But  for  thy  pride,  feel  danger  in  thy  sight,  _ 
And  lose  my  present  peace  in  dreams  of  vain  delight," 

"And  can  thy  patients,"  said  the  nymph,  "enduro 
Physic  like  this— and  will  it  work  a  cure  '.  " 

"Such  is  ray  hope,  fair  damsel  ;  thou,  I  fin  1, 
Hast  the  true  tokens  of  a  noble  mind  ; 
But  tho  world  wins  thee,  Sybil,  and  thy  joys 
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Are  placed  in  trifles,  fasliions,  follies,  toys  ; 
Thou  hast  sought  pleasure  in  the  world  around, 
That  in  thine  own  pure  bosom  should  bo  found  : 
Did  all  that  world  admire  thee,  praise  and  love, 
Could  it  tlie  least  of  nature's  pains  remove  ? 
Could  it  for  errors,  follies,  sins  atone, 
Or  give  thee  comfort,  thoughtful  and  alone  ? 
It  has,  believe  me,  maid,  no  power  to  charm 
Thy  soul  from  sorrow,  or  thy  flesh  from  harm : 
Turn  then,  fair  creature,  from  a  world  of  sin, 
And  seek  the  jewel  happiness  within." 

"Speak'st  thouat  meeting?"  said  the  njTnph  ;  "thyspeech 
Is  that  of  mortal  very  prone  to  teach  ; 
But  wouldst  thou,  doctor,  from  the  patient  learn 
Thine  own  disease  ? — the  cure  is  thy  concern." 

"Yea,  with  good  will." — "Then  know  'tis  thy  complaint, 
That,  for  a  sinner,  thou'rt  too  much  a  saint ; 
Hast  too  much  show  of  the  sedate  and  pure. 
And,  without  cause,  art  foi-mal  and  demure  : 
This  makes  a  man  unsocial,  unpolite  ; 
Odious  when  wrong,  and  insolent  if  right. 
Thou  mayst  bo  good,  Vjut  why  should  goodness  bo 
Wrapt  in  a  garb  of  such  formality  ? 
Thy  pei-son  well  might  please  a  damsel's  eye, 
In  decent  habit  with  a  scarlet  dye  ; 
But,  jest  apart — what  virtue  canst  thou  trace 
In  that  broad  brim  that  hides  thy  sober  face  ? 
Does  that  long-skirted  drab,  that  over  nice 
And  formal  clothing,  prove  a  scorn  of  vice  ? 
Then  for  thine  accent — what  in  sound  can  be 
So  void  of  grace  as  dull  monotony  ? 
Love  has  a  thou-sand  varied  notes  to  move 
The  human  heart :  thou  mayst  not  speak  of  lovo 
Till  thou  hast  cast  thy  formal  ways  aside. 
And  those  becoming  youth  and  nature  tried  : 
Not  till  exterior  freedom,  spirit,  ease. 
Prove  it  thy  study  and  delight  to  please  ; 
Not  till  these  follies  meet  thy  just  disdain, 
While  yet  thy  virtues  and  thy  worth  remain." 

"This  is  severe  !    Oh  !  maiden,  wilt  not  thou 
Something  for  habits,  manners,  modes,  allow  ? " — • 
"  Yes  !  but  allowing  much,  I  much  require. 
In  my  behalf,  for  manncr.s,  modes,  attire  !" 

"  True,  lovely  Sybil ;  and,  this  point  agreed, 
Let  me  to  those  of  greater  weight  proceed  : 
Thy  father  !  " — "  Nay,"  she  quickly  interposed, 
"  Good  doctor,  here  our  conference  is  closed  !  " 
Then  left  the  youtli,  who,  lost  in  his  retreat, 
Pass'd  the  good  matron  on  her  garden-seat ; 
His  looks  were  troubled,  and  his  air  once  mild 
And  calm,  was  hurried  : — "My  audacious  child  !  " 
Exclaim'd  the  dame,   "  I  read  what  she  has  done 
In  thy  dis|)leasure — ah  !  the  thoughtless  one  : 
But  yet,  Josiah,  to  my  stern  good  man 
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Speak  of  the  maid  as  mildly  as  you  can  : 
Can  you  not  seem  to  woo  a  little  -while 
The  daughter's  will,  the  father  to  beguile  ? 
So  that  his  wrath  in  time  may  wear  away  ; 
Will  you  preserve  our  peace,  Josiah? — say." 

"Yes  !  my  good  neighbour,"  said  the  gentle  youth, 
"Rely  securely  on  my  care  and  truth  ; 
And  should  thy  comfort  with  my  efforts  cease, 
And  only  then, — perpetual  is  thy  peace." 

The  dame  had  doubts  :  she  well  his  virtues  knew, 
His  deeds  were  fi-iendly,  and  his  words  were  true  : 
"  But  to  address  this  vixen  is  a  task 
He  is  ashamed  to  take,  and  I  to  ask. " 
Soon  as  the  father  from  Josiah  learn'd 
What  pass'd  with  Sybil,  he  the  truth  discem'd. 
"  He  loves,"  the  man  exclaim'd,   "  he  loves,  'tis  plain. 
The  thoughtless  girl,  and  shall  he  love  in  vain? 
She  may  be  stubborn,  but  she  shall  be  tried. 
Born  as  she  is  of  wilfulness  and  pride." 

With  anger  fraught,  but  willing  to  persuade, 
The  wrathful  father  met  the  smiling  maid  : 
" Sybil,"  said  he,  "I  long,  and  yet  I  dread 
To  know  thy  conduct — hath  Josiah  fled  ? 
And,  grieved  and  fretted  by  thy  scornful  air, 
For  his  lost  peace,  betaken  him  to  prayer  ? 
Couldst  thou  his  pure  and  modest  mind  distress 
By  vile  remarks  upon  his  speech,  address. 
Attire,  and  voice  ? " — "  All  this  I  must  confess." 
"  Unhappy  child  !  what  labour  will  it  cost 
To  win  him  back  !  " — "I  do  not  think  him  lost." 
"  Courts  he  then,  trifler  !  insult  and  disdain  >  " — 
"  No  ;  but  from  these  he  courts  me  to  refrain." 
'•  Then  hear  me,  Sybil :  should  Josiah  leave 
Thy  father's  house  ?  " — "  My  father's  child  would  grieve." 
"  That  is  of  grace,  and  if  he  come  again 
To  speak  of  lovo  ?  " — "  1  might  from  grief  refrain." 
"  Then  wilt  thou,  daughter,  our  design  embrace  ? " — 
"  Can  I  resist  it,  if  it  be  of  grace  ?" 
"  Dear  child  in  three  plain  words  thy  mind  express  : 
Wilt  thou  have  this  good  youth  ? "— "  Dear  father— yes  !  " 
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TALE  VII. 

THE  widow's  tale. 

Ah  me  I  for  aaght  th.it  ever  I  coiUd  read, 

Or  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history, 

Tlie  coui-se  of  true  love  never  did  nm  smooth  ; 

But,  either  it  was  different  in  blood. 

Or  else  misgraffed  in  respect  of  years. 

Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  friends. 

Or,  il  there  were  a  sympathy  in  choice. 

War,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it. 

Midsummer  Niyht's  Bream. 

Oh,  thou  didst  then  ne'er  love  so  heartily, 
It  thou  rememberest  not  the  slightest  folly 
That  ever  love  did  make  thee  run  into. 

As  You  Like  It. 

Cry  the  man  mercy  ;  love  him,  take  his  oflfer. 

As  You  Like  It. 

To  Farmer  Mo.<!S,  in  Langar  Vale,  came  down 
His  only  daughter,  from  her  school  in  town  ; 
A  tender,  timid  maid,  who  knew  not  how 
To  pass  a  pig-sty,  or  to  face  a  cow  : 
Smiling  she  came,  with  petty  talents  graced, 
A  fair  complexion,  and  a  slender  waist. 

Used  to  spare  meals,  dispo.sed  in  manner  pm-e. 
Her  father's  kitchen  she  could  ill  endure  : 
Where  by  the  steaming  beef  he  hungry  sat, 
And  laid  at  once  a  pound  upon  his  plate  ; 
Hot  from  the  field,  her  eager  brother  seized 
An  equal  part,  and  hunger's  rage  appeased  ; 
The  air  surcharged  with  moisture,  Hagg'd  around, 
And  the  offended  damsel  sigh'd  and  frown'd  ; 
The  swelling  fat  in  lumps  conglomerate  laid, 
And  fancy's  sickness  seized  the  loathing  maid  : 
But  when  the  men  beside  their  station  took. 
The  maidens  with  them,  and  with  these  the  cook  ; 
When  one  huge  wooden  bowl  before  them  stood, 
Fill'd  with  huge  balls  of  farinaceous  food  ; 
With  bacon,  mass  saline,  where  never  lean 
Beneath  the  brown  and  bristly  rind  was  seen  ; 
When  from  a  single  horn  the  party  drew 
Their  copious  draughts  of  heavy  ale  and  now  ; 
When  the  coarse  cloth  she  saw,  with  many  a  stain 
Soil'd  by  rude  hinds  who  cut  and  came  again — 
She  could  not  breathe  ;  but  with  a  licavy  sigh, 
Rcin'd  the  fair  neck,  and  shut  th'  offended  eye  ; 
She  minced  the  sanguine  flesh  in  frustums  fine. 
And  wondcr'd  much  to  see  the  creatures  dine  ; 
Wlien  she  resolved  her  father's  heart  to  move, 
If  hearts  of  farmers  were  alive  to  love. 
She  now  entreated  by  herself  to  sit 
In  the  small  parlour,  if  papa  thought  fit, 
And  there  to  dine,  to  read,  to  work  alone  :— 
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"  No  !  "  said  tlie  farmer,  in  an  angry  tone  ; 

"  These  are  your  school-taught  airs  ;  your  mother's  prido 

Would  send  you  there,  but  I  am  now  your  guide. 

Arise  betimes,  our  early  meal  prepare, 

And,  this  despatch'd,  let  business  be  your  care  ; 

Look  to  the  lasses,  let  there  not  be  one 

Who  lacks  attention  till  her  tasks  be  done  ; 

In  every  household  work  your  portion  take. 

And  what  j^ou  make  not,  see  that  others  make  : 

At  leisure  times  attend  the  wheel,  and  see 

The  whit'ning  web  besprinkled  on  the  lea  ; 

When  thus  emploj^'d,  should  our  young  neighbour  view, 

A  useful  lass — you  may  have  more  to  do." 

Dreadful  were  these  commands  ;  but  worse  than  these 
The  parting  hint — a  farmer  could  not  please. 
'Tis  true  she  had  without  abhorrence  seen 
Young  Harry  Carr,  when  he  was  smart  and  clean : 
But,  to  be  married — be  a  farmer's  wife — 
A  slave  !  a  drudge  ! — she  could  not  for  her  life. 

With  swimming  eyes  the  fretful  nymph  withdrew, 
And,  deeply  sighing,  to  her  chamber  Hew  ; 
There  on  her  knees,  to  Heaven  she  grieving  pray'd 
For  change  of  prospect  to  a  tortured  maid. 

Harry,  a  youth  whose  late  departeil  sire 
Had  left  him  all  industrious  men  require. 
Saw  the  pale  beauty, — and  her  shape  and  air 
Engaged  him  much,  and  yet  he  must  forbear  : 
"  For  my  small  farm,  what  can  the  damsel  do  ? " 
He  said, — then  stopp'd  to  take  another  view  : 
"  Pity  so  sweet  a  lass  will  nothing  learn 
Of  household  cares, — for  what  can  beauty  earn 
By  those  small  arts  which  they  at  school  attain, 
That  keep  them  useless,  and  yet  make  them  vain?" 

This  luckless  damsel  look'd  the  village  round, 
To  find  a  friend,  and  one  was  quickly  found  ; 
•A  pensive  widow,  whose  mild  air  and  dress 
Pleased  the  sad  nymph,  who  wish'd  her  soul's  distress 
To  one  so  seeming  kind,  confiding,  to  confess. 

"  What  lady  that  ? "  the  anxious  lass  in<|uired, 
Who  then  beheld  the  one  she  most  admired. 
"  Here,"  said  the  brother,  "  are  no  ladies  seen — 
That  is  a  widow,  dwelling  on  the  green  ; 
A  dainty  dame,  who  can  but  barely  live 
On  her  poor  pittance,  yet  contrives  to  give  ; 
She  happier  days  has  known,  but  seems  at  ease. 
And  you  may  call  her  lady  if  you  plcaso  : 
But  if  you  wish,  good  sister,  to  improve. 
You  shall  see  twenty  better  worth  your  love." 

These  Nancy  met ;  but,  spite  of  all  they  taught, 
This  useless  widow  was  the  one  she  sought : 
The  father  growl'd,  but  said  he  knew  no  hai'm 
In  such  connection  that  could  give  alarm  ; 
"  And  if  we  thwart  the  tritler  in  her  course, 
'Tis  odds  against  us  she  will  take  a  worse." 
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Then  met  the  friends  ;  the  widow  heard  the  sigh 
That  ask'd  at  once  compassion  and  reply. 
"Would  you,  mv  child,  converse  with  one  so  poor, 
Yours  were  the  kindness— yonder  is  my  door  : 
And,  save  the  time  that  we  in  public  pray,^^ 
From  that  poor  cottage  I  but  rarely  stray."  _ 

There  went  the  nymph,  and  made  her  strong  complaints, 
Paintino-  her  woe  as  uiiured  feeling  paints. 

"  Oh^ dearest  friend  !  do  think  how  one  must  feeJ, 
Shock'd  all  day  long,  and  sicken'd  every  meal ; 
Could  you  behold  our  kitchen  (and  to  you 
A  scene  so  shocking  must  indeed  be  new), 
A  mind  like  yours,  with  true  refinement  graced, 
Would  let  no  vulgar  scenes  pollute  your  taste  ; 
And  yet,  in  truth,  from  such  a  polish'd  mmd 
All  base  ideas  must  resistance  find, 
And  sordid  pictures  from  the  fancy  pass. 
As  the  breath  startles  from  the  polish'd  glass. 

"  Here  you  enjoy  a  sweet  romantic  scene, 
Without  so  pleasant,  and  within  so  clean  ; 
These  twining  jess'mines,  what  delicious  gloom 
And  soothing  fragrance  yield  they  to  the  room  ! 
What  lovely  garden  !  there  you  oft  reth-e, 
And  tales  o'f  woe  and  tenderness  admire. 
In  that  neat  case  your  books,  in  order  placed. 

Soothe  tlie  full  soul,  and  charm  the  cultured  taste  ; 

And  thus,  while  all  about  you  wears  a  charm,    ^^ 

How  must  you  scorn  the  farmer  and  the  tarm  ! 

The  widow  smiled,  and  "Know  you  not,"  said  she, 

"How  much  these  farmers  scorn  or  pity  me  ; 

Who  see  what  you  admire,  and  laugh  at  all  they  see  ' 

True,  their  opinion  alters  not  my  fate. 

By  falsely  judging  of  an  humble  state  : 

This  garden  you  with  such  delight  behold, 

Tempts  not  a  feeble  dame  who  dreads  the  cold  ; 

These  plants  which  please  so  well  your  livelier  sense, 

To  mine  but  little  of  their  sweets  dispense  ; 

Books  soon  are  painful  to  my  failing  sight, 

And  oftener  read  from  duty  than  delight ; 

(Yet  let  me  own  that  I  can  sometimes  find 

Both  joy  and  duty  in  the  act  combined  ;) 

But  view  me  rightly,  you  will  see  no  more 

Than  a  poor  female,  wilhng  to  be  poor  ; 

Happy  indeed,  but  not  in  books  nor  flowers, 

Not  in  lair  dreams,  indulged  in  earlier  hours, 

Of  never- tasted  joys  ;  such  visions  shun,  _^ 

My  youthlul  friend,  nor  sconi  the  farmer's  son. 
"  Nay,"  said  the  damsel,  nothing  pleased  to  soa 

A  friend's  advice  could  like  a  father's  be, 

"  Blcss'd  in  your  cott,'u;e,  you  must  surely  smilo 

At  those  who  live  in  our  detested  style  : 

To  my  Lucinda's  sympathizing  heart 
Could  I  my  prospects  and  my  griefs  impart, 
She  would  console  me  ;  but  i  daro  not  show 


316  CRABBE'S  POEMS. 

Ills  that  would  wound  her  tender  soul  to  know ; 

And  I  confess,  it  shocks  my  pride  to  tell 

The  secrets  of  the  prison  where  I  dwell ; 

For  that  dear  maiden  would  be  shock'd  to  feel 

The  secrets  I  should  shudder  to  reveal  ; 

When  told  her  friend  was  by  a  parent  ask'd, 

'  Fed  you  the  swine  ?'     Good  heaven,  how  I  am  task'd  ! 

What !  can  you  smile  ?    Ah  !  smile  not  at  the  grief 

That  woos  j^our  pity  and  demands  relief." 

"  Trifles,  my  love  :  you  take  a  false  alarm  ; 
Think,  I  beseech  j'ou,  better  of  the  farm  : 
Duties  in  every  state  demand  your  care. 
And  light  are  those  that  will  require  it  there. 
Fix  on  the  youth  a  favouring  eye,  and  these, 
To  him  pertaining,  or  as  his,  will  please." 

"What  words,"  the  lass  replied,  "  offend  my  ear  ! 
Try  you  my  patience  ?     Can  you  be  sincere  ? 
And  am  I  told  a  willing  hand  to  give 
To  a  rude  farmer,  and  with  rustics  live  ? 
Far  other  flite  was  j'ours  ;  some  gentle  youth 
Admired  your  beauty,  and  avow'd  his  truth  ; 
The  power  of  love  prevail'd,  and  freely  both 
Gave  the  fond  heart,  and  pledged  the  binding  oath  ; 
And  then  the  rival's  plot,  the  parent's  power, 
And  jealous  fears,  drew  on  the  happy  hour  : 
Ah  !  let  not  memory  lose  the  blissful  view. 
But  fairly  show  what  love  has  done  for  you." 

"Agreed,  my  daughter  ;  what  my  heart  has  known 
Of  love's  strange  power,  shall  be  with  frankness  shown  : 
But  let  me  warn  you,  that  experience  finds 
Few  of  the  scenes  that  lively  hope  designs." 

"Mysterious  all,"  said  Nancy  ;  "  you,  I  know, 
Have  suffer' d  much  ;  now  deign  the  grief  to  show  ; 
I  am  your  friend,  and  so  prepare  my  heart 
In  all  your  sorrows  to  receive  a  part." 

The  widow  answer'd  :  "  I  had  once,  like  you. 
Such  thoughts  of  love  ;  no  dream  is  more  untrue  : 
You  judge  it  fated,  and  decreed  to  dwell 
In  youthfiil  hearts,  which  nothing  can  expel, 
A  passion  doom'd  to  reign,  and  irresistible. 
The  struggling  mind,  when  once  subdued,  in  vain 
Rejects  the  fury  or  defies  the  pain  : 
The  strongest  reason  fails  the  flame  t'  allay, 
And  resolution  droops  and  faints  away  : 
Hence,  when  the  destined  lovers  meet,  they  prove 
At  once  the  force  of  this  all-powerful  love  ; 
Each  from  that  period  feels  the  mutual  smart. 
Nor  seeks  to  cure  it — heart  is  changed  for  heart ; 
Nor  is  there  peace  till  they  delighted  stand, 
And,  at  the  altar,  hand  is  join'd  to  hand. 

"Alas  !  my  child,  there  are  who,  dreaming  so, 
Waste  their  fresh  youth,  and  waking  feel  the  woe. 
There  is  no  sjiirit  sent  the  heart  to  move 
With  such  prevailing  and  alarming  love  ; 
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Passion  to  reason  will  submit — or  why 

Should  wealthy  maids  the  poorest  swains  deny  ? 

Or  how  could  classes  and  degrees  create 

The  slightest  bar  to  such  resistless  fate  ? 

Yet  high  and  low,  you  see,  forbear  to  mix  ; 

No  beggars'  eyes  the  heart  of  kings  transfix  ; 

And  who  but  am'rous  peers  or  nobles  sigh, 

When  titled  beauties  pass  triumphant  by  ? 

For  reason  wakes,  proud  wishes  to  reprove  ; 

You  cannot  hope,  and  therefore  dare  not  love  ; 

All  would  be  safe,  did  we  at  first  inquire — 

'  Docs  reason  sanction  what  our  hearts  desire  ? ' 

But  quitting  precept,  let  example  show 

What  joys  from  love  uneheck'd  by  prudence  flow. 

"  A  youth  my  father  in  his  office  placed. 
Of  humble  fortune,  but  with  sense  and  taste  ; 
But  he  was  thin  and  pale,  had  downcast  looks  : 
He  studied  much,  and  pored  upon  his  books  : 
Confused  he  was  when  seen,  and  when  he  saw 
Me  or  my  sisters,  would  in  haste  withdraw  ; 
And  had  this  youth  departed  with  the  year. 
His  loss  had  cost  us  neither  sigh  nor  tear. 

"  But  with  my  father  still  the  youth  remain'd, 
And  more  reward  and  kinder  notice  gain'd  : 
He  often,  reading,  to  the  garden  stray'd. 
Where  I  by  books  or  musing  wasclelay'd  ; 
This  to  discourse  in  summer  evenings  led. 
Of  these  same  evenings,  or  of  what  we  read  : 
On  such  occasions  we  were  much  alone  ; 
But,  save  the  look,  the  manner,  and  the  tone 
(These  might  have  meaning),  all  that  we  discuss'd 
We  could  with  pleasure  to  a  parent  trust. 

"At  length  'twas  friendship — and  my  friend  and  I 
Said  we  were  happy,  and  began  to  sigh  ; 
My  sisters  first,  and  then  my  father,  found 
That  we  were  wandering  o'er  enchanted  ground  : 
But  he  had  troubles  in  his  own  aftairs. 
And  would  not  bear  addition  to  his  cares  : 
With  pity  moved,  yet  angry,  '  Child,'  saiil  he, 
'  Will  you  embrace  contempt  and  beggary  ? 
Can  you  endure  to  see  each  other  cursed 
By  want,  of  every  human  woo  the  worst  ? 
Warring  for  ever  with  distress,  in  dread 
Either  of  begging  or  of  wanting  bread  ; 
While  poverty,  with  unrelenting  force. 
Will  your  own  oflspring  from  your  love  divorce  ; 
They,  through  your  folly,  must  bo  doom'd  to  pine, 
And  you  deplore  your  passion,  or  resign  ; 
For  if  it  die,  what  good  will  then  remain  ? 
And  if  it  live,  it  doubles  every  pain.'" 

"  But  you  were  true,"  cxclairn'd  the  lass,  "and  fled 
The  tyrant's  power  who  fill'd  your  soul  with  dread  ?" 
"  But,"  said  the  smiling  friend,  "he  fill'd  my  mouth  with  broad: 
And  in  what  other  place  that  bread  to  gain 
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We  long  consider' d,  and  we  sought  in  vain  : 

This  was  my  twentieth  year, — at  thirty-five 

Our  hojie  was  fainter,  yet  our  love  alive  ; 

So  manj'^  years  in  anxious  doubt  had  pass'd." 

"  Then,"  said  the  damsel,  "  you  were  bless'd  at  last  ?" 

A  smile  again  adorn'd  the  widow's  face, 

But  soon  a  starting  tear  usurp'd  its  place. 

"  Slow  pass'd  the  heavy  years,  and  each  had  more 
Pains  and  vexations  than  the  years  before. 
My  father  fail'd  ;  his  family  was  rent, 
And  to  new  states  his  grieving  daughters  sent : 
Each  to  more  thriving  kindred  found  a  way. 
Guests  without  welcome, — servants  witliout  pay  ; 
Our  parting  hoiu'  was  grievous  ;  still  I  feel 
The  sad,  sweet  converse  at  our  final  meal ; 
Our  father  then  reveal'd  his  former  fears, 
Cause  of  his  sternness,  and  then  join'd  our  tears  : 
Kind!}'  he  strove  our  feelings  to  repress. 
But  died,  and  left  us  heirs  to  liis  distress. 
The  rich,  as  humble  friends,  my  sisters  chose  ; 
I  with  a  wealthy  widow  sovight  repose  ; 
Who  with  a  chilling  frown  her  friend  i-eceived, 
Bade  me  rejoice,  and  wonder'd  that  I  grieved  : 
In  vain  my  anxious  lover  tried  his  skill 
To  rise  in  life,  he  was  dependent  still  : 
We  met  in  grief,  nor  can  I  paint  the  fears 
Of  these  unhappy,  troubled,  trying  years  : 
Our  dying  hopes  and  stronger  fears  between. 
We  felt  no  season  peaceful  or  serene  ; 
Our  fleeting  joys,  like  meteors  in  the  night, 
Shone  on  our  gloom  with  inauspicious  light ; 
And  then  domestic  sorrows,  till  the  mind. 
Worn  with  distresses,  to  despair  inclined  ; 
Add  too  the  ill  that  from  the  passion  flows. 
When  its  contemptuous  fi-own  tlie  world  bestows. 
The  peevish  spirit  caused  by  long  dclaj^. 
When,  being  gloomy,  we  contemn  the  gay, 
When,  being  wretched,  we  incline  to  hate 
And  censure  others  in  a  hai)j)ier  state  ; 
Yet  loving  still,  and  still  compcll'd  to  move 
In  the  sad  labyrinth  of  lingering  love  : 
While  you,  exempt  from  want,  despair,  alarm, 
May  wed — oh  !  take  the  farmer  and  the  farm." 

"Nay,"  said  the  nymph,  "joy  smiled  on  you  at  last?" 
"  Smiled  for  a  moment,"  she  replied,  "  and  pass'd  : 
My  lover  still  the  same  dull  means  pursued. 
Assistant  call'il,  but  kept  in  servitude  ; 
His  spirits  wearied  in  the  prime  of  life, 
By  fears  and  wishes  in  eternal  strife  ; 
At  length  he  urged  impatient — 'Now  consent ; 
With  thee  united,  fortune  may  relent.' 
I  paused,  consenting  ;  but  a  friend  arose, 
Pleased  a  fair  view,  though  distant,  to  disclose  ; 
From  the  rough  ocean  we  beheld  a  gleam 


TALE  VII. — THE   WIDOW'S  TALE.  319 

Of  joy,  as  transient  as  the  joys  we  dream  ; 

By  lying  hopes  deceived,  my  friend  retired, 

And  sail'd — was  wounded — reach'd  us — and  expu'ed  ! 

You  shall  behold  his  grave  ;  and  when  I  die. 

There— but  'tis  folly— I  request  to  lie." 

"  Thus."  said  the  lass,  "  to  joy  you  bade  adieu  ! 
But  how  a  widow  ?  —that  cannot  be  true  : 
Or  was  it  force,  in  some  unhappy  hour. 
That  placed  you,  grieving,  in  a  tyrant's  power?" 

"  Force,  my  young  friend,  when  forty  years  are  fled, 
Is  what  a  woman  seldom  has  to  dread  ; 
She  needs  no  brazen  locks  nor  guarding  walls. 
And  seldom  comes  a  lover,  though  she  calls  : 
Yet,  moved  by  fanc.y,  one  approved  my  face. 
Though  time  and  tears  had  wrought  it  much  disgrace. 

"  The  man  I  married  was  sedate  and  meek. 
And  spoke  of  love  as  men  in  earnest  speak  : 
Poor  as  I  was,  he  ceaseless  sought  for  years, 
A  heart  in  sorrow  and  a  face  in  tears  : 
That  heart  I  gave  not ;  and  'twas  long  before 
I  gave  attention,  and  then  nothing  more  : 
But  in  my  breast  some  gi-ateful  feeling  rose, 
For  one  whose  love  so  sad  a  subject  chose  ; 
Till  long  delaying,  fearing  to  repent. 
But  grateful  still,  I  gave  a  cold  assent. 

"  Thus  we  were  wed  ;  no  fault  had  I  to  find. 
And  he  but  one  :  my  heart  could  not  be  kind  : 
Alas  !  of  every  early  hope  bereft. 
There  was  no  fondness  in  my  bosom  left ; 
So  had  I  told  him,  but  had  told  in  vain. 
He  lived  but  to  indulge  me  and  complain  ; 

His  was  this  cottage  ;  he  inclosed  this  gound. 
And  planted  all  these  blooming  shrubs  around ; 

He  to  my  room  these  curious  trifles  brought. 

And  with  assiduous  love  my  plciusure  sought ; 

He  lived  to  plciiso  mo,  and  I  ofttimes  strove. 

Smiling,  to  thank  his  unrequited  love  : 

'Teach  me,'  he  cried,  '  that  pensive  mind  to  ease  ; 

For  all  my  pleasure  is  the  hope  to  please.' 

"  Seren'e  tliough  heavy,  were  the  days  we  spent, 

Yet  kind  each  word,  and  gen'rous  each  intent ; 

But  his  dejection  Icssen'd  every  day. 

And  to  a  placid  kindness  died  away  : 

In  tranquil  case  we  pass'd  our  latter  years. 

By  griefs  unti-ouliled,  unassail'd  by  loars. 
"  Let  not  romantic  views  your  bosom  sway  ; 

Yield  to  your  duties,  and  their  call  ol)ey  : 

Fly  not  a  youth,  frank,  honest,  and  sincere  ; 

Obsen'e  his  merits,  and  his  passion  hoar ! 

'Tis  true,  no  hero,  but  a  farmer,  sues — 

Slow  iti  his  spcecli,  but  worthy  in  his  views  ; 

Withliim  you  cannot  that  affliction  i)rove, 

That  rcnils  tlie  bosom  of  tho  poor  in  lovo  : 

Health,  comfort,  competouco,  and  cheerlul  days. 
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Your  friends'  approval,  and  your  father's  praise. 
Will  crown  the  deed,  and  you  escape  their  fate 
Who  plan  so  wildly,  and  are  wise  too  late." 

The  damsel  heard  ;  at  first  th'  advice  was  strange, 
Yet  wrought  a  happy,  nay,  a  speedy  change  : 
"I  have  no  care,"  she  said,  when  next  they  met, 
"  But  one  may  wonder,  he  is  silent  yet ; 
He  looks  around  him  with  his  usual  stare. 
And  utters  nothing — not  that  I  shall  care." 

This  pettisli  humour  pleased  th'  experienced  friend  - 
None  need  despair,  whose  silence  can  oSend  ; 
"Should  I,"  resumed  the  thoughtful  lass,  "consent 
To  hear  the  man,  the  man  may  now  repent : 
Think  you  my  sighs  shall  call  him  from  the  plough, 
Or  give  one  hint,  that  '  You  may  woo  me  now?'  " 

"  Persist,  my  love,"  replied  the  friend,  "and  gain 
A  parent's  praise,  that  cannot  be  in  vain." 

The  father  saw  the  change,  but  not  the  cause, 
And  gave  the  alter'd  maid  his  fond  applause  : 
The  coarser  manners  she  in  part  removed, 
In  part  endured,  improving  and  improved  ; 
She  spoke  of  liousehold  works,  she  rose  betimes, 
And  said  neglect  and  indolence  were  crimes  ; 
The  various  duties  of  their  life  she  weigh'd, 
And  strict  attention  to  her  dairy  paid  ; 
The  names  of  servants  now  familiar  grew. 
And  fair  Lucinda's  from  her  mind  withdrew  ; 
As  prudent  travellers  for  their  ease  assume 
Their  modes  and  language  to  whose  lands  they  come  ; 
So  to  the  farmer  this  fair  lass  inclined, 
Gave  to  the  business  of  the  farm  her  mind  ; 
To  useful  arts  she  turn'd  her  hand  and  eye  ; 
And  by  her  manners  told  him — ' '  You  may  try." 

Th'  observing  lover  more  attention  paid, 
With  growing  pleasure,  to  the  alter'd  maid  ; 
Ho  fear'd  to  lose  her,  and  began  to  see 
That  a  slim  beauty  might  a  helpmate  be  : 
'Twixt  hope  and  fear  ho  now  the  lass  address'd. 
And  in  his  Sunday  robe  his  love  exprcss'd  : 
Slie  felt  no  chilling  dread,  no  thrilling  joy, 
Nor  was  too  quickly  kind,  too  slowly  coy  ; 
But  still  she  lent  an  unreluctant  ear 
To  all  the  rural  business  of  the  year ; 
Till  love's  strong  hopes  endured  no  more  delay. 
And  Harry  ask'd,  and  Nancy  named  the  day. 

"  A  happy  change,  my  boy  !  "  the  father  cried  : 
"  How  lost  your  sister  all  her  school-day  pride  T' 
The  youth  replied,  "  It  is  the  widow's  deed  ; 
The  cure  is  perfect  and  was  wrought  with  speed." 
"  And  comes  there,  boy,  this  benefit  of  books, 
Of  that  smart  dress,  and  of  those  dainty  looks  ? 
We  must  bo  kin<l — some  oflerings  from  the  farm 
To  the  wliito  cot  will  speak  om-  (colings  warm  ; 
Will  show  that  people,  when  they  know  the  foot. 
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Wtere  they  have  judged  severely,  can  retract. 

Oft  have  I  smiled,  when  I  beheld  her  pass 

With  cautious  step,  as  if  she  hurt  the  grass  ; 

Where,  if  a  snail's  retreat  she  chanced  to  storm. 

She  look'd  as  begging  pardon  of  the  worm  ; 

'  And  what,'  said  I,  still  laughing  at  the  view, 

•  Have  these  weak  creatures  in  the  world  to  do  V 

But  some  are  made  for  action,  some  to  speak  ; 

And,  while  slie  looks  so  pitiful  and  meek. 

Her  words  are  weighty,  though  her  nerves  are  weak." 

Soon  told  the  village  bells  the  rite  was  done, 
That  join'd  the  school-bred  miss  and  farmer's  son  ; 
Her  former  habits  some  slight  scandal  raised, 
But  her  real  worth  was  soon  perceived  and  praised  ; 
She,  her  neat  taste  imparted  to  the  tarm. 
And  he,  th'  improving  skill  and  vigorous  arm. 


TALE  VIII. 

THE  MOTHER. 

What  though  you  have  heauty, 
llu8t  you  be  therelore  proud  and  pitiless  V 

As  You  Like  It. 

I  w.-juH  not  mwry  her,  though  she  were  endowed  with  all  that  Adam  had  left  him 
>efore  he  traiist'ressetl. — As  Ton  Like  It. 

Wilt  thou  love  such  a  woman  ?    What  I   to  make  thee  an  instrument,  and  play  f.Use 
itrainu  upon  thee  1— Not  to  be  endured.— ^i  a  Fou  Like  It. 

Your  son. 
As  mad  in  folly,  lack*d  the  sense  to  know 
Her  estimation  home.— jKJ's  Wvll  ttial  Ends  Well, 

Be  this  sweet  Helen's  knell ; 
He  lost  a  wife,  \(tose  words  all  ears  took  captive  ; 
Wliose  dear  perfection  hearts  that  scoru'd  to  serve 
Humbly  call'd  mistress. — All's  Well  that  Ends  Well. 

There  was  a  worthy,  but  a  simple  pair,  _ 
Who  nursed  a  daughter,  fairest  of  the  fail" : 
Sons  they  had  lost,  and  she  alone  remain'd. 
Heir  to  the  kindness  they  had  all  obtain'd, 
Heir  to  the  fortune  they  dosign'd  for  all. 
Nor  had  th'  allotted  portion  then  been  small  ; 
But  now,  by  fate  enrich'd  with  beauty  rare, 
They  watch'd  their  treasure  with  peculiar  care  ; 
The  fairest  features  they  could  early  trace. 
And,  blind  with  love,  saw  merit  in  her  face — 
Saw  virtue,  wisdom,  dignity,  and  grace  ; 
And  Dorothea,  from  her  iniant  years, 
Gain'd  all  her  wishes  from  their  pride  or  fears ; 
She  wrote  a  billet,  and  a  novel  read, 
And  with  her  fame  her  vanity  was  fed  ; 
Each  word,  each  look,  each  action  was  a  cause 
For  flattering  wonder  and  for  lond  ajiplause  ; 
She  rode  or  danced,  and  ever  glanced  around, 

Y 
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Seeking  for  praise,  and  smiling  when  she  found. 

The  yielding  pair  to  her  petitions  gave 

An  humble  friend  to  be  a  civil  slave, 

WLo  for  a  poor  support  herself  resign'd 

To  the  base  toil  of  a  dependent  mind  : 

By  nature  cold,  our  heiress  stoop'd  to  art, 

To  gain  the  credit  of  a  tender  heart. 

Hence  at  her  door  must  supphant  paupers  stand. 

To  bless  the  bounty  of  her  beauteous  hand  : 

And  now,  her  education  all  complete, 

She  talk'd  of  virtuous  love  and  union  sweet ; 

She  was  indeed  by  no  soft  passion  moved. 

But  wish'd  with  all  her  soul  to  be  beloved. 

Here,  on  the  favour'd  beauty  fortune  smiled ; 

Her  chosen  husband  was  a  man  so  mild, 

So  humbly  temper' d,  so  intent  to  please. 

It  quite  distress'd  her  to  remain  at  ease, 

Without  a  cause  to  sigh,  without  pretence  to  tease  : 

She  tried  his  patience  in  a  thousand  modes, 

And  tired  it  not  upon  the  roughest  roads. 

Pleasure  she  sought,  and  disappointed,  sigh'd 

For  joys,  she  said,  "to  her  alone  denied  ;" 

And  she  was  sure  "  her  parents,  if  alive. 

Would  many  comforts  for  their  child  contrive." 

The  gentle  husband  bade  her  name  him  one  ; 

<i No— that,"  she  answer'd,  "should  for  her  be  done  ; 

How  could  she  say  what  pleasures  were  around  ? 

But  she  was  certain  many  might  be  found." 

"Would  she  some  seaport,  Weymouth,  Scarborough,  grace  ?"- 

"  He  knew  she  hated  every  watering-place." 

"  The  town  ?" — "  What !  now  'twas  empty,  joyless,  dull  ?" 

"  In  winter  ?" — "  No  ;  she  liked  it  worse  when  full." 
She  talk'd  of  building— "  Would  she  plan  a  room  ?"— 

"  No  !  she  could  live,  as  he  desired,'^!  gloom." 

"  Call  then  our  friends  and  neighbours."—"  He  might  call, 

And  they  might  come  and  fill  his  ugly  hall ; 

A  noisy  vulgar  set,  he  knew  she  scorn'd  them  all." 

"  Then  might  their  two  dear  girls  the  time  employ. 

And  their  improvement  yield  a  solid  joy." — 

"  Solid  indeed  !  and  heavy — oh!  the  bliss 

Of  teaching  letters  to  a  lisping  miss  ! " 

"  My  dear,  my  gentle  Dorothea,  say. 

Can  I  oblige  you?"—"  You  may  go  away."  _ 
Twelve  heavy  years  this  patient  soul  sustain'd 

This  wasp's  attacks,  and  then  her  praise  obtain'd,  _ 

Graved  on  a  marble  tomb,  where  he  at  peace  reniain'd. 
Two  daughters  wept  their  loss  ;  the  one  a  child 

With  a  plain  face,  strong  sense,  and  temper  mild, 

Who  keenly  felt  the  mother's  angry  taunt, 

"  Thou  art  the  image  of  thy  piuus  aunt : " 

Long  time  had  Lucy  wept  "her  slighted  face, 

And  then  began  to  smile  at  her  disgrace. 

Her  father's  sister,  who  the  world  had  seen 

Near  sixty  yeiu-s  when  Lucy  saw  sixteen, 
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Begg'd  the  plain  girl :  the  gracious  mother  smiled, 

And  freel^"-  gave  her  grieved  but  passive  child  ; 

And  with  her  elder-bom,  the  beauty  blcss'd, 

ThLs  parent  rested,  ii  such  minds  can  rest : 

No  miss  her  waxen  babe  could  so  admire, 

Nurse  with  such  care,  or  with  such  pride  attire  ; 

They  were  companions  meet,  ■with  equal  mind, 

Bless'd  with  one  love,  and  to  one  point  inclined  ; 

Beauty  to  keep,  adorn,  increase,  and  guard. 

Was  their  sole  care,  and  had  its  full  reward : 

In  rising  splendour  with  the  one  it  reign'd, 

And  in  the  other  was  by  care  sustain'd  ; 

The  daughter's  charms  increased,  the  parent's  yet  remain'd. 

Leave  we  these  ladies  to  their  daily  care, 
To  see  how  meekness  and  discretion  fare  : — 
A  village  maid,  unvex'd  by  want  or  love, 
Could  not  with  more  delight  than  Lucy  move  ; 
The  ■s'illage  lark,  high  mounted  in  the  spring. 
Could  not  with  purer  joy  than  Lucy  sing  ; 
Her  cares  all  light,  her  pleasures  all  sincei'e. 
Her  duty  jo}',  and  her  companion  dear  ; 
In  tender  friendship  and  in  time  respect 
Lived  aunt  and  niece,  no  flattery,  no  neglect — 
They  read,  walk'd,  visited — together  pray'd, 
Together  slept,  the  matron  and  the  maid  : 
There  was  such  goodness,  such  pure  nature  seen 
In  Lucy's  looks,  a  manner  so  serene  ; 
Such  harmony  in  motion,  speech,  and  air, 
That  without  fairness  she  was  more  than  fair. 
Had  more  than  beauty  in  each  speaking  grace, 
That  lent  their  cloudless  glory  to  the  face ; 
Where  mild  good  sense  in  placid  looks  was  shown, 
And  felt  in  every  bosom  but  her  own. 
The  one  presiding  feature  in  her  mind 
Was  the  pure  meekness  of  a  will  resign'd  ; 
A  tender  spirit,  freed  ft-om  all  pretence 
Of  wit,  and  pleased  in  mild  benevolence  ; 
Bless'd  in  protecting  fondness  she  reposed. 
With  every  wish  indulged,  though  undisclosed  ; 
But  love,  like  zephyr  on  the  limpid  lake. 
Was  now  the  bosom  of  the  maid  to  sh.ake. 
And  in  that  gentle  mind  a  gentle  strife  to  make. 

Among  their  chosen  friends,  a  favour'd  few. 
The  aunt  and  niece  a  youthful  rector  knew  ; 
Who,  though  a  younger  brother,  might  address 
A  younger  sister,  fearless  of  success  ; 
His  friends,  a  lofty  race,  their  native  pride 
At  first  display'd,  and  their  assent  denied  : 
But,  pleased  such  virtues  and  such  love  to  trace, 
They  own'd  she  would  aflorn  the  loftiest  race. 
The  aunt,  a  mother's  caution  to  supply, 
Had  watch'd  the  youthful  priest  with  jealous  eyo 
And,  anxious  for  licr  charge,  had  view'd  unseen 
The  cautious  life  that  koejis  the  conscience  clean  : 
Y  2 
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In  all  she  found  him  all  she  vpish'd  to  find, 
With  slight  exception  of  a  loftj'  mind  : 
A  certain  mannei-  that  express'd  desire 
To  be  received  as  brother  to  the  squire. 
Lucy's  meek  eye  had  beam'd  with  many  a  tear, 
Lucy's  soft  heart  had  beat  with  many  a  fear, 
Before  he  told  (although  his  looks,  she  thought. 
Had  oft  confoss'd)  that  he  her  favour  sought ; 
But  when  he  kneel'd  (she  wish'd  him  not  to  kneel), 
And  sjioke  the  fears  and  hopes  that  lovers  ieel ; 
"When  too  the  prudent  aunt  herself  contess'd 
Her  wishes  on  the  gentle  youth  would  rest ; 
The  maiden's  eye  with  tender  passion  beam'd, 
She  dwelt  with  fondness  on  the  life  she  schemed  ; 
The  household  cares,  the  soft  and  lasting  ties 
Of  love,  with  all  his  binding  charities  ; 
Their  village  taught,  consoled,  assisted,  fed, 
Till  the  young  zealot  teais  of  pleasure  shed. 

But  would  her  mother  <    Ah  !  she  fear'd  it  wrong 
To  have  indulged  these  forward  hopes  so  long  : 
Her  mother  loved,  but  was  not  used  to  grant 
Favours  so  freely  as  her  gentle  aunt.— 
Her  gentle  aunt,  with  smiles  that  angels  wear, 
Dispell'd  her  Lucy's  apprehensive  tear  : 
Her  prudent  foresight  the  request  had  made 
To  one  whom  none  could  govern,  lew  persuade ; 
She  doubted  much  it  one  in  earnest  woo'd 
A  girl  with  not  a  single  charm  endued  ; 
The  sister's  nobler  views  she  then  declared. 
And  what  small  sum  for  Lucy  could  be  spared  ; 
"  If  more  than  this  the  foolish  priest  requires. 
Tell  him,"  she  wrote,  "  to  check  his  vain  desires." 
At  length,  with  many  a  cold  expression  mix'd. 
With  many  a  sneer  on  girls  so  fondly  lix'd. 
There  came  a  promise — should  they  not  repent, 
But  take  with  grateful  minds  the  portion  meant. 
And  wait  the  sister's  day — the  mother  might  consent. 

And  here,  might  pitying  hope  o'er  truth  prevail. 
Or  love  o'er  fortune,  we  would  end  our  tale  ; 
For  who  more  bless'd  than  youthful  pair  removed 
From  fear  of  want — by  mutual  friends  approved — 
Short  time  to  wait,  and  in  that  time  to  live 
With  all  the  pleasures  ho]3e  and  fancy  give  : 
Their  equal  passion  raised  on  just  esteem. 
When  reason  sanctions  all  that  love  can  dream  ? 

Yes  !  reason  sanctions  what  stern  fate  denies  : 
The  early  prospect  in  tlie  glory  dies, 
As  the  soft  smiles  on  dying  infants  play 
In  their  mild  features,  and  then  pass  away. 

The  Beuutu  died  ere  she  could  yield  her  hand 
In  the  high  marriage  by  the  mother  plann'd ; 
Who  grieved  indeeti,  but  found  a  vast  relief 
In  a  cold  heart,  that  ever  warr'd  with  grief. 

Lucy  was  present  when  her  sister  died. 
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Heiress  to  duties  that  she  ill  supplied  : 

There  were  no  mutual  feelings,  sister  arts, 

No  kindred  taste,  nor  intercourse  of  hearts  : 

When  in  the  mirror  play'd  the  matron's  smile. 

The  maiden's  thoughts  were  traveling  all  the  while  ; 

And  when  desired  to  speak,  she  sigh'd  to  iind 

Her  pause  offended  :   "  Envy  made  her  blind  : 

Tasteless  she  was,  nor  had  a  claim  in  life 

Above  the  station  of  a  rector's  wife  ; 

Yet  as  an  heiress,  she  muse  shun  disgrace, 

Although  no  heiress  to  her  mother's  face  : 

It  is  your  duty,"  said  th'  imperious  dame, 

"(Advanced  your  fortune,)  to  advance  j'our  name, 

And  with  superior  rank,  superior  offers  claim  : 

Your  sister's  lover,  when  his  sorrows  die. 

May  look  upon  you,  and  for  favour  sigh  ; 

Nor  can  you  offer  a  reluctant  hand  ; 

His  birth  is  noble,  and  his  seat  is  grand." 

Alarm 'd  was  Lucy,  was  in  tears — "A  fool  1 
Was  she  a  child  in  love  ?— a  miss  at  school  ? 
Doubts  any  mortal,  if  a  change  of  state 
Dissolves  all  claims  and  ties  of  earlier  date  ? " 

The  rector  doubted,  for  he  came  to  mourn 
A  sister  dead,  and  with  a  Avife  return  : 
Lucy  with  heart  unchanged  received  the  youth. 
True  in  herself,  confiding  in  his  truth  ; 
But  own'd  her  mother's  change  ;  the  haughty  dame 
Pour'd  strong  contempt  upon  the  youthful  flame  ; 
She  firmly  vow'd  her  purpose  to  pursue. 
Judged  her  own  cause,  and  bade  the  youth  adieu  ! 
The  lover  begg'd,  insisted,  urged  his  pain,_ 
His  brother  wrote  to  threaten  and  complain  : 
Her  sister  reasoning  proved  the  promise  made, 
Lucy  appealing  to  a  parent  pray'd  : 
But'all  opposed  the  event  that  she  design'd. 
And  all  in  vain — she  never  changed  her  mind  ; 
But  coldly  answer'd  in  her  wonted  way, 
That  she  "would  rule,  and  Lucy  must  obey." 

With  peevish  fear,  she  saw  her  health  decline, 
And  cried,  "  Oh  !  monstrous,  for  a  man  to  pmo  ! 
But  if  your  foolish  heart  must  yield  to  love, 
Jj3t  him  possess  it  whom  I  now  approve  ; 
This  is  my  pleasure."     Still  the  rector  camo 
With  larger  offers  and  with  bolder  claim  ; 
But  the  stem  lady  would  attend  no  more — 
She  frown'd,  and  rudely  pointed  to  the  door  ; 
"VVhate'er  ho  wrote,  he  saw  unread  return'd. 
And  he,  indignant,  the  dishonour  spurn'd  : 
Nay,  fix'd  suspicion  whore  he  might  confide, 
And  sacrificed  his  passion  to  his  pride. 
Lucy,  meantime,  though  thrcaten'd  and  distress'd, 
Against  her  marriage  made  a  strong  protest : 
All  was  domestic  war  ;  the  aunt  robell'd 
Against  the  sovereign  will,  and  was  expoll'd  ; 
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And  every  power  was  tried,  and  every  art, 
To  bend  to  falsehood  one  determined  heart ; 
Assail'd,  in  patience  it  received  the  shocls. 
Soft  as  the  wave,  unshaken  as  the  rock  : 
But  while  th'  unconquer'd  soul  endures  the  storm 
Of  angry  fate,  it  preys  upon  the  form  ; 
With  conscious  virtue  she  resisted  still,  ^ 
And  conscious  love  gave  vigour  to  her  will ; 
But  Lucy's  trial  was  at  hand  ;  with  joy 
The  mother  cried—"  Behold  your  constant  boy- 
Thursday— was  man-ied  : — take  the  paper,  sweet. 
And  read  the  conduct  of  your  reverend  cheat ; 
See  with  what  pomp  of  coaches,  in  what  crowd 
The  creature  married— of  his  falsehood  proud  ! 
False,  did  I  say  ?— at  least  no  whining  fool  ; 
And  thus  will  hopeless  passions  ever  cool : 
But  shall  his  bride  yom-  single  state  reproach  ? 
No  !  give  him  crowd  for  crowd,  and  coach  for  coach. 
Oh  i  you  retire  ;  reflect  then,  gentle  miss. 
And  gain  some  spirit  in  a  cause  like  this." 
Some  spirit  Lucy  gain'd  ;  a  steady  soul. 
Defying  all  persuasion,  all  control  : 
In  vain  reproach,  derision,  threats  were  tried  ; 
The  constand  mind  all  outward  force  defied, 
By  vengeance  vainly  urged,  in  vain  assail'd  by  pride  ; 
Fix'd  in  her  purpose,  perfect  in  her  part, 
She  felt  the  courage  of  a  wounded  heart ; 
The  world  receded  from  her  rising  view, 
When  heaven  approach'd  as  earthly  things  withdrew  ; 
Not  strange  before,  for  in  the  days  of  love, 
Joy,  hope,  and  pleasure,  she  had  thoughts  above  ; 
Pious  when  most  of  worldly  prospects  fond. 
When  they  best  pleased  her,  she  could  look  beyond  ; 
Had  the  young  priest  a  faithful  lover  died. 
Something  had  been  her  bosom  to  divide  : 
Now  heaven  had  all,  for  in  her  holiest  views, 
She  saw  the  matron  whom  she  fear'd  to  lose  ; 
While  from  her  parent,  the  dejected  maid 
Forced  the  implcasant  thought,  or  thinking  pray'd. 

Surprised,  the  mother  saw  the  languid  frame. 
And  felt  indignant,  yet  forbore  to  blame  : 
Once  with  a  frown  she  cried,  "And  do  you  mean 
To  die  of  love,— the  folly  of  fifteen  ?" 
But  as  her  anger  met  with  no  reply. 
She  let  the  gentle  girl  in  quiet  die  ; 
And  to  her  sister  wrote,  impell'd  by  pain, 
"Come  quickly,  Martha,  or  you  come  in  vam." 
Lucy  meantime  profess'd  with  joy  sincere, 
That  nothing  held,  employ'd,  engaged  her  here. 

"  I  am  an  humble  actor,  doom'd  to  play 
A  part  obscure,  and  then  to  glide  away  : 
Incurious  how  the  great  or  happy  shine,  _ 
Or  who  have  parts  obscure  and  sad  as  mine  ; 
In  its  best  prospect  I  but  wish'd  for  lilb. 
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To  be  th'  assiduous,  gentle,  useful  wife  ; 

That  lost,  with  wearied  mind  and  spirit  poor, 

I  drop  my  eftbrts,  and  can  act  no  more  ; 

With  arrowing  joy  I  feel  my  spirits  tend 

To  that  last  scene  where  all  my  duties  end. 
Hope,  ease,  delight,  the  thoughts  of  dying  gave. 

Till  Lucv  spoke  with  fondness  of  the  grave  ; 

She  smiled  with  wasted  form,  but  spirit  firm, 

And  said,  "  She  left  but  little  for  the  worai." 

As  toU'd  the  bell,  "There'sone,"  she^said,  "hathpressd 

Awhile  before  me  to  the  bed  of  rest : " 

And  she  beside  her  with  attention  spread 

The  decorations  of  the  maiden  dead. 

While  quickly  thus  the  mortal  part  declined, 

The  happiest  visions  fill'd  the  active  mind ; 

A  soft,  religious  melancholy  gain'd 

Entire  possession,  and  for  ever  reign'd  : 

On  Holy  Writ  her  mind  reposing  dwelt. 

She  saw  the  wonders,  she  the  mercies  felt ; 

Till,  in  a  bless'd  and  glorious  reverie. 

She  seem'd  the  Saviour  as  on  earth  to  see, 

And,  fill'd  with  love  di%'ine,  th'  attending  friend  to  be  ; 

Or  she  who  trembling,  yet  confiding,  stole 

Near  to  the  garment,  touch'd  it,  and  was  whole  ; 

When,  such  the  intenseness  of  the  working  thought, 

On  her  it  seem'd  the  very  deed  was  wrought  ; 

She  the  glad  patient's  fear  and  rapture  found, 
The  holy  transport,  and  the  healing  wound  ; 
This  was  so  fix'd,  so  grafted  in  the  heart. 
That  she  adopted,  nay  became  the  part: 
But  one  chief  scene  was  present  to  her  sight, 
Her  Saviom-  resting  in  the  tomb  by  night  ; 
Her  fever  rose,  and  still  her  wedded  mind 
Was  to  that  scene,  that  hallow'd  cave  confined— 
Where  in  the  shade  of  death  the  body  laid. 
There  watch'd  the  spirit  of  the  wandering  maid  ; 
Her  looks  were  fix'd,  entranced,  illumed,  sereue. 
In  the  still  glory  of  the  midnight  scene  : 
There  at  her  Saviour's  feet,  in  visions  bless'd, 
Th'  enraptured  maid  a  sacred  joy  possess'd  ; 
In  patience  waiting  for  the  first-born  ray 
Of  that  all-glorious  and  triumphant  day. 
To  this  idea  all  her  soul  she  gave, 
Her  mind  reposing  by  the  sacred  grave  ; 
Then  sleep  would  seal  the  eye,  the  vision  close, 
And  steep  the  solemn  thoughts  in  brief  repose. 
Then  grew  the  soul  serene,  and  all  its  powers 
Again  restored,  illumed  the  dying  hours  ; 
But  reason  dwelt  where  fancy  stray'd  belore, 
And  the  mind  wander'd  from  its  views  no  more  ; 
Till  death  approach'd,  when  every  look  express  d 
A  sense  of  bliss,  till  every  sense  had  rest. 

The  mother  lives,  and  has  enough  to  buy 
The  attentive  ear  and  the  submissive  eye 
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Of  abject  natures — these  are  daily  told. 
How  triumph'd  beauty  in  the  days  of  old  ; 
How,  by  her  window  seated,  crowds  have  cast 
Admiring  glances,  wondering  as  they  pa.s.s'd  ; 
How  from  her  carriage  as  she  stepp'd  to  pray, 
Divided  ranks  would  humbly  make  her  way ; 
And  how  each  voice  in  the  astonish'd  throng 
Pronounced  her  peerless  as  she  moved  along. 

Her  picture  then  the  greedy  dame  displays  ; 
Touch'd  by  no  shame,  she  now  demands  its  praise ; 
In  her  tall  mirror  then  she  shows  her  face. 
Still  coldly  fair  with  unafiecting  grace  ; 
These  she  compares :  "  It  has  the  form,"  she  cries, 
"  But  wants  the  air,  the  spiiit,  and  the  eyes  : 
This,  as  a  likeness,  is  correct  and  true, 
But  there  alone  the  living  grace  we  view." 
This  said,  th'  applauding  voice  the  dame  required. 
And,  gazing,  slowly  from  the  glass  retired. 
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Thrice  blessed  they  that  master  so  their  blood^ 
Bat  earthly  happier  is  the  rose  distill'd, 
Than  that  which,  withering  on  the  viradn  thorn. 
Grows,  Uvea,  and  diea  in  single  blenedne^a. 

Midtummer  Xlght$  Ih-eam 

I  something  do  excnse  the  thing  I  hate. 

For  hia  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. — iteaturt/or  Jfetuure. 

Contempt,  lirewell :  and  maiden  pride,  adien  ! 

Meature/or  Heature. 

Of  a  fair  town  where  Doctor  B.ack  was  guide. 

His  only  daughter  was  the  boa-st  and  pride — 

Wise  Arabella,  yet  not  wise  alone, 

She  like  a  bright  and  polish'd  briUiant  shone  ; 

Her  father  own'd  her  for  his  prop  and  stay. 

Able  to  giiide,  yet  willing  to  obey  ; 

Pleased  with  her  learning  while  fliscourse  could  please, 

And  with  her  love  in  languor  and  disease  : 

To  every  mother  were  her  virtues  known. 

And  to  their  daughters  as  a  pattern  shown  ; 

Who  in  her  youth  had  all  that  age  requires. 

And  with  her  prudence  all  that  youth  admires  : 

These  odious  praises  made  the  damsels  try 

Not  to  obtain  such  merits,  but  deny  ; 

For,  whatsoever  wise  mammas  might  say. 

To  guide  a  daughter,  this  was  not  the  way  ; 

From  such  applause  disdain  and  anger  rise, 

And  envy  lives  where  emulation  dies. 

In  all  his  strength  contends  the  noble  horse 

With  one  who  just  precedes  him  on  the  course  ; 
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But  when  the  rival  flies  U)o  far  belore, 
His  spirit  lulls,  and  ho  attornpts  no  more. 

This  reasoninj^  maid,  above  her  sex's  dread. 
Had  dared  to  read,  and  dared  to  say  she  read  ; 
Not  the  last  novel,  not  the  new-Vjorn  play  ; 
Not  the  mere  trash  and  soandal  ot  the  day  ; 
But  (thouj,'h  lier  young  companions  ieltthe  shock) 
She  studied  lierkeley,  Bacon,  Hohbes,  and  Locke: 
Her  mind  within  the  mas^e  ol  histfjry  dwelt, 
And  oi  the  moral  muse  the  beauty  ielt ; 
The  merits  ol  the  lionian  pa^e  she  knew, 
And  could  converse  with  More  and  Montague  : 
Thus  she  became  the  wonder  of  the  town. 
From  that  she  reap'd,  to  that  she  gave  renown  ; 
And  strangers  coming,  all  were  taught  t'  a/lmire 
The  learned  la'ly,  and  the  lofty  spire. 
Thus  fame  in  public  fjx'd  the  maid  where  all 
Might  throw  their  darts,  and  see  the  idol  tall  : 
A  hundred  arrows  ctirno  with  vengeance  keen, 
From  ton;.TUC8  envenoin'd,  and  from  arms  unseen  ; 
A  thousand  eyes  were  fix'd  upon  the  place, 
Tliat,  if  she  fell,  she  might  not  fly  disgrace  : 
But  malice  vainly  throws  the  p(jison'd  dart, 
Unless  our  frailty  shows  the  peccant  part ; 
And  Arabella  still  preserved  her  name 
Unt<^jueh'd,  and  shone  with  undisp\itod  fame  ; 
Her  very  notice  some  rcsiioct  would  caasc. 
And  her  esteem  was  huuow  and  apjihiuse. 

Men  she  avoided  ;  not  in  childish  fear. 
Ah  if  she  thought  some  savage  foe  was  near  ; 
Not  as  a  prude,  who  hides,  that  man  should  Kcck, 
Or  who  by  silence  hints  that  they  should  speak  ; 
But  with  discretion  all  the  sex  she  view'd, 
Ere  yet  engaged,  i)ur8uing  or  jjursued  ; 
p:r  e  love  ha<l  made  her  to  his  vices  blind, 
Or  liid  the  favourite's  failings  from  hei-  mind. 
Thu«  wa«  the  ]<icturo  of  the  man  jiortray'd, 
By  merit  destined  for  ho  rare  a  maid  ; 
At  whoso  request  she  might  exchange  her  state, 
Or  still  be  happy  in  a  virgin's  fate  : — 
Ho  must  be  one  with  manners  like  her  own, 
His  life  unquestion'd,  his  ojiinions  known  ; 
His  stainless  virtue  mast  all  tests  endure, 
His  honour  spotless,  and  his  bosom jiure  ; 
She  no  allowance  made  for  sex  or  times. 
Of  lax  ojiinion — r;rimes  were  ever  crimes  ; 
No  wretch  lorsaken  must  his  Irailty  curso. 
No  spurious  oflsi)ring  drain  his  private  i>urse  ; 
Ho  at  all  times  ni«  passions  must  coinniand, 
And  yet  possoBS — or  Vjo  refused  her  hand. 

Alf  this  without  reserve  the  mai<len  told, 
And  some  began  to  weigh  the  rector's  gold  ; 
Tr)  a«k  wluit  sum  a  jirudent  man  miRht  gain, 
Who  had  such  store  of  virtues  to  maintain  ? 
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A  Doctor  Campbell,  north  of  Tweed,  came  forth. 
Declared  his  passion,  and  proclaim'd  his  worth  ; 
Not  unapproved,  for  he  had  much  to  say 
On  every  cause,  and  in  a  pleasant  way  ; 
Not  all  his  trust  was  in  a  pliant  tongue, 
His  form  was  good,  and  ruddy  he,  and  young  : 
But  though  the  doctor  was  a  man  of  parts, 
He  read  not  deeply  male  or  female  hearts  ; 
But  judged  that  all  whom  he  esteem' d  as  wise 
Must  think  alike,  though  some  assumed  disguise  ; 
That  every  reasoning  Brahmin,  Christian,  Jew, 
Of  all  religions  took  their  liberal  view  ; 
And  of  her  own,  no  doubt,  this  learned  maid 
Denied  the  substance,  and  the  forms  obey'd  : 
And  thus  persuaded,  he  his  thoughts  express'd 
Of  her  o23inions,  and  his  own  profess'd  : — 
"  All  states  demand  this  aid,  the  vulgar  need 
Their  priests  and  prayers,  their  sermons  and  their  creed  ; 
And  those  of  stronger  minds  should  never  speak 
(In  his  opinion)  what  might  hurt  the  weak  : 
A  man  may  smile,  but  still  he  should  attend 
His  hour  at  church,  and  be  the  Church's  friend. 
What  there  he  thinks  conceal,  and  what  he  hears  commend." 

Frank  was  the  speech,  but  heard  with  high  disdain, 
Nor  had  the  doctor  leave  to  speak  again  ; 
A  man  who  own'd,  nay  gloried  in  deceit, 
"  He  might  despise  her,  but  he  should  not  cheat." 

The  Vicar  Holmes  appear'd  :  he  heard  it  said 
That  ancient  men  best  pleased  the  prudent  maid  ; 
And  true  it  was  her  ancient  friends  she  loved. 
Servants  when  old  she  favour'd  and  approved  ; 
Age  in  her  pious  parents  she  revered. 
And  neighbours  were  by  length  of  days  endear'd  ; 
But  if  her  husband  too  must  ancient  be, 
The  good  old  vicar  found  it  was  not  he. 

On  Captain  BUfjh  her  mind  in  balance  hung — 
Though  valiant,  modest ;  and  reserved,  though  young  : 
Against  these  merits  must  defects  be  set — 
Though  poor,  imprudent  ;  and  though  proud,  in  debt  : 
In  vain  the  captain  close  attention  paid  ; 
She  found  him  wanting,  whom  she  fairly  weigh'd. 

Then  came  a  youth,  and  all  their  friends  agreed 
That  Edward  Iluntli/  was  the  man  indeed  ; 
Respectful  duty  he  had  paid  awhile, 
Then  ask'd  her  hand,  and  had  a  gracious  smile  : 
A  lover  now  declared,  he  led  the  fair 
To  woods  and  fields,  to  visits  and  to  prayer  ; 
Then  whispor'd  softly — "  Will  you  name  the  day?" 
She  softly  whisper'd — "  If  you  love  mo,  stay."_ 
"  Oh  !  try  me  not  beyond  my  strength,"  he  cried  : 
"  Oh  !  be  not  weak,"  the  prudent  maid  replied  ; 
"  But  by  some  trial  your  affection  prove — 
Respect,  and  not  impatience,  argues  love  : 
And  love  no  more  is  by  impatience  known, 
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Than  ocean's  depth  is  by  its  tempests  shown  : 

He  whom  a  weak  and  fond  impatience  sways, 

But  for  himself  with  all  his  fervour  prays, 

And  not  the  maid  he  woos,  but  his  own  will  obeys  ; 

And  will  she  love  the  beinpc  who  prefei'S, 

With  so  much  ardour,  his  desire  to  hers  ?  " 

Young  Edward  grieved,  but  let  not  grief  be  seen  ; 
He  knew  obedience  pleased  his  fancy's  queen  : 
Awhile  he  waited,  and  then  cried — "  Behold  ! 
The  year  advancing,  be  no  longer  cold  !" 
For  she  had  promised—"  Let  the  flowers  a-ppear, 
And  I  will  pass  with  thee  the  smiling  year  :  ' 
Then  pressing  grew  the  youth  :  the  more  he  press' (?,, 
The  less  inclined  the  ma'id  to  his  request : 
"  Let  June  arrive,  "—Alas  !  when  April  came, 
It  brought  a  stranger,  and  the  stranger,  shame  ; 
Nor  could  the  lover  from  his  house  persuade 
A  stubborn  lass  whom  he  had  mournful  made  ; 
Angry  and  weak,  by  thoughtless  vengeance  moved. 
She  told  her  story  to  the  fair  beloved  ; 
In  strongest  words  th'  unwelcome  truth  was  shown. 
To  blight  his  prospects,  careless  of  her  own. 

Our  "heroine  grieved,  but  had  too  firm  a  heart 
For  him  to  soften,  when  she  swore  to  part ; 
In  vain  his  seeming  penitence  and  prayer,  _ 
His  vows,  his  tears  ;  she  left  him  m  despair  : 
His  mother  fondly  laid  her  grief  aside, 
>^nd  to  the  reason  of  the  njnnph  applied. 

"  It  well  becomes  thee,  lady,  to  appear. 
But  not  to  be,  in  very  truth,  severe  ; 
Although  the  crime  be  odious  in  thy  sight. 
That  daring  sex  is  taught  such  things  to  slight. 
His  heart  is  thine,  although  it  once  was  frail  ; 
Think  of  his  grief,  and  let  his  love  prevail  ! "    _ 

"  Plead  thou  no  more,"  the  lofty  lass  return'd  : 
' '  Forgiving  woman  is  deceived  and  spum'd  : 
Say  that  the  crime  is  common — shall  I  take 
A  common  man  my  wedded  lord  to  make  ? 
See  !  a  weak  woman  by  his  arts  beti-ay'd. 
An  infant  born  his  father  to  upbraid  ; 
Shall  I  forgive  his  vilcness,  take  his  name, 
Sanction  his  eiTor,  and  partake  his  shame  ? 
No  !  this  assent  would  kindred  frailty  prove, 
A  love  for  him  would  be  a  vicious  love  : 
Can  a  chaste  maiden  secret  counsel  liold 
With  one  whose  crime  by  every  mouth  is  told  ? 
Forbid  it  spirit,  pmdenco,  \-irtuous  pride  ; 
Ho  must  despise  mo,  were  he  not  denied  : 
The  way  from  vice  the  erring  mind  to  win 
Is  with  presuming  sinners  to  begin,  _    ^^ 

And  show,  by  scorning  them,  a  just  contempt  for  sin.' 

The  youth,  repulsed,  to  one  more  niilil  oonycy'd 
His  heart,  and  smiled  on  the  remorseless  maid  ; 
The  maid,  remorseless,  in  her  pride,  the  while 
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Despised  the  insult,  and  roturu'd  the  smile. 

First  to  admire,  to  praise  lier,  and  defend, 
Was  (now  in  years  advanced)  a  virgin  friend  : 
Much  she  prefcrr'd,  she  cried,  the  single  state, 
"It  was  her  choice" — it  surely  was  her  fate  ; 
And  much  it  pleased  her  in  the  train  to  view 
A  maiden  vot'ress,  wise  and  lovely  too. 

Time  to  the  yielding  mind  his  change  imparts. 
He  varies  notions,  and  he  alters  hearts  ; 
'Tis  right,  'tis  just  to  feel  contempt  for  vice  ; 
But  he  that  shows  it  may  be  over-nice  : 
There  are,  who  feel,  when  young,  the  false  sublime, 
And  proudly  love  to  show  disdain  for  crime  ; 
To  whom  the  ftiture  will  new  thoughts  supply. 
The  pride  will  soften,  and  the  scorn  will  die  ; 
Nay,  where  they  still  the  \'ioe  itself  condemn. 
They  bear  the  vicious,  and  consort  with  them  : 
Young  Captain  Grove,  Vi'hen  one  had  changed  his  side, 
Despised  the  venal  turncoat,  and  defied  ; 
Old  Colonel  Crove  now  shakes  him  by  the  hand. 
Though  he  who  bribes  may  still  liis  vote  command. 
Why  would  not  Ellen  to  Belinda  speak. 
When  she  had  flown  to  London  for  a  week. 
And  then  return'd,  to  every  friend's  siu-prise, 
With  twice  the  spirit,  and  with  half  the  size  ? 
She  spoke  not  then — but,  after  years  had  flown, 
A  better  friend  had  Ellen  never  known. 
Was  it  the  ladj--  her  mistake  had  seen  ? 
Or  had  she  also  such  a  journey  been  ? 
No  :  'twas  the  gradual  change  in  human  hearts. 
That  time,  in  commerce  with  the  world,  imparts  ; 
That  on  the  roixghest  temper  throws  disguise, 
And  steals  from  virtue  her  asperities. 
The  young  and  ardent,  who  with  glovring  zeal 
Pelt  wi'ath  for  trifles,  and  were  proiid  to  feel, 
Now  find  those  trifles  all  the  mind  engage. 
To  soothe  dull  hours,  and  cheat  the  cares  of  age  ; 
As  young  Zelin<la,  in  her  quaker  dress, 
Disdain'd  each  varying  fashion's  vile  excess. 
And  now  her  friends  on  old  Zelinda  gaze. 
Pleased  in  rich  sillvs  and  orient  gems  to  blaze  : 
Changes  like  these  'tis  folly  to  condemn, 
So  virtue  yields  not,  nor  is  changed  with  them. 

Let  us  proceed  : — Twelve  brilliant  years  were  past, 
Yet  each  with  less  of  glory  than  the  last. 
Whether  these  years  to  this  fair  virgin  gave 
A  softer  mind — effect  they  often  have  ; 
Whether  the  virgin  state  was  not  so  blcss'd 
As  that  good  maiden  in  her  zeal  profoss'd  ; 
Or  whether  lovers  falling  from  her  train. 
Cave  greater  price  to  those  she  could  retain, 
Is  all  unknown.;  but  Arabella  now 
Was  kindly  listening  to  a  merchant's  vow, 
Who  ofier'd  terms  so  fair,  against  his  love 
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To  strive  was  folly,  so  she  never  strove. 

Man  in  his  earlier  days  we  often  find 

With  a  too  easy  and  unguarded  mind ; 

But  by  increasing-  years  and  pruiienee  taught, 

He  grows  reserved",  and  locks  up  every  thought : 

Not  thus  the  maiden,  for  in  blooming  youth 

She  hides  her  thought,  and  guards  the  tender  truth  : 

This,  when  no  longer  young,  no  more  she  hides> 

But  frankly  in  thelavour'd  swain  confides. 

Man,  stubborn  man,  is  like  the  growing  tree. 

That,  longer  standing,  still  will  harder  be  ; 

And  like  its  fruit,  the  virgin,  first  austere, 

Then  kindly  softening  with  the  ripening  year. 

Now  was  the  lover  urgent,  and  the  kind 
And  yielding  lady  to  his  suit  inclined  : 
"A  little  time,  my  friend,  is  just,  is  right  ;     ^_ 
We  must  be  decent  in  our  neighbours'  sight : 
Still  she  allow'd  him  of  his  hopes  to  speak. 
And  in  compassion  took  off  week  by  week  ; 
Till  few  remain' d,  when,  wearied  with  delay, 
She  kindly  meant  to  take  oil'  day  by  day. 

That  female  friend  who  gave  our  virgin  praise 
For  flying  man  and  all  his  treacherous  ways, 
Now  heard  with  mingled  anger,  shame,  and  fear, 
Of  one  accepted,  and  a  wedding  near  ; 
But  she  resolved  again  with  fi-iendly  zeal 
To  make  the  maid  her  scorn  of  wedlock  teel ; 
For  she  was  grieved  to  find  her  work  undone. 
And  like  a  sister  mourn'd  the  failing  nun. 

Why  are  these  gentle  maidens  prone  to  make 
Their  sister-doves  the  tempting  world  forsake? 
Why  all  their  triumph  when  a  maid  disdains 
The  tyrant  sex,  and  scorns  to  wear  its  chains? 
Is  it  pure  joy  to  see  a  sister  flown 

From  the  ftdse  jileasures  they  themselves  have  known— 
Or  do  they,  as  the  call-birds  in  the  cage, 
Try,  in  pure  envy,  others  to  engage  ? 
And  therefore  paint  their  native  woods  and  groves. 
As  scenes  of  dangerous  joys  and  naughty  loves  ? 

Strong  was  the  maiden's  hope  ;  her  friend  was  proud, 
And  had  her  notions  to  the  world  avow'd  ; 
And,  could  she  find  the  merchant  weak  and  frail, 
With  power  to  prove  it,  then  she  must  prevail  ; 
For  .she  aloud  would  publish  his  disgrace, 
And  save  his  victim  from  a  man  so  base. 

When  all  imiuiiies  had  been  duly  made. 
Came  the  kind  friend  her  burthen  to  unlade:  — 
"Alas  !  my  dear  !  not  all  our  care  and  art 
Can  thread  the  maze  oi  man's  deceitful  heart ; 
Look  not  surprise— nor  let  resentment  swell 
Those  lovely  features,— all  will  yet  bo  well  ; 
And  thou,  from  love's  and  man's  deceptions  froo. 
Wilt  dwell  in  virgin  state,  an<l  walk  to  Heaven  with  mo. 
The  maiden  frown'd  and  then  conceived  "  that  wives 
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Could  walk  as  well,  and  lead  as  holy  lives 

As  ano-ry  prudes  who  scot-n'd  the  marriage-chain, 

Or  luckless  maids,  who  sought  it  still  in  vain." 

The  friend  was  vex'd — she  paused  ;  at  length  she  cried, 
*■'  Know  your  own  danger,  then  your  lot  decide  : 
That  traitor  Beswell,  while  he  seeks  your  hand, 
Has,  I  affirm,  a  wanton  at  command  ; 
A  slave,  a  creature  from  a  foreign  place, 
The  nurse  and  mother  of  a  spurious  race  ; 
Brown  ugly  bastards  (Heaven  the  word  forgive. 
And  the  deed  punish  ! )  in  his  cottage  live  : 
To  town  if  business  calls  him,  there  he  stays 
In  sinful  pleasures  wasting  countless  days. 
Nor  doubt  the  facts,  for  I  can  witness  call, 
For  every  crime   and  jjrove  them  one  and  all." 

Here  ceased  th'  informer  :  Arabella's  look 
Was  like  a  schoolboj''s,  puzzled  by  his  book ; 
Intent  she  cast  her  eyes  u.pon  the  floor, 
Paused — then  rei^hed — 

"  I  wish  to  know  no  more  : 
I  question  not  your  motive,  zeal,  or  love. 
But  must  decline  such  dubious  points  to  prove. 
All  is  not  true,  I  judge,  for  who  can  guess 
Those  deeds  of  darkness  men  with  care  suppress  ? 
He  brought  a  slave  perhaps  to  England's  coast, 
And  made  her  free  ;  it  is  our  country's  boast ! 
And  she  perchance  too  grateful — good  and  ill 
Were  sown  at  first,  and  grow  together  still ; 
The  colour'd  infants  on  the  village  green, 
What  are  they  more  than  we  have  often  seen  ? 
Children  half-clothed  who  round  their  village  stray, 
In  sun  or  rain,  now  starved,  now  beaten,  they 
Will  the  dark  colour  of  their  fate  betray  : 
Let  us  in  Christian  love  for  all  account. 
And  then  behold  to  what  such  tales  amount." 

"  His  heart  is  evil,"  said  the  impatient  friend  : 
"  My  duty  bids  me  try  that  heart  to  mend," 
Replied  the  virgin  :   "we  may  be  too  nice. 
And  lose  a  soul  in  our  contempt  of  vice  ; 
If  false  the  charge,  I  then  shall  show  regard 
For  a  good  man,  and  be  his  just  reward  : 
And  what  for  virtue  can  I  better  do 
Than  to  reclaim  him,  if  the  charge  be  ti-uo?" 

She  spoke,  nor  more  her  holy  work  delay'd  ; 
'Twas  time  to  lend  an  erring  mortal  aid  : 
"  The  noblest  way,"  she  judged,  "  a  soul  to  win. 
Was  with  an  act  of  kindness  to  begin. 
To  make  the  sinner  sure,  and  then  t' attack  the  sin."* 

•  As  the  iiuthor's  pvii-pose  In  this  tale  may  be  mistaken,  he  wishes  to  observe,  tlial 
conduct  like  that  of  the  lady's  here  descrilwd  must  be  nuTitorious  or  censurable  just  » 
the  motives  to  it  are  pure  or  selfish  ;  that  these  motives  may  in  a  great  measure  be  con 
cealed  from  the  mind  of  the  agent ;  and  that  we  often  take  credit  to  our  virtue,  foractiou: 
which  siiring  originally  frbm  our  tampers,  inclinations,  or  our  indittercnce.  It  canuol 
therefore  be  improper,  much  less  immoral,  to  give  an  instance  of  such  self -deception. 
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TALE  X. 

THE  lover's  journey. 

Tl.e  s\m  is  in  the  heaven,  and  the  proud  day. 

Attended  with  the  pleasures  of  the  woild, 

la  all  too  wanton.  King  John. 

The  hinatic,  the  lover,  and  the  poet, 

Are  ol  imagination  all  compact. — Midsummer  Wight's  Dream, 

O,  how  this  spring  of  love  reaembleth 

Th'  uncertain  glory  oi  an  April  day. 
Which  now  shows  all  the  beauty  ot  the  sun. 

And  by-and-by  a  cloud  takes  all  away. 

Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

And  happily  I  have  arrived  at  last 

Unto  the  wishdd  haven  of  my  bliss. — Taming  of  the  Shrew. 

It  is  the  soul  that  sees  :  the  outward  eyes 

Present  the  object,  but  the  mind  descries  ; 

And  thence  delight,  disgust,  or  cool  indifl'erence  rise : 

When  minds  are  joyful,  then  we  look  around, 

And  what  is  seen  is  all  on  fairy  ground  ; 

Again  they  sicken,  and  on  every  view 

Cast  their  own  dull  and  melancholy  hue  ; 

Or,  if  absorb'd  by  their  peculiar  cares. 

The  vacant  eye  on  viewless  matter  glares; 

Our  feelings  still  upon  our  views  attend, 

And  their  own  natures  to  the  objects  lend : 

Sorrow  and  joy  are  in  their  influence  sure, 

Long  as  the  passion  reigns  th'  effects  endure  ; 

But  Love  in  minds  his  various  changes  makes. 

And  clothes  each  object  with  the  change  he  takes ; 

His  light  and  shade  on  every  view  he  throws, 

And  on  each  object  what  he  feels  bestows. 

Fair  was  the  morning,  and  the  month  was  June, 
When  rose  a  lover  ;^love  awakens  soon  : 
Brief  his  repose,  yet  much  he  dreamt  the  while 
Of  that  day's  meeting,  and  his  Laura's  smile  : 
Fancy  and  love  that  name  assig:i'd  to  her, 
Call'd  Susan  in  the  parish  register  ; 
And  ho  no  more  was  John — his  Laura  gave 
The  name  Orlando  to  her  faithful  slave. 

Bright  shone  the  glory  of  the  rising  day. 
When  the  fond  traveller  took  his  favourite  way  ; 
He  mounted  gaily,  felt  his  bosom  light, 
And  all  he  saw  was  pleasing  ui  his  sight. 

"Ye  hours  of  expectation,  quickly  fly,  " 

And  bring  on  hours  of  bless'd  reality  ; 
When  I  shall  Laura  see,  beside  her  stand. 
Hear  her  sweet  voice,  and  i)rcss  her  yielded  hand." 

First  o'er  a  l)arren  heath  besitlo  the  coast, 
Orlando  rode,  and  joy  began  to  boa.st. 

"  This  neat  low  gorso,"  said  he,  "  with  golden  bloom, 
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Delights  each  sense,  is  beauty,  is  perfume  ; 
And  this  gay  ling,  with  all  its  purple  flowers, 
A  man  at  leisure  might  admire  for  hours  ; 
This  green-tringed  cup-moss  has  a  scarlet  tip, 
That  yields  to  nothing  but  my  Laura's  lip  ; 
And  then  how  fine  this  herbage  !  men  may  say 
A  heath  is  barren  ;  nothing  is  so  gay  : 
Barren  or  bare  to  call  such  charming  scene 
Arg-ues  a  mind  possess'd  by  care  and  spleen." 

Onward  he  went,  and  fiercer  grew  the  heat, 
Dust  rose  in  clouds  before  the  horse's  feet ; 
For  now  he  pass'd  through  lanes  or  burning  sand, 
Bounds  to  thin  crops  or  yet  uncultured  land  ; 
Where  the  dark  poppy  flourish'd  on  the  dry 
And  sterile  soil,  and  mock'd  the  thin-set  rye. 

"  How  lovely  this  ! "  the  wrapt  Orlando  said  ; 
"With  what  delight  is  laboming  man  rapaid  ! 
The  very  lane  has  sweets  that  all  admire, 
The  rambling  suckling,  and  the  vigorous  brier  ; 
See  !  wholesome  wormwood  grows  beside  the  way, 
Where  dew-press'd  yet  the  dogrose  bends  the  spray  ; 
Fresh  herbs  the  fields,  fair  shrubs  the  banks  adorn, 
And  snow-white  bloom  falls  flaky  from  the  thorn  ; 
No  fostering  hand  they  need,  no  sheltering  wall. 
They  spring  uncultured,  and  they  bloom  for  all." 

The  lover  rode  as  hasty  lovers  ride, 
And  reach'd  a  common  pasture  wild  and  wide  ; 
Small  black-legg'd  sheep  devour  with  hunger  keen 
The  meagre  herbage,  fleshless,  lank,  and  lean  : 
Such  o'er  thy  level  turf,  Newmarket,  stray. 
And  there,  with  other  black-legs,  find  their  prey. 
He  saw  some  scatter 'd  hovels  ;  turt  was  piled 
In  square  brown  stacks  ;  a  prospect  bleak  and  wild  ! 
A  mill,  indeed,  was  in  tlie  centre  found. 
With  short  sear  herbage  withering  all  around  ; 
A  smith's  black  shed  ojjposed  a  wright's  long  shop. 
And  join'd  an  inn  wliere  humble  travellers  stop. 

"Ay,  this  is  Nature,"  said  the  gentle  squire  ; 
"This  ease,  peace,  ])leasure — who  would  not  admire  ? 
With  what  delight  these  sturdy  children  play, 
And  joyful  rustics,  at  the  close  of  day  ; 
Sport  follows  labour  ;  on  this  even  space 
Will  soon  commence  the  wrestling  and  the  race  ; 
Then  will  the  village  maidens  leave  their  home. 
And  to  the  dance  with  buoyant  spirits  come  ; 
No  afloctation  in  their  looks  is  seen. 
Nor  know  they  what  disguise  and  flattery  mean  ; 
Nor  aught  to  move  an  envious  p:mg  they  see, 
Easy  their  ser\'ico,  and  their  love  is  free  ; 
Hence  early  springs  that  love,  it  long  endures, 
And  life's  first  comfort,  while  they  live,  insures  : 
They  the  low. roof  and  rustic  comforts  prize. 
Nor  cast  on  prouder  mansions  envying  eyes  : 
Sometimes  the  news  at  yonder  town  they  hear, 
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And  leaiii  what  busier  mortals  feel  and  fear ; 
Secure  themselves,  although  by  tales  amazed 
Of  towns  bombarded,  and  of  cities  razed  ; 
As  if  they  doubted,  in  their  still  retreat,  * 

The  very  news  that  makes  their  quiet  sweet. 
And  their  days  happy — happier  only  knows 
He  on  whotnLaura  her  regard  bestows." 

On  rode  Orlando,  counting  all  the  while 
The  miles  he  pass'd,  and  every  coming  mile  ; 
Like  all  attracted  things,  he  quicker  flies, 
The  place  approaching  where  tli'  attraction  lies  ; 
When  next  appear'd  a  dam — so  call  the  place — 
Where  lies  the  road  confined  in  narrow  space  ; 
A  work  of  labour,  for  on  either  side 
Is  level  fen,  a  prospect  wild  and  wide, 
With  dikes  on  either  hand  by  ocean's  self  supplied  : 
Far  on  the  right  the  distant  sea  is  seen, 
And  salt  the  springs  that  feed  the  marsh  between  : 
Beneath  an  ancient  bridge,  the  straiten'd  flood 
R(511s  through  its  sloping  banks  of  slimy  mud  ; 
Near  it  a  sunken  boat  resists  the  tide, 
That  frets  and  hurries  to  th'  opposing  side  ; 
The  rushes  sharp,  that  on  the  borders  grow. 
Bend  their  brown  flow' rets  to  the  stream  below, 
Impure  in  all  its  coui'se,  in  all  its  progress  slow  : 
Here  a  grave  Flora*  scarcely  deigns  to  bloom, 
Nor  wears  a  rosy  blush,  nor  sheds  perfume  : 
The  few  dull  flowers  that  o'er  the  place  are  spread 
Partake  the  nature  of  their  fenny  bed  ; 
Here  on  its  wiry  stem,  in  rigid  bloom, 
(Jrows  the  salt  "lavender  that  lacks  perfume  ; 
Here  the  dwarf  sallows  creep,  the  septfoil  harsh, 
And  the  soft  slimy  mallow  of  the  marsh  ; 
Low  on  the  ear  the  distant  billows  soUnd, 
And  just  in  view  appears  their  stony  bound  ; 
No  hedge  nor  tree  conceals  the  glowing  sun, 
Birds,  save  a  wat'ry  tribe,  the  district  shun, 
Nor  chirp  among  the  reeds  where  bitter  waters  run. 

"  Various  as  l)oauteous,  Nature,  is  thy  face," 
Exclaim'd  Orlando,— "all  that  grows  has  grace  : 
All  are  appropriate — bog,  and  marsh,  and  len, 
Are  only  poor  to  undiscerning  men  ; 
Here  may  the  nice  and  curious  eye  explore 

•  The  ditches  of  a  fen  fo  near  the  ocean  arc  lined  with  iiTcgnl.vr  patches  of  a  ooarse  and 
stained  lava  ;  a  muildy  Bi;diuiL-nt  rests  on  tlie  liorsu  tiil  and  otlier  iiereiinial  herbs,  wliich 
In  i>art  conceal  tlio  sliallownesa  of  the  stream  ;  a  lat-lcaved  i>alc  flowerinK'  sonr\  y  i,'r;i»s 
^ppc•ln^  early  in  the  year,  ami  the  razor  edged  hnlrunli  in  the  Buninier  and  ailtiinm.  1  ho 
fen  Itself  has  a  dark  and  saline  herl)nge  ;  there  aro  nLilus  and  arruw-hnid,  and  in  a  fi'W 
patches  the  flakes  of  the  cotton-grass  are  seen,  Imt  more  commonly  the  ifu  aat:-r,  tne 
dullest  of  that  nnmerons  and  hanly  genus  :  the  K/.ri/f,  blue  In  tlow.-r,  l.nt  withering  and 
remaining  withered  till  the  winter  scatters  it ;  the  „tltwin-t,  both  simple  and  shnibl.y  ;  a 
few  kinds  of  gniss  changed  hy  their  soil  and  atmosphere,  and  low  plants  of  two  or  tlin-o 
denominations  undistinguished  in  a  general  view  of  the  scenery  ;— such  Is  the  vegetjilion 
of  the  fen  when  it  is  at  a  small  distjincc  from  the  o.:.'an  ;  and  in  tills  c.ise  there  orlBC  from 
It  efllnvla  strong  and  peculiar,  liall  saline,  halfputri.!.  which  would  he  considen'd  by 
most  people  as  offensive,  and  by  some  as  clangerous  ;  Imt  there  are  others  to  whom 
iliigulflrlty  ol  tMte  or  ugsoctatiou  of  Ideas  has  rendered  it  agreeable  and  plenaant. 
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How  Nature's  hand  adorns  the  rushy  moor  ; 
Here  the  rare  moss  in  secret  shade  is  found, 
Here  the  sweet  myrtle  of  the  sliaking  ground  ; 
Beauties  are  these  tliat  from  the  view  retire, 
But  well  repay  th'  attention  they  require  ; 
For  these  my  Laura  will  her  home  forsake, 
And  all  the  pleasures  they  afford  partake." 
Again,  the  country  was  inclosed,  a  wide 
And  sand}~  road  has  banks  on  either  side  ; 
Where,  lo  !  a  hollow  on  the  left  appear' d. 
And  there  a  gipsy  tribe  their  tent  had  rear'd  ; 
'Twas  open  spread,  to  catch  the  morning  sun, 
And  they  had  now  their  early  meal  begun. 
When  two  brown  boys  just  left  their  grassy  seat, 
The  early  trav'ller  with  their  prayers  to  greet : 
While  yet  Orlando  held  his  pence  in  hand. 
He  saw  their  sister  on  her  duty  stand  ; 
Some  twelve  years  old,  demm-e,  affected,  sly. 
Prepared  the  force  of  early  powers  to  try  ; 
Sudden  a  look  of  languor  he  descries, 
And  well-feign'd  apprehension  in  her  eyes  ; 
Ti-aiii'd  but  yet  savage,  in  her  speaking  face 
He  mark'd  the  features  of  her  vagrant  race  ; 
When  a  light  laugh  and  roguish  leer  express'd 
The  vice  imjilanted  in  her  youthful  breast : 
Forth  from  the  tent  her  elder  brother  came, 
Who  seem'd  offended,  yet  forbore  to  blame 
The  young  designer,  but  could  only  trace 
The  looks  of  pity  in  the  trav'ller's  face. 
Within,  the  father,  who  from  fences  nigh 
Had  brought  the  fuel  for  the  fire's  sup})ly, 
Watch'd  now  the  feeble  blaze,  and  stood  dejected  by. 
On  ragged  rug,  just  borrow'd  from  the  bed. 
And  by  the  hand  of  coarse  indulgence  fed, 
In  dirty  p:itchwork  negligently  dress'd, 
Reclined  the  wife,  an  infant  at  her  breast ; 
In  her  wild  face  some  tovich  of  grace  remain'd, 
Of  vigour  palsied  and  of  beauty  stain'd  ; 
Her  bloodshot  eyes  on  her  unheeding  mate 
Wero  wrathful  turn'il,  and  sccm'd  hor  wants  to  stato, 
Cursing  his  tardy  aid,--  her  mother  there 
With  gipsy  stato  cngross'd  the  only  chair  ; 
Solemn  and  dull  her  look  ;  with  such  she  stands, 
And  reads  the  milk-maid's  fortune  in  her  hands, 
Tracing  the  lines  of  life  ;  assvuned  through  years. 
Each  feature  now  the  steady  falsehood  wears  ; 
With  hard  and  savage  eye  she  vic:ws  the  food, 
And  grudging  pinches  their  intruding  V)rood. 
Last  in  the  grouj),  the  worn-out  grandsirc  sits 
Neglected,  lost,  and  living  but  by  iits  : 
Useless,  despised,  his  worthless  labours  done. 
And  half- protected  by  the  vicious  son, 
Who  halt-supports  him  ;  he  v/ith  heavy  glance 
Mews  the  young  ruffians  who  around  him  danco 
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And,  by  the  sadness  in  his  face,  appears 
To  trace  the  progress  of  their  future  years  : 
Through  what  strange  course  of  misery,  vice,  deceit, 
Mnst  wiklly  wander  each  unpractised  cheat  ; 
What  shame  and  grief,  what  punishment  and  pain, 
Sport  of  fierce  passions,  must  each  child  sustain — 
Ere  they  like  him  approach  their  latter  end, 
Without  a  hope,  a  comfort,  or  a  friend  ! 

But  this  Orlando  felt  not ;  "Eogues,"  said  he, 
"  Doubtless  they  are,  but  merry  rogues  they  be  ; 
They  wander  round  the  land,  and  be  it  true 
They  break  the  laws — then  let  the  laws  pursue 
The  wanton  idlers  ;  for  the  life  they  live. 
Acquit  I  cannot,  but  I  can  forgive." 
This  said,  a  portion  from  his  purse  was  thrown, 
And  every  heart  seem'd  happy  like  his  own. 

He  hurried  forth,  for  now  the  town  was  nigh — 
"  The  happiest  man  of  mortal  meu  am  I." 
Thou  art  I  but  change  in  every  state  is  near 
(So  while  the  wretched  hope,  the  bless'd  may  fear)  : 
"  Say,  Where  is  Laura  ?" — "That  her  words  must  show," 
A  lass  replied  ;  "  read  this,  and  thou  shalt  know  !  " 

"  What,  gone  ! — '  Her  fi-iend  insisted — forced  to  go  : 
Is  vex'd,  w;is  teased,  could  not  refuse  her ' — No  ? 
'  But  you  can  follow.'     Yes  !   '  The  miles  are  few. 
The  way  is  pleasant ;  will  you  come  ? — Adieu  ! 
Thy  Laura.'     No  !  I  feel  I  must  resign 
The  pleasing  hope  ;  thou  hadst  been  here,  if  mine. 
A  lady  was  it  ? — Was  no  brother  there  ? 
But  why  should  I  afflict  me,  if  there  were  ? 
'  The  way  is  pleasant.'     What  to  me  the  way  ? 
I  cannot  reach  her  till  the  close  of  day. 
My  dumb  companion — is  it  thus  we  speed  ? 
Not  I  from  grief  nor  thou  from  toil  art  freed  ; 
Still  art  thou  doom'd  to  travel  and  to  pine, 
For  my  ve.xation — what  a  fate  is  mine  ! 

"  Gone  to  a  friend,  she  tells  me  ; — I  commend 
Her  purpose  :  means  she  to  a  female  friend  ? 
By  Heaven,  I  wish  she  suffer'd  half  the  pain 
Of  hope  protracted  through  the  day  in  vain. 
Shall  I  jiersist  to  see  th'  imgraLctul  maid  ? 
Yes,  I  will  see  her,  slight  her,  and  upbraid. 
What  !  in  the  very  hour  ?     She  knew  the  time, 
And  doubtless  chose  it  to  increase  her  crime." 

Forth  rode  Orlando  by  a  river's  side. 
Inland  and  winding,  smooth,  and  full,  and  wido. 
That  roll'd  majestic  on,  in  one  soft-Howing  tide  ; 
The  bottom  gravel,  flow'ry  were  the  banks, 
Tall  willows  waving  in  their  broken  ranks  ; 
The  road,  now  near,  nowilistant,  winding  led 
By  lovely  meadows  which  the  waters  fed  ; 
He  pa.sa'd  the  way-sido  inn,  the  village  spire, 
Nor  stopp'd  to  gaze,  to  (juestion,  or  admire  ; 
On  either  side  the  rural  mansions  stood, 
Z  2 


340  CRABBES  POEMS. 

With  hedge-row  trees,  and  hills  high-crown'd  with  wood, 
And  many  a  devious  stream  that  reach'd  the  nobler  flood. 

"  I  hate  these  scenes,"  Orlando  angry  cried,  _ 
"And  these  proud  farmers  !  yes  I  hate  their  pride  : 
See  !  that  sleek  fellow,  how  he  strides  along, 
Strong  as  an  ox,  and  ignorant  as  strong  ; 
Can  yon  close  crops  a  single  eye  detain 
But  his  who  counts  the  profits  of  the  grain  ? 
And  these  vile  beans  with  deleterious  smell, 
Where  is  their  beauty — can  a  mortal  tell? 
These  deep  fat  meadows  I  detest ;  it  shocks 
One's  feelings  there  to  see  the  grazing  ox  ; 
For  slaughter  fatted,  as  a  lady's  smile 
Eejoices  man,  and  means  his  death  the  while. 
Lo  !  now  the  sons  of  labour  !  every  day 
Employ'd  in  toil  and  vex'd  in  every  way  ; 
Theirs  is  but  mirth  assumed,  and  they  conceal. 
In  their  affected  joys,  the  ills  they  feel : 
I  hate  these  long  green  lanes  ;  there's  nothing  seen 
In  this  vile  country  but  eternal  green  ; 
Woods  !  waters !  meadows  !     Will  they  never  end  ? 
'Tis  a  vile  prospect : — '  Gone  to  see  a  friend  ? '  " 

Still  on  he  rode  ;  a  mansion  fair  and  tall 
Hose  on  his  view — the  pride  of  Loddon  Hall : 
Spread  o'er  the  park  he  saw  the  grazing  steer, 
The  full-fed  steed,  and  herds  of  bounding  deer  : 
On  a  clear  stream  the  vivid  sunbeams  play'd. 
Through  noble  elms,  and  on  the  surface  made 
That  moving  picture,  checker'd  light  and  shade  ; 
Th'  attended  children,  there  indulged  to  stray, 
Enjoy'd  and  gave  new  beauty  to  the  day  ; 
Whose  happy  parents  from  their  room  were  seen 
Pleased  with  the  sportive  idlers  on  the  green. 

"Well  !  "  said  Orlando,   "  and  for  one  so  bless'd, 
A  thousand  reasoning  wretches  are  distress'd  ; 
Nay,  these,  so  seeming  glad,  are  grieving  like  the  rest : 
Man  is  a  cheat — and  all  but  strive  to  hide 
Their  inward  misery  by  their  outward  pride. 
What  do  yon  lofty  gates  and  walls  contain, 
But  fruitless  means  to  soothe  unconquer'd  pain  ? 
The  parents  read  each  infant  daughter's  smile, 
Form'd  to  seduce,  encouraged  to  beguile  ; 
They  view  the  boys  unconscious  of  their  fate. 
Sure  to  bo  tempted,  sure  to  take  the  bait  ; 
These  will  bo  Lauras,  sad  Orlandos  these — 
There's  guilt  and  grief  in  all  one  lieai-s  and  sees." 

Our  trav'llcr,  lab'ring  up  a  hill,  look'd  down 
Upon  a  lively,  busy,  pleasant  town  ; 
All  he  beheld  were  there  alert,  alive. 
The  busiest  bees  that  ever  stock'd  a  hive  : 
A  pair  were  married,  and  the  bells  aloud 
Proclaim'd  tlioirjoy,  and  joyful  sceni'd  the  crowd; 
And  now,  proceeding  on  his  way,  he  spied, 
Bound  by  strong  ties,  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride  ; 
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Each  by  some  friends  attended,  near  they  drew. 
And  spleen  beheld  them  with  prophetic  view. 

"  Married  !  nay  mad  !  "  Orlando  cried  in  scorn  ; 
"  Another  wretch  on  this  unlucky  morn  : 
What  arc  this  foohsh  mirth,  these  idle  joys  ? 
Attempts  to  stifle  douWl  and  fear  by  noise  : 
To  me  these  robes,  expressive  of  delight, 
Foreshow  distress,  and  only  grief  excite  ; 
And  for  these  cheerful  friends,  will  they  behold 
Their  wailing  brood  in  sickness,  want,  and  cold  ; 
And  his  proud  look,  and  her  soft  languid  air 
Will— but  I  spare  you— go,  unhappy  pair  !  " 

And  now,  approaching  to  the  journey's  end. 
His  anger  falls,  his  thoughts  to  kindness  tend, 
He  less°o£Feuded  feels,  and  rather  fears  t'  ohend : 
Now  gently  rising,  hope  contends  with  doubt. 
And  casts  a  sunshine  on  the  views  without ; 
And  still  reviving  joy  and  lingering  gloom 
Alternate  empire  o'er  his  soul  assume  ; 
Till,  long  perplex'd  he  now  began  to  faid 
The  softer  thoughts  engross  the  settling  mind  ! 
He  saw  the  mansion,  and  should  quickly  see 
His  Laura's  self— and  angry  could  he  be  ? 
No  !  the  resentment  melted  all  away — 
"  For  this  my  grief  a  single  smile  will  pay," 
Our  trav'ller  cried  ;— "  And  why  should  it  offend. 
That  one  so  good  should  have  a  pressing  friend  ? 
Grieve  not,  my  heart,  to  find  a  favourite  guest 
Thy  pride  and  boast— ye  selfish  sorrows,  rest ; 
She  will  he  kind,  and  I  again  be  bless'd." 

While  gentler  passions  thus  his  bosom  sway  a. 
He  readied  the  mansion,  and  he  saw  the  maid  ; 
"  Mv  Laura  !  "— "  My  Orlando  !— this  is  kind  ; 
In  truth  I  came  persuaded,  not  inclined  : 
Our  friends'  amusement  let  us  now  pursue, 
And  I  to-morrow  will  return  with  you," 

Like  man  entranced  the  happy  lover  stood— 
"  As  Laura  wills,  for  she  is  kind  and  good  ; 
Ever  the  truest,  gentlest,  fairest,  best—    ^^ 
As  Laura  wills  :   I  see  her  and  am  bless'd. 

Home  went  the  lovers  through  that  busy  placo, 
By  Loddon  Hall,  the  country's  pride  and  grace  ; 
By  the  rich  meadows  whore  the  oxen  fed. 
Through  the  green  vale  that  form'd  the  river's  bed; 
And  by  unnumber'd  cottages  and  farms, 
That  have  for  musing  minds  unnumber'd  charms  : 
And  how  affected  by  the  view  of  those 
Was  then  Orlando— did  they  pain  or  plea.se  ° 

Nor  pain,  nor  i)loas\ire  could  they  \  .old- and  why  ! 
The  mind  was  tiU'd,  was  hai-py,  and  the  eye  _ 
Roved  o'er  the  fleeting  views,  that  but  appear  d  to  the, 

Alono  Orlando  on  the  morrow  paced 
The  well-known  road  ;  the  gipsy  tent  i>c  traced  ; 
The  dam  bigh-raiscd  the  reedy  dikes  between. 
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The  scatter'd  hovels  on  the  barren  green. 
The  burning  sand,  the  fields  of  thin-set  rye, 
Mock'd  by  the  useless  Flora  blooming  by  ; 
And  last  the  heath  with  all  its  various  bloom. 
And  the  close  lanes  that  led  the  trav'ller  home. 

Then  could  these  scenes  the-forraer  joys  renew  ? 
Or  was  there  now  dejection  in  the  view  ? — 
Nor  one  or  other  would  they  yield— and  why? 
The  mind  was  absent,  and  the  vacant  eye 
Wander'd  o'er  viewless  scones,  that  but  appear  d  to  dio, 
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EDWARD  SHORE. 

Seem  they  gr^e  and  learned  ? 
Why,  so  ditlst  thon  :  Seem  they  religious  ? 
Why,  so  dids-t  thou  ;  or  are  they  spare  in  diet  ; 
Free  from  gross  ]iassion,  or  ol  mirth,  or  anger  ; 
Constiint  in  spirit,  not  swen'ing  witli  the  blood ; 
Gamish'd  and  dcck'd  in  lno<lest  cf)mp!ement ; 
Kot  working  with  the  eye,  without  the  ear, 
And,  hut  in  pui-ged  judgment  trusting  neither? 
Such,  and  so  finely  bolted,  didst  thou  seem. 

Jlenry  V, 

Better  1  were  distract : 
So  should  my  thoughts  be  so^er'd  from  my  griefs  ; 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lose 
The  knowlege  ol  themselves.  King  Lear. 

Genius  !  thou  gift  of  Heav'n  !  thou  light  (livine  1 
Amid  what  dangers  art  thou  doora'd  to  shine  ! 
Oft  will  the  body's  weakness  check  thy  lorce, 
Oil  damp  thy  vigour,  and  impede  thy  course  ; 
And  trembling  nerves  compel  thee  to  restrain 
Thy  nobler  eftbrts,  to  contend  with  pain  ; 
Or  Want  (sad  guest !)  will  in  thy  presence  come. 
And  breathe  around  her  melancholy  gloom  : 
To  life's  low  cares  will  thy  proud  thought  confine. 
And  make  her  sufferings,  her  impatience,  thine. 

Evil  and  strong  seducing  passions  prey 
On  soaring  minds,  and  win  them  from  their  way ; 
Who  then  to  vice  the  subject  spirits  give, 
And  in  the  service  of  the  coiKiu'ror  live  ; 
Like  captive  Samson  making  sport  for  all, 
Who  fear'd  their  strength,  and  glory  in  their  foil. 

Genius,  with  virtue,  still  may  lack  the  aid 
Implored  by  humble  minds,  and  hearts  afiaid  ; 
May  leave  to  timid  souls  the  shield  and  sword 
Of  the  tried  Faith,  and  the  resistless  Word  ; 
Amid  a  world  o.  dangers  venturing  forth, 
Frail,  but  yet  iearless,  proud  in  conscious  worth, 
Till  strong"  temptation,  in  some  fatal  time, 
Assails  the  heart,  and  wins  the  soul  to  crime, 
When  left  by  hououi",  and  by  sorrow  spent. 


TALE  XI. — EDWARD  SHORE,  313 

Unused  to  pray,  unable  to  repent, 

The  nobler  powers,  that  once  exalted  high 

Th'  aspiring  man,  shall  then  degraded  lie  : 

lleason,  through  anguish,  shall  her  throne  forsake. 

And  strength  ol  mind  but  stronger  madness  make. 

When  Echcard  Shore  had  reach'd  his  twentieth  year, 
He  felt  his  bosom  light,  his  conscience  clear  ; 
Applause  at  school  the  youthful  hero  gain'd. 
And  trials  there  with  manly  strength  sustain'd  : 
With  prospects  bright  upon  the  worhl  he  came. 
Pure  love  of  virtue,  strong  desire  of  fame  : 
Men  watch'd  the  way  his  lofty  mind  would  take. 
And  all  foretold  the  progress  he  would  make. 

Boast  of  these  friends,  to  older  men  a  guide, 
Proud  of  his  parts,  but  gracious  in  his  pride  ; 
He  bore  a  gay  good-nature  in  his  face. 
And  in  his  air  were  dignity  and  grace  ; 
Dress  that  became  his  state  an<l  years  he  wore, 
And  sense  and  spii-it  shone  in  Edwai  d  Shore. 

Thus,  while  admiring  friends  the  youth  beheld, 
His  own  disgust  their  forward  liopos  repell'd  ; 
For  he  unfix' d,  unfixing,  look'd  around. 
And  no  emploj'ment  but  in  seeking  found  ; 
He  gave  his  restless  thoughts  to  views  refined, 
And  .shrank  from  worldly  cares  with  wounded  mind. 

Rejecting  trade,  awhile  he  dwelt  on  laws, 
"  But  who  could  plead,  if  unapproved  the  cause  V 
A  doubting,  dismal  tribe  {)hysicians  seem'd  ; 
Divines  o'er  texts  and  disputations  dream'd  ; 
War  and  its  glory  he  perhaps  could  love, 
But  there  again  ho  must  the  cause  ai)prove. 

Our  hero  thought  no  deed  should  gain  applause 
Where  timid  virtue  found  support  in  laws  ; 
He  to  all  good  would  soar,  would  fly  all  .sin, 
By  the  pure  prompting  of  the  will  within  ; 
"Who  needs  a  law  that  binds  him  not  to  steal," 
Ask'd  the  young  teacher,  "can  ho  rightly  feel? 
To  curb  the  will,  or  arm  in  honour's  cause, 
Or  aid  the  weak — arc  these  enforced  by  laws? 
Should  we  a  foul,  ungenerous  action  dread, 
Because  a  law  condemns  th'  adulterous  bed  ? 
Or  fly  pollution,  not  for  fear  of  stain. 
But  that  some  statute  tells  us  to  refrain  ? 
The  grosser  herd  in  tics  like  these  we  bind. 
In  virtue's  freedom  moves  th'  enlighten'd  mind." 

"  Man's  heart  deceives  him,"  said  a  friend. — "  Of  course," 
Replied  the  j'outh  ;  ' '  but  has  it  power  to  force  ? 
Unless  it  forces,  call  it  as  you  will. 
It  is  but  wish,  and  proncness  to  the  ill." 

"  Art  thou  not  tempted  {  "— "  Do  I  fall  ?"  said  Shore. 
"  The  pure  have  fallen." — "  Then  are  pure  no  more. 
While  reason  guides  me,  I  shall  walk  aright, 
Nor  need  a  steadier  hand,  or  stronger  light ; 
Nor  this  in  dread  of  awful  threats,  desigu'd 
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For  the  weak  spirit  and  the  grov'lling  mind  ; 
But  that,  engaged  by  thoughts  and  views  sublime, 
I  wage  free  war  with  grossness  and  with  crime." 
Thus  look'd  he  proudly  on  the  vulgar  crew, 
Whom  statutes  govern,  and  whom  fears  subdue. 

Faith,  with  his  virtue,  he  indeed  profess'd, 
But  doubts  deprived  his  ardent  mind  of  rest  ; 
Reason,  his  sovereign  mistress,  fail'd  to  show 
Light  through  the  mazes  of  the  world  below  : 
Questions  arose,  and  they  surpass'd  the  skill 
Of  his  sole  aid,  and  would  be  dubious  still  ; 
These  to  discuss  he  sought  no  common  guide, 
But  to  the  doubters  in  his  doubts  applied  ; 
When  all  together  might  in  freedom  speak. 
And  their  loved  truth  with  mutual  ardour  seek. 
Alas  !  though  men  who  feel  their  eyes  decay 
Take  more  than  common  pains  to  find  their  way. 
Yet,  when  for  this  they  ask  each  other's  aid, 
Their  mutual  purpose  is  the  more  delay'd  ; 
Of  all  their  doubts,  their  reasoning  clear'd  not  one. 
Still  the  same  spots  were  present  in  the  sun  ; 
Still  the  same  scruples  haunted  Edward's  mind, 
Who  found  no  rest,  nor  took  the  means  to  find. 

But  though  with  shaken  faith,  and  slave  to  fame. 
Vain  and  aspiring  on  the  world  he  came. 
Yet  was  he  studious,  serious,  moral,  grave. 
No  passion's  victim,  and  no  system's  slave  : 
Vice  ho  opposed,  indulgence  he  disdain'd, 
And  o'er  each  sense  in  conscious  triumph  reign'd. 

Who  often  reads  will  sometimes  wish  to  write. 
And  Shore  would  yield  instruction  and  delight ; 
A  serious  drama  he  design'd,  but  found 
'Twas  tedicius  travelling  in  that  gloomy  ground  ; 
A  deep  and  solemn  story  he  would  try. 
But  grew  ashamed  of  ghosts,  and  laid  it  by  ; 
Sermons  he  wrote,  but  they  who  knew  his  creed. 
Or  knew  it  not,  were  ill-disposed  to  read  ; 
And  he  would  lastly  be  the  nation's  g-uide. 
But,  studying,  fail'd  to  fix  upon  a  side  ; 
Fame  he  desired,  and  talents  he  possess'd. 
But  loved  not  labour,  though  he  could  not  rest. 
Nor  firmly  fix  the  vacillating  mind. 
That,  ever  working,  could  no  centre  find. 

'Tis  thus  a  sanguine  reaclcr  loves  to  trace 
The  Nile  forth  rushing  on  his  glorious  race  ; 
Calm  and  secure  the  fancied  traveller  goes 
Through  sterile  deserts  and  by  tlireat'ning  foes  ; 
He  thinks  not  then  of  Afric's  scorching  sands, 
Th' Arabian  sea,  the  Abyssinian  bands  ; 
Fasils^  and  Michaels,  and  the  robbers  all. 
Whom  wo  politely  chiefs  and  heroes  call  : 

•  Fii-<i1  was  n  rebel  chief,  and  Michail  the  gdieral  of  tlio  royal  anny  in  Ahj-minfii, 
when  IMr.  Bruce  visited  that  courtry.  la  all  other  rcsiwcts  tlieir  cliaractcis  were  neaily 
eliuilar 
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He  of  success  alone  delights  to  think, 

He  views  that  fount,  he  stands  upon  the  brink, 

And  drinks  a  fancied  draught,  exulting  so  to  drink. 

In  his  own  room,  and  with  his  books  around, 
His  lively  mind  its  chief  employment  found  ; 
Then  idly  busy,  quietly  employ'd, 
And,  lost  to  life,  his  visions  were  enjoy 'd  : 
Yet  still  he  took  a  keen  inquiring  view 
Of  all  tliat  crowds  neglect,  desire,  pursue  ; 
And  thus  abstracted,  curious,  still,  serene, 
He,  unemploy'd,  beheld  life's  shifting  scene  : 
Still  more  averse  from  vulgar  joys  and  cares. 
Still  more  unfitted  for  the  world's  aflairs. 

There  was  a  house  where  Edward  ofttimes  went, 
And  social  hours  in  pleasant  trifling  spent ; 
He  read,  conversed,  and  reason'd,  sang  and  play'd, 
And  all  wore  happy  while  the  idler  stay'd  ; 
Too  happy  one  !  for  thence  arose  the  pain, 
Till  this  engaging  trifler  came  again. 

But  did  he  love  ?     We  answer,  day  by  day, 
The  loving  feet  would  take  th'  accustom'd  way, 
The  amorous  eye  would  rove  as  if  in  quest 
Of  something  rare,  and  on  the  mansion  rest ; 
The  same  soft  passion  touch'd  the  gentle  tongue, 
And  Anna's  charms  in  tender  notes  were  sung  ; 
The  car,  too,  seem'd  to  feel  the  common  flame. 
Soothed  and  delighted  with  the  fair  one's  name  ; 
And  thus,  as  love  each  other  part  possess'd, 
The  heart,  no  doubt,  its  sovereign  power  confess'd. 
Pleased  in  her  sight,  the  youth  required  no  moro  ; 

Not  rich  himself,  he  saw  the  damsel  poor  ; 

And  ho  too  wisely,  nay,  too  kindly  loved. 

To  pain  the  being  whom  his  soul  api)roved. 
A  serious  friend  our  cautious  youth  possess'd, 

And  at  his  table  sat  a  welcome  guest  ; 

Both  unemploy'd,  it  was  their  chief  delight 

To  read  what  free  and  daring  authors  write  ; 

Authors  who  loved  from  common  views  to  soar, 

And  seek  the  fountains  never  traced  before  : 

Truth  they  profess'd,  yet  often  left  the  true 

And  beaten  prospect,  for  the  wild  and  new. 

His  chosen  friend  his  flftieth  year  had  seen. 

His  fortune  easy,  and  his  air  serene  ; 

Deist  and  atheist  call'd  ;  for  few  agreed 

What  were  his  notions,  principles,  or  creed  ; 

His  mind  repossed  not,  for  ho  hated  rest. 

But  all  things  made  a  query  or  a  jest ; 

Porplex'd  himself,  he  ever  sought  to  prove 

That  man  is  doom'd  in  endless  doubt  to  rove  ; 

Himself  in  darkness  ho  ])rofess'd  to  bo, 

And  would  maintain  that  not  a  man  could  see. 
The  youthful  friend,  dissentient,  reason'd  still 

Of  the  soul's  prowess,  and  the  subject  will ; 

Of  virtue's  beauty,  and  ot  honour's  force. 
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And  a  waim  zeal  gave  life  to  his  discourse  : 
Since  from  his  feelinpfs  all  his  fire  arose, 
And  he  had  interest  iu  the  themes  he  chose. 

The  friend,  indulging-  a  sarcastic  smile. 
Said,  ' '  Dear  enthusiast !  thou  wilt  change  thy  style. 
When  man's  delusions,  errors,  crimes,  deceit, 
No  more  distress  thee,  and  no  longer  cheat." 
Yet,  lo  !  this  cautious  man,  so  coolly  wise, 
On  a  young  beauty  fix'd  vmguarded  eyes  ; 
And  her  he  married  :  Edward  at  the  view 
Bade  to  his  cheerful  visits  long  adieu  ; 
But  haply  err'd,  for  this  engaging  bride 
No  mirth  suppress'd,  but  rather  cause  supplied  : 
And  when  she  saw  the  friends,  by  reasoning  long, 
Confused  if  right,  and  positive  if  wrong. 
With  playful  speech,  and  smile  that  spoke  delight. 
She  made  them  careless  both  of  wrong  and  right. 

This  gentle  damsel  gave  consent  to  wed. 
With  school  and  school-day  dinners  in  her  head  : 
She  now  was  promised  choice  of  daintiest  food, 
And  costly  dress,  that  made  her  sovereign  good ; 
With  walks  on  hilly  heath  to  banish  spleen. 
And  summer  visits  when  the  roads  were  clean. 
All  these  she  loved — to  these  she  gave  consent, 
And  she  was  married  to  her  heart's  content. 

Their  manner  this— the  friends  together  read. 
Till  books  a  cause  for  disputation  bred  ; 
Debate  then  follow'd,  and  the  vapour'd  child 
Declared  they  argued  till  her  head  was  wild  ; 
And  strange  to  her  it  was  that  mortal  brain 
Could  seek  the  trial,  or  endure  the  pain. 

Then,  as  the  friend  reposed,  the  younger  pair 
Sat  down  to  cards,  and  play'd  beside  his  chair  ; 
Till  he,  awaking,  to  his  books  applied. 
Or  heard  the  music  of  th'  obedient  bride  : 
If  mild  the  evening,  in  the  fields  tliey  stray'd, 
And  their  own  flock  with  partial  e3'c  survey'd  ; 
But  oft  the  husband,  to  indulgence  })rone, 
Kesumed  his  book,  and  bade  them  walk  alone. 

"Do,  my  kind  Edward — I  must  take  mine  ease — 
Name  the  dear  girl  the  planets  and  the  trees  : 
Tell  her  what  warblers  pour  their  evening  song, 
What  insects  flutter,  as  you  walk  along  ; 
Teach  her  to  fix  the  roving  thoughts,  to  hind 
The  wandering  sense,  and  methodize  the  mind." 
This  was  obey'd  ;  and  oft  when  this  \vas  done, 
Tlioy  calmly  gazed  on  the  declining  sun  ; 
In  silence  saw  the  glowing  landscape  fade, 
Or,  sitting,  sang  beneath  the  arbour's  sliade  : 
Till  rose  the  moon,  and  on  each  youthful  face 
Shod  a  soft  beauty  and  a  dangerous  grace. 

^  When  the  young  wife  beheld  in  long  debate 
The  friends,  all  careless  as  she  seeming  sate. 
It  soon  apjjear'd  there  was  in  one  conibined 
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The  nobler  person  and  the  richer  mind  : 

He  wore  no  wijj,  no  grisly  beard  was  seen, 

And  none  beheld  him  careless  or  unclean, 

Or  watch'd  him  sleepin.i^.     We  indeed  have  heard 

Of  sleeping  beauty,  and  it  has  appear'd  ; 

'Tis  seen  in  infants — there  indeed  we  find 

The  features  sotten'd  by  the  slumbering  mind  ; 

But  other  beauties,  when  disposed  to  sleep, 

Should  fivm  the  eye  of  keen  inspector  keep  : 

The  lovely  nymph"  who  would  her  swain  surprise, 

May  close  her  mouth,  but  not  conceal  her  eyes  ; 

Sleep  from  the  fairest  face  some  beauty  takes. 

And  all  the  homely  features  homelier  makes  : 

So  thought  our  wife,  beholding  with  a  sigh 

Her  sleeping  spouse,  and  Edward  smiling  by. 

A  sick  relation  for  the  liusband  sent ; 
Without  delay  the  friendly  sceptic  went  ; 
Nor  fear'd  the  youthful  pair,  for  he  had  seen 
The  wife  untroubled,  and  the  friend  serene  ; 
No  selfish  pui-joose  in  his  roving  eyes. 
No  vile  deception  in  her  fond  replies  : 
So  judged  the  husband — and  with  judgment  true. 
For  neither  yet  the  guilt  or  danger  knew. 

What  now  remain'd,  but  they  again  should  play 
Th'  accustora'd  game,  and  walk  th'  accustom'd  way  ; 
With  careless  freedom  should  converse  or  read, 
And  the  friend's  absence  neither  fear  nor  heed  : 
But  rather  now  they  seem'd  confused,  constrain'd  ; 
Within  their  room  still  restless  they  remain'd, 
And  painfully  they  felt,  and  knew  each  other  pain'd. 
Ah,  foolish  men  !  how  could  ye  thus  depend, 
One  on  himself,  the  other  on  his  friend? 

The  youth  with  troubled  eye  the  lady  saw, 
Yet  felt  too  brave,  too  daring  to  witlidraw  ; 
Wliile  she,  with  tuneless  hand  the  jarring  keys 
Touching,  was  not  one  moment  at  her  ease  : 
Now  would  she  walk,  and  call  her  friendly  guide. 
Now  speak  of  rain,  and  cast  her  cloak  aside  ; 
Seize  on  a  book,  unconscious  what  she  read. 
And  restless  still  to  new  resources  fled  ; 
Then  laugh'd  aloud,  then  tried  to  look  serene  ; 
And  ever  changed,  and  every  change  was  seen. 

Painful  it  is  to  dwell  on  deeds  of  shame — 
The  trying  day  was  ]iast,  another  came  ; 
The  third  was  all  remorse,  confusion,  dread, 
And  (all  too  late  !)  the  fallen  hero  fled. 

Then  felt  the  youth,  in  that  seducing  time. 
How  feolily  lionour  guards  the  heart  from  crime  : 
Small  in  his  native  strength,  man  needs  the  stay. 
The  strength  imparted  in  the  trying  day  ; 
For  all  that  honour  brings  against  the  force 
Of  headlong  passion,  aids  its  rai)id  course  ; 
Its  slight  resistance  b\it  provokes  the  fire, 
As  woodwork  stops  the  llamo,  and  then  conveys  it  higher. 
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The  husband  came  :  a  wife  by  guilt  made  bold 
Had,  meeting,  soothed  him,  as  in  days  of  old  ; 
But  soon  this  fact  transpired  ;  her  strong  distress. 
And  his  friend's  absence,  left  him  nought  to  guess. 

Still  cool,  though  grieved,  thus  prudence  made  him  write- 
"  I  cannot  pardon,  and  I  will  not  fight ; 
Thou  art  too  poor  a  culprit  for  the  laws, 
And  I  too  faulty  to  sujsport  my  cause : 
All  must  be  punish'd  ;  I  must  sigh  alone, 
At  home  thj'  victim  for  her  guilt  atone  ; 
And  thou,  unhappy  !  virtuous  now  no  more. 
Must  loss  of  fame,  peace,  purit_y,  deplore  ; 
Sinners  with  praise  will  pierce  thee  to  the  heart. 
And  saints,  deriding,  tell  thee  what  thou  art." 

Such  was  his  fall ;  and  Edward,  from  that  time. 
Felt  in  full  force  the  censure  and  the  crime — 
Despised,  ashamed  ;  his  noble  views  before. 
And  his  proud  thoughts,  degraded  him  the  more  : 
Should  he  repent — would  that  conceal  his  shame  ? 
Could  peace  be  his  ?     It  perish'd  with  his  fame  : 
Himself  he  scorn'd,  nor  could  his  crime  forgive  ; 
He  fear'd  to  die,  yet  felt  ashamed  to  live  : 
Grieved,  but  not  contrite,  was  his  heart ;  oppress'd. 
Not  broken  ;  not  converted,  but  distress'd  ; 
He  wanted  will  to  bend  the  stubborn  knee, 
He  wanted  light  the  cause  of  ill  to  see, 
To  learn  how  frail  is  man,  how  humble  then  should  be  ; 
For  faith  he  had  not,  or  a  faith  too  weak 
To  gain  the  help  that  humble  sinners  seek  ; 
Else  had  he  pray'd  to  an  offended  God — 
His  tears  had  flow'd  a  penitential  flood  ; 
Though  far  astray,  he  would  have  heard  the  call 
Of  mercy — ' '  Come,  return,  thou  prodigal !  ** 
Then,  though  confused,  distress'd,  ashamed,  afraid. 
Still  had  the  trembling  penitent  obey'd  : 
Though  faith  had  fainted,  when  assail'd  by  fear, 
Hope  to  the  soul  had  whisper'd,  "  Persevere  !  " 
Till  in  his  Father's  house,  an  humbled  guest, 
He  would  have  found  forgiveness,  comfort,  rest. 

But  all  this  joy  was  to  our  youth  denied 
By  his  fierce  passions  and  his  daring  pride  ; 
And  shame  and  doubt  impell'd  him  in  a  course, 
Onco  so  abhorr'd,  with  unresisted  force. 
Proud  minds  and  guilty,  whom  their  crimes  oppress. 
Fly  to  new  crimes  for  comfort  and  redress  ; 
So  found  our  fallen  youth  a  short  relief 
In  wine,  the  o]iiato  guilt  applies  to  grief, — 
From  fleeting  mirth  that  o'er  the  bottle  lives. 
From  the  false  joy  its  insjiiration  gives, — 
And  from  associates  pleased  to  find  a  friend 
With  powers  to  lead  them,  gladden  and  defend, 
In  all  those  scenes  where  transient  ease  is  found, 
For  minds  whom  sins  oppress  and  sorrows  wound. 

Wine  is  like  anger ;  for  it  makes  us  strong. 
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Blind,  and  impatient,  and  it  leads  us  wrong : 

The  strength  is  quickly  lost,  we  feel  the  error  long  ; 

Thus  led.  thus  strengthen'd,  in  an  evil  cause, 

For  folly'pleading,  sought  the  youth  applause  ; 

Sad  for  a  time,  then  eloquently  wild. 

He  gaily  spoke  as  his  companions  smiled; 

Lightly  he  rose,  and  with  his  former  grace 

Proposed  some  doubt,  and  argued  on  the  case  ; 

Fate  and  foreknowledge  were  his  favourite  themes — 

How  vain  man's  purpose,  how  absurd  his  schemes  : 

"  Whatever  is,  was  ere  our  birth  decreed  ; 

We  think  our  actions  from  ourselves  proceed, 

And  idly  we  lament  th'  inevitable  deed  ; 

It  seems  our  own,  but  there's  a  Power  above 

Directs  the  motion,  nay,  that  makes  us  move  ; 

Nor  good  nor  evil  can  you  beings  name, 

Who  are  but  rooks  and  castles  in  the  game  ; 

Superior  natures  with  their  puppets  play. 

Till,  bagg'd  or  buried,  all  are  swejjt  away." 

Such  were  the  notions  of  a  mind  to  ill 
Now  prone,  but  ardent  and  determined  still  : 
Of  joy  now  eager,  as  before  of  fame. 
And  screeu'd  by  folly  when  assail'd  by  shame. 
Deeply  he  sank  ;  obey'd  each  passion's  call. 
And  used  his  reason  to  defend  them  all. 

Shall  I  proceed,  and  step  by  step  relate 
The  odious  progress  of  a  sinner's  fate  ? 
No— let  me  rather  hasten  to  the  time 
(Sure  to  arrive  1)  when  misery  waits  on  crime. 

With  virtue,  prudence  fled  ;  what  Shore  possess'd 
Was  sold,  was  spent,  and  he  was  now  distross'd  : 
And  Want,  unwelcome  stranger,  pale  and  wan, 
Met  with  her  haggard  looks  the  hurried  man  ; 
His  pride  felt  keenly  what  he  must  expect 
From  useless  pity  and  from  cohl  neglect. 

Struck  by  new  terrors,  from  his  friends  he  fled. 
And  wept  his  woes  upon  a  restless  bed  ; 
Retiring  late,  at  early  hour  to  rise, 
With  shrunken  features  and  with  bloodshot  eyes  : 
If  sleep  one  moment  closed  the  dismal  view, 
Fancy  her  terrors  built  upon  the  true  : 
And  night  and  day  had  their  alternate  woes, 
That  baffled  pleasure,  and  that  mock'd  repose  ; 
Till  to  despair  and  anguish  was  cxjnsign'd 
The  wreck  and  ruin  of  a  noble  mind. 

Now  seized  for  debt,  and  lodged  within  a  jail, 
He  tried  his  friendships,  and  ho  found  them  fail  ; 
Then  fail'd  his  spirits,  and  his  thoughts  were  all 
Fix'd  on  his  sins,  his  sufl'erings,  and  his  tall  : 
His  ruffled  mind  was  i)ictured  in  his  face, 
Once  the  fair  seat  of  dignity  and  grace  : 
Great  was  the  danger  of  a  man  so  prone 
To  think  of  madness,  and  to  think  alone  ; 
Yet  pride  still  lived,  and  struggled  to  sustain 


349 


330  crabbe's  poems. 

The  droopin<T  spirit  and  the  roving  brain  ; 

But  this  too  fail'd  :  a  friend  his  freedom  gave, 

And  sent  him  help  the  threat'ning  world  to  brave  ; 

Gave  solid  counsel  what  to  seek  or  flee, 

But  still  would  stranger  to  his  person  be  : 

In  vain  !  the  truth  determined  to  explore, 

He  traced  the  friend  whom  he  had  wrong'd  before. 

This  was  too  much  ;  both  aided  and  advised 
By  one  who  shunn'd  him,  pitied,  and  despised  : 
He  bore  it  not  ;  'twas  a  deciding  stroke, 
And  on  his  reason  like  a  torrent  broke  : 
In  dreadful  stillness  he  appear'd  awhile. 
With  vacant  horror  and  a  ghastly  smile ; 
Then  rose  at  once  into  the  frantic  rage, 
That  force  controll'd  not,  nor  could  love  assuage. 
Friends  now  appear'd,  but  in  the  man  was  seen 
The  angry  maniac,  with  vindictive  mien  ; 
Too  late  their  pity  gave  to  care  and  skill 
The  hurried  mind  and  ever-wandering  will : 
Unnoticed  pass'd  all  time,  and  not  a  ray 
Of  reason  broke  on  bis  benighted  way  . 
But  now  he  spurn'd  the  straw  in  pure  disdain. 
And  now  laugh'd  loudly  at  the  clinking  chain. 

Then,  as  its  wrath  subsided  by  degi-ees. 
The  mind  sank  slowly  to  intantine  ease. 
To  playful  folly,  and  to  causeless  joy, 
Speech  without  aim,  and  without  end,  employ  ; 
He  drew  fantastic  figures  on  the  wall. 
And  gave  some  wild  relation  of  them  all  ; 
With  brutal  shape  he  join'd  the  human  face, 
And  idiot  smiles  approved  the  motley  race. 

Harmless  at  length  th'  unhappy  man  was  found, 
The  spirit  settled,  but  the  reason  drown'd  ; 
ifnd  all  the  dreadful  tempest  died  away 
To  the  dull  stillness  of  the  misty  day. 

And  now  his  freedom  he  attain'd — if  free 
The  lost  to  reason,  truth,  and  ho]ie  can  be  ; 
His  friends,  or  wearied  with  the  charge,  or  sure 
The  harmless  wretch  was  now  beyond  a  cure, 
Gave  him  to  wander  where  he  pleased,  and  find 
His  own  resources  for  tlie  eager  mind  : 
The  playful  children  of  the  jilace  he  meets. 
Playful  with  them  he  rambles  through  the  streets  ; 
In  all  they  need,  his  stronger  arm  he  lends, 
And  his  lost  mind  to  these  ai)proving  friends. 

That  gentle  maid,  wliom  once  the  youth  had  loved, 
Is  now  with  mild  religious  pity  moved  ; 
Kindly  she  chides  his  boyish  flights,  while  ho 
Will  tor  a  moment  fix'd  and  pensive  be  ; 
And  as  she  trembling  speaks,  his  lively  eyes 
Explore  her  looks,  he  listens  to  her  sighs  ; 
Charm'd  by  her  voice,  th'  harmonious  sounds  invade 
His  clouded  mind,  and  for  a  time  persuade  : 
Like  a  pleased  infant,  who  has  newly  caught 
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From  the  maternal  glance  a  gleam  of  thought, 
He  stands  enwrapt,  the  half-known  voice  to  hear. 
And  starts,  half-conscious,  at  the  falling  tear. 

Rarely  from  town,  nor  then  unwatch'd,  he  goes, 
In  darker  mood,  as  if  to  hide  his  woes. 
Returning  soon,  he  with  impatience  seeks 
His  youthful  friends,  and  shouts,  and  sings,  and  speaks ; 
Speaks  a  wild  speech,  with  action  all  as  wild — 
The  children's  leader,  and  himself  a  child  ; 
He  spins  their  top,  or,  at  their  bidding,  bends 
His  back,  while  o'er  it  leap  his  laughing  friends  ; 
Simple  and  weak,  he  acts  the  boy  once  more, 
And  heedless  children  call  him  ISilly  Shore. 


TALE  XII. 

SQUIRE  THOMAS  ;   OR,   THE  PRECIPITATE  CHOICE. 

Such  smiling  rogues  as  these. 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  ntwain. 
Which  are  too  iiitrinse  f  unloose.  King  Lear. 

My  other  self,  my  counsel's  consistory. 

My  oracle,  r.iy  prophet, 

I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction.— iJicRara  ///. 

It  I  do  not  take  pity  of  her,  I  am  a  villain  :  if  I  do  not  love  her,  I  am  a  Jew 

Much  Ado  about  A'othing. 

Women  are  soft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible  ; 
Thou,  stern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  reuioraeless. 

■.ird  I'art  Henry  VI. 

He  must  he  told  on't,  and  he  shall :  the  ofiice 

Becomes  a  woman  best  ;  I'll  take't  upon  me  :  ,    ™  , 

If  I  prove  honey-mouth'd,  let  my  tongue  blister.— rrin^fr  »  Tale. 

Disguise,  I  see  thou  art  a  wickedness.—  Twelfth  Ulcjht. 

Squire  Thomas  flatter'd  long  a  wealthy  aunt, 

Who  left  him  all  that  she  could  give  or  grant ; 

Ten  years  he  tried,  with  all  his  craft  and  skill, 

To  fi.x  the  sovereign  lady's  varying  will  ; 

Ten  years  enduring  at  her  board  to  sit. 

He  meekly  listen'd  to  her  tales  and  wit : 

He  took  the  meanest  office  man  can  take. 

And  his  aunt's  vices  for  her  money's  sake  : 

By  many  a  throat'niug  hint  she  waked  his  fear, 

And  lie  was  pain'd  to  see  a  rival  near : 

Yet  all  the  taunts  of  her  contemptuous  pride 

Ho  bore,  nor  found  his  grov'lling  spirit  tried  : 

Nay,  when  she  wi.sh'd  his  parents  to  traduce. 

Fawning  he  smiled,  and  justice  call'd  th'  abuse: 

"They  taught  you  nothing  :  are  you  not,  at  best. 

Said  the  proud  dame,  "  a  trifier,  and  a  jest  1 

Confess  you  are  a  fool  !"— he  bow'<l  and  ho  confoss'd 

Tliis  vc.\'il  him  much,  but  could  not  always  last: 
The  dame  is  buried,  and  tho  trial  past. 
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There  was  a  female,  who  had  courted  long 
Her  cousin's  gifts,  and  deeply  felt  the  wrong  ; 
By  a  vain  boy  forbidden  to  attend 
The  private  councils  of  her  wealthy  friend, 
She  vow'd  revenge,  nor  should  that  crafty  boy 
In  triumj)h  undisturb'd  his  spoils  enjoy : 
He  heard,  he  smiled,  and  when  the  will  was  read. 
Kindly  dismiss'd  the  kindred  of  the  dead  ; 
"  The  dear  deceased  "  he  call'd  her,  and  the  crowd 
Moved  off  with  curses  deep  and  threat'nings  loud. 

The  youth  retired,  and,  with  a  mind  at  ease, 
Found  he  was  rich,  and  fancied  he  must  please  : 
He  might  have  pleased,  and  to  his  comfort  found 
The  wife  he  wish'd,  if  he  had  sought  around : 
For  there  were  lasses  of  his  own  degree. 
With  no  more  hatred  to  the  state  than  he  ; 
But  he  had  courted  spleen  and  age  so  long. 
His  heart  refused  to  woo  the  fair  and  yoxmg  : 
So  long  attended  on  caprice  and  whim. 
He  thought  attention  now  was  due  to  him  ; 
And  as  his  flatt'ry  pleased  the  wealthy  dame, 
Heir  to  the  wealth,  he  might  the  flatt'ry  claim  : 
But  this  the  fair,  with  one  accord,  denied. 
Nor  waved  for  man's  caprice  the  sex's  pride. 
There  is  a  season  when  to  them  is  due 
Worship  and  awe — and  they  will  claim  it  too  : 
"Fathers,"  they  cry,  "long  hold  us  in  their  chain. 
Nay,  tyrant  brothers  claim  a  right  to  reign  : 
Uncles  and  guardians  we  in  turn  obej'. 
And  husbands  rule  with  ever-during  sway  : 
Short  is  the  time  when  lovers  at  the  feet 
Of  beaut}'  kneel,  and  own  the  slavery  sweet ; 
And  shall  we  this  our  triumph,  this  the  aim 
And  boast  of  female  power,  forbear  to  claim  ? 
No  !  we  demand  that  homage,  that  respect, 
Or  the  proud  rebel  punish  and  reject." 

Our  hero,  still  too  indolent,  too  nice, 
To  pay  for  beauty  the  accustom'd  price. 
No  less  forbore  f  address  the  humbler  maid, 
Who  might  have  yielded  with  the  price  unpaid  ; 
But  lived,  himself  to  humour  and  to  please. 
To  count  his  money,  and  enjoy  his  ease. 

It  pleased  a  neighbouring  stiuii'e  to  recommend 
A  faithful  youth  as  servant  to  his  friend  ; 
Nay,  more  than  servant,  whom  he  praised  for  parts 
Ductile  yet  strong,  and  for  the  best  of  hearts  : 
One  who  might  ease  him  in  his  small  affairs, 
With  tenants,  tradesmen,  taxes,  and  repairs  ; 
Answer  his  letters,  look  to  all  his  dues. 
And  entertain  him  with  discourse  and  news. 

The  S(iuiro  believed,  and  found  the  trusted  youth 
A  very  pattern  for  his  care  and  truth  ; 
Not  for  his  virtivcs  to  be  praised  alone, 
But  for  a  modest  mien  and  humble  tone ; 
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Assenting  always,  but  as  if  he  naoant 

Only  to  strength  of  reasons  to  assent : 

For  was  he  stubborn,  and  retain'd  his  doubt, 

Till  the  more  subtle  Squire  had  forced  it  out  ; 

Naj',  still  was  rigVt,  but  ho  perceived  that  strong 

And  powerful  minds  could  make  the  right  the  wrong. 

When  the  Squire's  thoughts  on  some  fair  damsel  dwcU, 
The  faithful  friend  his  apprehensions  felt ; 
It  wouUl  rejoice  his  faithful  heart  to  find 
A  lady  suited  to  his  master's  mind  ; 
But  who  deserved  that  master  ?  who  would  prove 
That  hers  was  pure  uninterested  love  ? 
Akhough  a  servant,  he  would  scorn  to  take 
A  countess,  till  she  suffer'd  for  his  sake  ; 
Some  tender  spirit,  humble,  faithful,  true, 
Such,  my  dear  master,  must  be  sought  for  you. 

Six  months  had  pass'd,  and  not  a  lady  seen, 
With  just  this  love,  'twixt  fifty  and  fifteen  ; 
All  seeni'd  his  doctrine  or  his  pride  to  shun. 
All  would  be  woo'd  before  they  would  be  won  ; 
When  the  chance  naming  of  a  race  and  fair 
Our  Squire  disposed  to  tako  his  pleasure  there. 
The  h'iend  profess" d,  "  although  he  first  began 
To  hint  the  thing,  it  seem'd  a  thoughtless  plan  ; 
The  roads,  he  fear'd,  were  foul,  the  days  were  short, 
The  village  far,  and  yet  there  might  be  sport." 

"What  !  you  of  roads  an  1  starless  nights  afraid  ? 
You  think  to  govern  !  you  to  be  obey'd  I " 
Smiling  he  spoke  :  the  humble  friend  declared 
His  soul's  obedience,  and  to  go  prepared. 

The  place  was  distant,  but  with  great  delight 
They  saw  a  race,  and  hail'il  the  glorious  siglit  : 
The  Sijuire  exulted,  and  declared  the  ride 
Had  amply  paid,  and  he  was  satisfied. 
They  gazed,  they  feasted,  and  in  happy  mood 
Homeward  return'd,  and  hastening  as  they  rode  ; 
For  short  the  day,  and  sudden  was  the  change 
From  light  to  darkness,  and  the  way  was  strange  : 
Our  hero  soon  grew  peevish,  then  distress'd  ; 
He  dreaded  darkness,  and  ho  sigh'd  for  rest  : 
Going,  they  pass'd  a  village,  but  alas  ! 
lleturning  saw  no  village  to  repass  ; 
The  Squiro  romember'd  too  a  noble  hall, 
Large  as  a  church,  and  whiter  than  its  wall  : 
This  he  had  noticed  as  they  rode  along. 
And  justly  reasou'd  that  their  road  was  wrong. 
George,  full  of  awe,  was  modest  in  reply — 
"  The  fault  was  his,  'twas  folly  to  deny ; 
And  of  his  master's  safety  were  he  sure. 
There  was  no  grievance  ho  would  not  endure." 
This  made  his  peace  with  the  relenting  Squiro, 
Whose  thoughts  yet  dwelt  on  supper  and  a  firo  ; 
When,  as  they  roach'd  a  long  atnl  [)loasant  green, 
Dwellings  of  men,  and  next  a  man,  wore  seen. 
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"My  friend,"  said  George,  "to  travellers  astray 
Point  out  an  inn,  and  guide  us  on  the  way." 

The  man  look'd  up  ;  "  Surpi-ising  !  can  it  be 
My  master's  son  ?  as  I'm  alive,  'tis  he  !  " 
'•  How  !  Kobin  ?"  George  replied,   "  and  are  we  near 
^  My  father's  house?  how  strangely  things  appear  ! — 

Dear  sir,  though  wanderers,  we  at  last  are  right : 
Let  us  proceed,  and  glad  my  father's  sight  : 
We  shall  at  least  bo  fairly  lodged  and  fed, 
I  can  insure  a  supper  and  a  bed  ; 
Let  us  this  night  as  one  of  pleasure  date. 
And  ot  sm-prise  ;  it  is  an  act  of  Fate." 
'•  Go  on,"  the  Squire  in  happy  temper  cried  ; 
"I  like  such  blunder  !  I  approve  such  guide." 
They  ride,  they  halt,  the  farmer  comes  in  haste, 
Then  tells  his  wife  how  much  their  house  is  graced  ; 
They  bless  the  chance,  they  praise  the  lucky  son, 
That  caused  the  error — Nay  !  it  was  not  one. 
But  their  good  fortune  :  cheerful  grew  the  Squire, 
Who  found  dependents,  flattery,  wine,  and  lire  ; 
He  heard  the  jack  turn  round  ;  the  busy  dame 
Produced  her  damask  ;  and  with  supper  came 
The  daughter,  dress'd  with  care,  and  full  of  maiden  suame. 

Surprised,  our  hero  saw  the  air  and  dress. 
And  sti'ove  his  admiration  to  express  ; 
Nay  !  felt  it  too — for  Harriot  was  in  truth 
A  tall  fair  beauty  in  the  bloom  of  youth  ; 
And  fi'om  the  pleasure  and  surprise,  a  grace 
Adorn'd  the  blooming  damsel's  form  and  face  ; 
Then,  too,  such  high  respect  and  dutj'  jiaid 
By  all — such  silent  reverence  in  the  maid  ; 
Vent'ring  with  caution,  yet  with  haste,  a  glance. 
Loth  to  retire,  yet  trembling  to  advance, 
Appear'd  the  nyn^ph,  and  in  her  gentle  guest 
Stirr'd  soft  emotions  till  the  hour  of  rest : 
Sweet  was  his  sleep,  and  in  the  morn  agaiu 
He  felt  a  mixture  of  <lelight  and  pain  : 
"  How  fair,  how  gentle,"  said  the  Squire,   "iiow  meek. 
And  j^et  how  sprightly,  when  disposed  to  speak  ! 
Nature  has  bless'd  her  form,  and  Heaven  her  mind. 
But  in  her  favours  fortune  is  unkind  ; 
Poor  is  the  maid — nay,  poor  she  cannot  prove 
"Who  is  cnrich'd  with  beauty,  worth,  and  love." 

The  Squire  arose,  with  no  precise  intent 
To  go  or  stay — uncertain  what  he  meant : 
He  moved  to  part — they  begg'<l  him  first  to  dine  ; 
And  who  could  then  escape  ti-om  love  and  wine  '{ 
As  came  the  night,  more  charming  grew  the  fair, 
And  seeni'd  to  watch  him  witli  a  twofold  care  : 
Oil  the  third  morn,  resolving  not  to  stay, 
Tho\igh  urged  by  love,  he  bravelj'  rode  away. 

Arrived  at  home,  three  pensive  days  he  gave 
To  feelings  fond  and  meditations  grave  ; 
Lovely  she  was,  and,  if  he  did  not  err. 
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As  fond  of  him  as  his  fond  heart  of  her  ; 

Still  he  delay'd,  unable  to  decide. 

Which  was  the  master-passion,  love  or  pride  : 

He.sometimes  wonder'd  how  his  friend  could  make, 

And  then  exulted  in,  the  night's  mistake ; 

Had  she  but  fortune,  "Doubtless  then,"  he  cried, 

"  Some  happier  man  had  won  the  wealthy  bride." 

While  thus  he  hung  in  balance,  now  inclined 
To  change  his  state,  and  then  to  change  his  mind, 
That  careless  George  droppVl  idly  on  the  ground 
A  letter,  which  his  crafty  master  found  ; 
The  stupid  youth  confess' d  his  fault,  and  pray'd 
The  generous  Sijuire  to  spare  a  gentle  maid. 
Of  whom  her  tender  mother,  full  of  fears, 
Had  written  much — "  she  caught  her  oft  in. tears, 
For  ever  thinking  on  a  youth  above 
Her  humble  fortiuie — still  she  o^nl'd  not  love  ; 
Nor  can  define,  dear  girl !  the  cherish'd  pain. 
But  would  rejoice  to  see  the  cause  again  : 
That  neighbouring  youth,  whom  she  endured  before, 
She  now  rejects,  and  will  behold  no  more  ; 
Raised  by  her  pa.ssion,  she  no  longer  stoops 
To  her  own  equals,  but  she  pines  and  droops, 
Like  to  a  lily  on  whose  sweets  the  sun 
Has  withering  gazed — she  saw  and  was  undone  ; 
His  wealth  allured  her  not — nor  was  she  moved 
By  his  superior  state,  him.self  she  loved  ; 
So  mild,  .so  good,  so  gracious,  so  genteel, — 
But  spare  your  .sister,  and  her  love  conceal ; 
We  must  the  fault  forgive,  since  she  the  pain  must  feel." 

"Fault!"  sai<l  the  Squire,  "there's  coarseness  in  the  mind 
That  thus  conceives  of  feelings  so  refined  ; 
Here  end  my  doubts,  nor  blame  yourself,  my  friend. 
Fate  made  you  careless — here  my  doubts  have  end." 

The  way  is  plain  before  us — there  is  now 
The  lover's  visit  first,  and  then  the  vow, 
Mutual  and  fond,  the  marriage-rite,  the  bride 
Brought  to  her  home  with  all  a  husband's  pride  : 
The  Squire  receives  the  prize  his  merits  won. 
And  tlie  glad  parents  leave  the  patron-son. 

But  in  short  time  he  saw,  with  much  surprise, 
First  glcjom,  then  grief,  and  then  resentment  rise. 
From  proud,  commamling  frowns,  and  anger-darting  eyns  : 
"  Is  there  in  Harriot's  humble  mind  this  fire, 
This  fierce  impatience  ?  "  ask'd  the  puzzled  Squire  ; 
"  Has  marriage  changed  her  ?  or  the  mask  she  wore 
Has  she  thrown  by,  and  is  herself  once  more'?  " 

Hour  after  hour,  when  clo\iils  on  clouds  a])pear, 
Dark  and  more  diirk,  we  know  the  tempest  near ; 
And  th\is  the  frowning  brow,  the  i-estless  form, 
Anil  threat'ning  glance,  forerun  domestic  storm  : 
So  read  the  husband,  and,  with  troubled  mind, 
Koveal'd  his  fears—"  My  luvo,  1  hope  you  find 
All  here  id  pleasant — but  1  must  couless 
2  A  2 
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You  seem  offended,  or  in  some  distress  : 

Explain  the  grief  you  feel,  and  leave  me  to  redress." 

'•■  Leave  it  to  j'ou  ?  "  replied  the  nymph — "  indeed  ! 
What — to  the  cause  from  whence  the  ills  proceed  I 
Good  Heaven  !  to  take  me  fi-om  a  place  where  I 
Had  every  comfort  underneath  the  sky  ; 
And  then  immure  me  to  a  gloomy  place. 
With  the  gi-im  monsters  of  your  ugly  race, 
That  from  their  canvas  staring,  make  me  dread 
Through  the  dark  chambers,  where  they  hang,  to  tread  ! 
No  friend  nor  neighbour  comes  to  give  that  joy 
Which  all  things  here  must  banish  or  destroy. 
Where  is  the  promised  coach  ?  the  pleasant  ride  ? — 
Oh  !  what  a  fortune  has  a  farmer's  bride  ! 
Your  sordid  pride  has  placed  me  just  above 
Your  hired  domestics — and  what  pays  me  ?  Love  ! 
A  selfish  fondness  I  endure  each  hour, 
And  share  unwitness'd  pomp,  unenvied  power. 
I  hear  your  folly,  smile  at  your  parade. 
And  see  your  favourite  dishes  duly  made  ; 
Then  am  I  richly  dress'd  for  j-ou  t'  admire. 
Such  is  my  duty  and  my  lord's  desire  : 
Is  this  a  life  for  youth,  for  health,  for  joy  ? 
Are  these  my  duties — this  my  base  employ  ? 
No  !  to  my  father's  house  will  I  repair. 
And  make  your  idle  wealth  support  me  there. 
Was  it  your  wish  to  h.ive  an  humble  bride, 
For  bondage  thankful  ?  Curse  upon  yom-  pride  ! 
Was  it  a  slave  you  wanted  ?  You  shall  see, 
That,  if  not  happy,  I  at  least  am  free  : 
Well,  sir  !  your  answer." — Silent  stood  the  Squire, 
As  looks  a  miser  at  his  house  on  fire  ; 
Where  all  he  deems  is  vanish'd  in  that  flame. 
Swept  from  the  earth  his  substance  and  his  name  ; 
So  lost  to  every  promised  joy  of  life. 
Our  Squire  stood  gaping  at  his  angry  wife  ; — 
His  fate,  his  ruin,  where  he  saw  it  vain 
To  hope  for  peace,  pray,  threaten,  or  complain  ; 
And  thus,  betwixt  his  wonder  at  the  ill 
And  his  despair,  there  stood  ho  gaping  still. 

"  Your  answer,  sir  ! — Shall  I  depart  a  spot 
I  thus  detest  ? "— "  Oh,  miserable  lot  !  " 
Exclaim'd  the  man.     "  Go,  serpent !  nor  remain 
To  sharjjen  woo  bj-  insult  and  disdain  ; 
A  nest  of  harpies  was  I  doom'd  to  meet ; 
What  plots,  what  combinations  of  deceit  ! 
I  see  it  now — all  plann'd,  design'd,  contrived  ; 
Served  by  that  villain — by  this  fury  wived — 
What  fate  is  mine  !  What  wisdom,  virtue,  tnith. 
Can  stand  if  demons  set  their  traps  for  youth  ? 
He  lose  his  way  ?  vile  dog  !  he  cannot  lose 
The  way  a  villain  through  his  life  pursues  ; 
And  thou,  deceiver  !  thou  afraid  to  move, 
And  hiding  close  the  serpent  in  the  dove  ! 
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I  saw — but,  fated  to  endure  disgrace, 
Unheeding'  saw — the  iury  in  thy  tace, 
And  call'd  it  spirit.     Oh,   I  mi;j:ht  have  found 
Frauil  and  imposture — all  the  kindred  round  ! 

A  nest  of  vipers" 

"  Sir,  I'll  not  admit 
These  wild  effusions  of  your  angry  wit : 
Have  you  that  value,  that  we  all  should  use 
Such  mighty  arts  for  such  inn^ortant  views  ? 
Are  j'ou  such  prize — and  is  my  state  so  tair. 
That  the}'  should  sell  their  souls  to  get  me  there  ? 
Think  you  that  we  alone  our  thoughts  disguise  ? 
When,  in  pursuit  of  some  contended  prize. 
Mask  we  alone  the  heart,  and  soothe  whom  we  despise  ? 
Speak  you  of  craft  and  subtle  schemes,  who  know 
That  all  your  wealth  you  to  deception  owe  ; 
Who  play'd  for  ten  dull  years  a  scoundrel  part, 
To  worm  yourself  into  a  widow's  heart  ? 
Now,  when  you  guarded,  with  superior  skill, 
That  lady's  closet,  and  preserved  her  will, 
Blind  in  your  craft,  you  saw  not  one  of  those 
Opposed  bj''  you  might  you  in  turn  oppose. 
Or  watch  your  motions,  and  by  art  obtain 
Share  of  that  wealth,  you  gave  your  peace  to  gain. 

Did  conscience  never" 

"  Cease,  tormentor,  cease — 
Or  reach  me  poison  ;— let  me  rest  in  jjcace  !  " 

"  Agreed — but  hear  mo^let  the  truth  appear." 
"  Then  state  your  purpose — I'll  be  calm  and  hear." 
"Know  then,  this  wealth,  sole  object  of  your  care, 
I  had  some  right,  without  your  hand,  to  share  ; 
]\Iy  mother's  claim  was  just — but  soon  she  saw 
Your  power,  compcU'd,  insulted,  to  withdraw  : 
'Twas  then  my  father,  in  his  anger,  swore 
You  should  divide  the  fortune,  or  restore. 
Long  wo  debated — and  you  find  me  now 
Heroic  victim  to  a  father's  vow  ; 
Like  Jephtha's  daughter,  but  in  different  state. 
And  both  decreed  to  mourn  our  early  fate  ; 
Hence  was  my  brother  servant  to  your  pride, 
Vengeance  made  him  y(j\n'  slave,  and  me  your  bride. 
Now  all  is  known — a  dreadful  price  I  pay 
For  our  revenge — but  still  we  have  our  day  : 
All  that  you  love  you  must  with  others  share, 
Or  all  you  dread  from  their  resentment  dare  : — 
Yet  terms  I  offer — let  contention  cease  ; 
Diviilo  the  spoil,  and  lot  us  part  in  peace." 

Our  hero  trembling  heard — ho  sat — he  rose — 
Nor  could  his  motions  nor  his  mind  compose  ; 
He  paced  the  room — and,  stalking  to  her  side, 
Gazed  on  the  face  of  his  undaunted  l)rido, 
And  nothing  there  but  scorn  and  calm  aversion  spied. 
He  would  have  venfj^eanco,  yet  ho  foar'd  the  law  ; 
Her  friends  would  threaten,  and  their  power  ho  saw  ; 
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"  Then  let  her  go  :  "  hut,  oh  !  a  mighty  sum 
Would  that  demand,  since  he  had  let  her  come  ; 
Nor  from  his  sorrows  coukl  he  find  redrea 
Save  that  which  led  him  to  a  like  distress 
And  all  his  ease  was  in  his  wife  to  see 
A  wretch  as  anxious  and  distress'd  as  he  : 
Her  strongest  wish,  the  fortune  to  divide, 
And  part  in  peace,  his  avarice  denied  ; 
And  thus  it  happen'd,  as  in  all  deceit, 
The  cheater  found  the  e\\\  of  the  cheat ; 
The  husband  grieved — nor  was  the  wife  at  rest ; 
Him  she  could  vex,  and  he  could  her  molest; 
She  could  his  passion  into  fi'snzy  raise, 
But,  when  the  fire  was  kindled,  fear'd  the  blaze ; 
As  much  they  studied,  so  in  time  they  foimd 
The  easiest  way  to  give  the  deepest  wound  ; 
But  then,  like  fencers,  they  were  ential  still, — 
Both  lost  in  danger  what  they  gain  d  in  skill ; 
Each  heart  a  keener  kind  of  rancour  gain'd. 
And,  paining  more,  was  more  severely  pain'd  ; 
And  thus  by  both  was  equal  vengeance  dealt, 
And  both  the  anguish  they  inflicted  felt. 
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JESSIE  AND  COLIN, 

Then  she  plots,  then  she  ruminates,  then  she  devises  ;  and  what  they  think  in  their 
hearts  they  may  effect,  they  "will  break  their  hearts  but  they  will  eflect. 

ilcrry  Wivex  uf  Windsoi; 

She  has  spoke  what  she  should  not,  I  am  siire  of  that :  Heaven  knows  what  she  h.iii 
known. — Macbeth. 

Our  house  is  hell,  and  thou  a  meny  devil. — McrcliaiU  of  Venice. 

And  yet,  for  aught  I  see,  they  are  as  sick  that  surfeit  with  too  miu-h,  as  they  that  stiiiTO 
with  nothing  ;  it  is  no  mean  haijpiuess,  therelore,  to  be  seated  in  the  mean. 

Merchant  of  t'enice, 

A  ViCAB  died  and  left  his  daughter  poor — 

It  hurt  her  not,  she  was  not  rich  before  : 

Her  humble  share  of  worldly  goods  she  sold, 

Paid  every  debt,  and  then  her  fortune  told  ; 

And  found,  with  youth  and  beauty,  hope  and  health. 

Two  hundred  guineas  was  her  worldly  wealth  ; 

It  then  remain'd  to  choose  her  path  in  life. 

And  first,  said  Jessie,   "  Shall  1  be  a  wife? — 

Colin  is  mild  and  civil,  kind  and  just, 

I  know  his  love,  his  temjier  I  can  tnist ; 

But  small  his  farm,  it  asks  i)erpetual  care, 

And  wc  must  toil  as  well  as  tiouble  share : 

True,  he  was  taught  in  all  tlie  gentle  arts 

That  raise  the  soul  and  soften  human  hearts  ; 

And  boasts  a  parent,  who  desenes  to  shine 
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In  higher  class,  and  I  could  wish  her  mine  ; 
Nor  wants  he  will  his  station  to  improve, 
A  just  ambition  waked  by  faithtiil  love  ; 
Still  is  be  poor — and  here  my  father's  friend 
Deigns  for  his  daughter,  as  her  own,  to  send  : 
A  worthy  lady,  who  it  seems  has  known 
A  world  of  griefs  and  troubles  of  her  own  : 
I  was  an  infant  when  she  came  a  guest 
Beneath  my  father's  humble  roof  to  rest  ; 
Her  kindred  all  unfeeling,  vast  her  woes. 
Such  her  complaint,  and  there  she  found  repose  ; 
Enrich'd  by  fortune,  now  she  nobly  lives. 
And  nobly,  from  the  bless'd  abundance,  gives  ; 
The  grief,  the  want,  of  human  life  she  knows, 
And  comfort  there  and  here  relief  bestows  : 
But  are  they  not  de[)endents  'i — Foolish  pride  ! 
Am  I  not  honour'd  by  such  friend  and  guide  ? 
Have  I  a  home  "  (here  Jessie  dropp'd  a  tear), 
"  Or  friend  beside  <" — A  faithful  friend  was  near. 

Now  Colin  came,  at  len'gth  resolved  to  lay 
His  heai-t  before  her,  and  to  urge  her  stay  : 
True,  his  own  plough  the  gentle  Colin  drove, 
An  humble  farmer  with  aspiring  love  ; 
Who,  urged  by  passion,  never  dared  till  now, 
Thus  urged  by  fears,  his  trembling  hopes  avow  ; 
Her  father's  glebe  he  managed  ;  every  year 
The  grateful  vicar  held  the  youth  more  dear  ; 
He  saw  indeed  the  prize  in  Colin's  view, 
And  wish'd  his  Jessie  with  a  man  so  true  : 
Timid  as  true,  he  urged  with  anxious  air 
His  tender  hope,  and  made  the  trembling  prayer  ; 
When  Jessie  saw,  nor  could  with  coldness  see, 
Such  fond  i-espect,  such  tried  sincerity  ; 
Grateful  for  favours  to  her  father  dealt. 
She  more  than  grateful  for  his  passion  felt ; 
Nor  could  she  frown  on  one  so  good  and  kind, 
Yet  fear'd  to  smile,  and  was  untix'd  in  mind  ; 
But  prudence  placed  the  female  friend  in  view — 
What  might  not  one  so  rich  and  grateful  do  ? 
So  lately,  too,  the  good  okl  vicar  died, 
His  faithful  daughter  must  not  ca.st  aside 
The  signs  of  filial  grief,  and  be  a  ready  bride. 
Thus,  led  by  })ru(lcnce,  to  the  lady's  seat 
The  \-illago  l)eauty  pviqiosed  to  retreat ; 
But,  as  in  hard-fought  fiehls  the  victor  know3 
What  to  the  vanquish'd  he  in  honour  owes, 
So,  in  this  conquest  over  powerful  love. 
Prudence  resolved  a  generous  foe  to  prove, 
And  Jes-sic  felt  a  mingled  fear  ami  pain 
In  her  dismission  of  a  faithful  swain, 
Gave  her  kind  thanks,  and  when  she  saw  his  woo, 
Kindly  betray'd  that  she  was  loth  to  go  ; 
"  But  woulil  she  promise,  if  abroa<l  slie  met 
A  frowning  world,  she  would  remember  yet 
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Where  dwelt  a  fi-iend  ?" — '•'  That  could  she  not  forg-ct." 
And  thus  they  parted  ;  hut  each  faithful  heart 
Felt  the  compulsion,  and  refused  to  ]iart. 

Now,  by  the  morning  mail  the  timid  maid 
Was  to  that  kind  and  wealthy  dame  couvey'd ; 
Whose  invitation,  when  her  father  died, 
Jessie  as  comfort  to  her  heart  applied  ; 
She  knew  the  days  her  generous  friend  had  seen — 
As  wife  and  widow,  evil  days  had  been  ; 
She  married  early,  and  for  half  her  life 
Was  an  insulted  and  forsaken  wife  ; 
Widow'd  and  poor,  her  angry  father  gave, 
Mix'd  with  reproach,  the  pittance  of  a  slave  ; 
Forgetful  brothers  pass'd  her,  but  she  knew 
Her  humbler  friends,  and  to  their  home  withdrew  : 
The  good  old  vicar  to  her  sire  applied 
For  help,  and  help'd  her  when  her  sire  denied. 
When  in  few  years  death  stalk'd  through  bower  and  hail, 
Sires,  sons,  and  sons  of  sons,  were  buried  all ; 
She  then  abounded,  and  had  wealth  to  sj^are 
For  softening  grief  she  once  was  doom'd  to  share  ; 
Thus  train'd  in  misery's  school,  and  taught  to  feel, 
She  would  rejoice  an  orphan's  woes  to  heal  : — 
So  Jessie  thought,  who  look'd  within  her  breast, 
And  thence  conceived  how  bounteous  minds  are  bless'd. 

From  her  vast  mansion  look'd  tlie  lady  down 
On  humbler  buildings  of  a  busy  town  ; 
Thence  came  her  friends  of  either  sex,  and  all 
With  whom  she  lived  on  terms  reciprocal  : 
They  pass'd  the  hours  with  their  accustom'd  ease, 
As  guests  inclined,  but  not  compell'd  to  please  ; 
But  there  were  others  in  the  mansion  found. 
For  office  chosen,  and  by  duties  bound  ; 
Three  female  rivals,  each  of  power  possess'd, 
Th'  attendant  maid,  poor  friend,  and  kindred  guest. 

To  these  came  Jessie,  as  a  seaman  thrown 
By  the  ru<le  storm  upon  a  coast  unknown  : 
The  view  was  flattering,  civil  seem'd  the  race, 
But  all  unknown  the  dangers  of  the  jilace. 

Few  houis  had  pass'd,  when,  from  attendants  freed, 
The  lady  utter'd,   "This  is  kind  indeed  ; 
Believe  me,  love  !  that  1  for  one  like  you 
Have  daily  pray'd,  a  friend  discreet  and  true  ; 
Oh,  wonder  not  that  I  on  you  depend. 
You  are  mine  own  hereditary  friend  : 
Hearken,  my  Jessie,  never  can  I  trust 
Beings  ungrateful,  selfish,  and  unjust ; 
But  you  are  present,  and  my  load  of  care 
Your  love  will  serve  to  lighten  and  to  share  : 
Come  near  me,  Jessie — let  not  those  liclow 
Of  my  reliance  on  your  friendship  know  ; 
Look  as  they  look,  be  in  their  freedoms  free — 
But  all  they  say  do  you  convey  to  mo." 

Here  Jessie's  thoughts  to  Colin's  cottage  flew, 
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And  with  such  speed  she  scarce  their  absence  knew, 
"Jane  loves  her  mistress,  and  should  she  depart, 
I  lose  her  service,  and  she  breaks  her  heart  ; 
My  ways  and  wishes,  looks  and  thoughts,  she  knows. 
And  duteous  care  by  close  attention  shows  : 
But  is  she  faithful  ?  "in  temptation  strong, 
Will  she  not  \vTong  me  ?  ah  !  I  fear  the  wrong  ; 
Your  father  loved  me  ;  now.  in  time  of  need, 
Watch  for  mv  good,  and  to  his  place  succeed. 

"  Blood  do'esu't  bind— that  girl,  who  every  day 
Eats  of  my  bread,  w.nild  wish  my  life  away  ; 
I  am  her  dear  relation,  and  she  thinks 
To  make  her  fortune,  an  ambitious  minx  ! 
She  only  courts  me  for  the  prospect's  sake. 
Because  she  knows  I  have  a  will  to  make  ; 
Yes,  love  !  my  will,  delay'd  I  know  not  how — 
But  you  are  here,  and  1  will  make  it  now. 

"  That  idle  creature,  keep  her  in  your  view. 
See  what  she  does,  what  she  desires  to  do  ; 
On  her  young  mind  may  artful  villains  prey, 
And  to  my  plate  and  jewels  find  a  way  :        ^ 
A  pleasant  humour  has  the  girl  ;  her  smile, 
And  cheerful  manner,  tecUous  hours  beguile  : 
But  well  observe  her,  ever  near  her  be, 
Close  in  your  thoughts,  in  your  professions  free. 

"Again,  my  Jessie,  hear  wliat  1  advise. 
And  watch  a  woman  ever  in  disguise  ; 
Jssop,  that  widow,  serious,  subtle,  sly — 
But  what  of  this  ? — I  must  have  company  : 
She  markets  for  me,  and  although  she  makes 
Profit,  no  doubt,  of  all  she  \indertakes. 
Yet  slie  is  one  I  can  to  all  i)roduce. 
And  all  her  talents  are  in  daily  use  : 
Deprived  of  her,  I  may  another  find 
As  sly  and  selfish,  with  a  weaker  mind  : 
But  never  trust  her,  she  is  full  of  art. 
And  worms  herself  into  the  closest  heai't  ; 
Seem  then,  I  pray  you,  careless  in  her  sight, 
Nor  let  her  know,  my  love,  how  wo  miite. 

"  Do,  my  good  Jessie,  ca.st  a  view  around. 
And  let  no  wrong  within  my  house  be  found  ; 

That  girl  associates  with 1  know  not  who 

Are  her  companions,  nor  what  ill  they  do  ; 
'Tis  then  the  widow  plans,  'tis  then  she  tries 
Her  various  arts  and  schemes  for  fresh  supplies  ; 
'Tis  then,  if  ever,  Jane  her  duty  quits, 
And,  whom  I  know  not,  favours  and  admits  : 
Oh  !  watch  their  movements  all  ;  for  me  'tis  hard, 
Indeed  is  vain,  but  you  may  keep  a  guard  ; 
And  1,  when  none  your  watchful  glance  deceive, 
May  make  my  will,  and  think  what  I  shall  leave." 

Jessie,  with  fear,  disgast,  alarm,  surprise, 
Heard  of  these  duties  for  her  eais  and  eyes  : 
Heard  by  what  service  she  must  gain  her  bread, 
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And  went  with  scorn  and  sorrow  to  her  bed. 

Jane  was  a  servant  fitted  for  her  place, 
Experienced,  cunniny;,  fraudful,  selfish,  base; 
Skill'd  in  those  mean  humiliating  arts 
That  make  their  way  to  pro\id  and  selfish  hearts  : 
By  instinct  taught,  she  felt  an  awe,  a  fear. 
For  Jessie's  upright  simple  character  ; 
Whom  with  gross  flattery  she  awhile  assail'd, 
And  then  beheld  with  hatred  when  it  fail'd ; 
Yet,  trying  still  upon  her  mind  for  hold. 
She  all  the  secrets  of  the  mansion  told  ; 
And,  to  invite  an  equal  trust,  she  drew 
Of  every  mind  a  bold  and  rapid  view ; 
But  on  the  widow'd  friend  with  deep  disdain, 
And  rancorous  envy,  dwelt  the  treacherous  Jane. 
In  vain  such  arts  ; — without  deceit  or  pride. 
With  a  just  taste  and  feeling  for  her  guide, 
From  all  contagion  Jessie  kept  apart, 
Free  in  her  manners,  guarded  in  her  heart. 

Jessie  one  morn  was  thoughtful,  and  her  sigh 
The  widow  heard  as  she  was  passing  by ; 
And — "  Well  ! "  she  said,  "  is  that  some  distant  swain. 
Or  aught  with  us,  that  gives  your  bosom  pain  ? 
Come,  we  are  fellow  sufferers,  slaves  in  thrall. 
And  tasks  and  griefs  are  common  to  us  all ; 
Think  not  m}'  frankness  strange  :  they  love  to  paint 
Their  state  with  freedom,  who  endure  restraint ; 
And  there  is  something  in  that  speaking  eye 
And  sober  mien  that  prove  I  may  rely : 
You  came  a  stranger  ;  to  my  words  attend, 
Accept  my  offer,  and  you  find  a  friend  ; 
It  is  a  labyrinth  in  which  you  stray. 
Come,  bold  my  clue,  and  I  will  lead  the  way. 

"Good  Heav'n  !  that  one  so  jealous,  envious,  base. 
Should  be  the  mistress  of  so  sweet  a  place  ; 
She,  who  so  long  herself  was  low  and  poor. 
Now  broods  suspicious  on  her  useless  store ; 
She  loves  to  see  us  abject,  loves  to  deal 
Her  insult  round,  and  then  {)retends  to  feel  : 
Prepare  to  cast  all  dignity  aside. 
For  know,  your  talents  will  be  quickly  tried  ; 
Nor  think,  from  favours  past  a  friend  to  gain, — 
'Tis  but  by  duties  we  our  posts  maintain  : 
I  read  her  novels,  gossip  through  the  town. 
And  daily  go,  for  idle  stories  down  ; 
I  cheapen  all  she  buys,  and  bear  the  curse 
Of  honest  tradesmen  for  my  niggard  purse  ; 
And,  when  for  her  tliis  meanness  I  displa}', 
She  cries,  '  I  heed  not  what  I  throw  away  ;' 
Of  secret  bargains  I  endure  the  shame. 
And  stake  my  credit  for  our  fish  and  game  ; 
Oft  has  she  smiled  to  hear  '  lier  generous  soul 
Would  gladly  give,  hut  stooi)s  to  my  control  : ' 
Nay  !  I  have  heard  her,  when  she  chanced  to  come 


TALE  Xin. — JESSIE  AKD  COLIN.  863 

"Where  I  contended  for  a  petty  sum. 
Affirm  'twas  painful  to  behold  such  care, 
'  But  Issop's  nature  is  to  pinch  and  spare  :' 
Thus  all  the  meanness  of  the  house  is  mine, 
And  my  reward — to  scorn  her,  and  to  dine. 

"See  next  that  giddy  thing,  with  neither  pride 
To  keep  her  safe,  nor  principle  to  guide  : 
Poor,  idle,  simple  flirt  !  as  sure  as  fate 
Her  maiden  fame  will  have  an  early  date : 
Of  her  beware  ;  for  all  who  live  below 
Have  faults  they  wish  not  all  the  world  to  know  ; 
And  she  is  fond  of  listening,  full  of  doubt, 
And  stoops  to  guilt  to  find  an  error  out. 

"  And  now  once  more  observe  the  artful  maid, 
A  lying,  prying,  jilting,  thievish  jade  ; 
I  tliink,  my  love,  you  would  not  condescend 
To  call  a  low,  illiterate  girl  your  friend  : 
But  in  our  troubles  we  are  apt,  you  know. 
To  lean  on  all  who  some  compassion  show  ; 
And  she  has  flexile  features,  acting  eyes. 
And  seems  with  every  look  to  sympathize  ; 
No  mirror  can  a  mortal's  grief  express 
With  more  precision,  or  can  feel  it  less  ; 
That  proud,  mean  spirit,  she  by  fawning  courts 
By  vulgar  flattery,  and  by  vile  reports  ; 
And  by  that  proof  she  every  instant  gives 
To  one  so  mean,  that  yet  a  meaner  lives. 

' '  Come,  I  have  drawn  the  curtain,  and  you  see 
Your  fellow-actors,  all  our  company  ; 
Should  you  incline  to  throw  reserve  aside, 
And  in  my  judgment  and  my  love  confide, 
I  could  some  prospects  open  to  your  view. 
That  ask  attention— and,  till  then,  adieu." 

"  Farewell ! "  said  Jessie,  hastening  to  her  room, 
Where  all  she  saw  within,  without,  was  gloom  : 
C'onftised,  perplex'd,  she  pass'd  a  dreary  hour. 
Before  her  reason  could  exert  its  power  ; 
To  her  all  seem'd  mysterious,  all  allied 
To  avarice,  meanness,  folly,  craft,  and  pride ; 
Wearied  with  thought,  she  breatherl  the  garden's  air. 
Then  came  the  laughing  lass,  and  join'd  her  there. 

"  My  sweetest  friend  has  dwelt  with  us  a  week. 
And  does  she  love  us  ?  be  sincere  and  speak  ; 
My  aunt  you  cannot — Lord  !  how  I  should  hate 
To  be  like  her,  all  misery  and  state  ; 
I'roud,  and  yet  envious,  she  disgusted  sees 
All  who  are  happy,  and  who  look  at  ease. 
Let  friendship  bind  us,  I  will  quickly  show 
Some  favourites  near  us  you'll  bo  bless'd  to  know  ; 
My  aunt  forbids  it — but,  can  she  expect, 
To  soothe  her  spken,  we  shall  ourselves  neglect  ? 
Jane  and  the  widow  were  to  watch  and  stay 
My  free-boni  feet  ;  I  watch'd  as  well  us  they  : 
Lo  !  what  is  this  ?— this  simple  key  explores 
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The  dark  recess  that  holds  the  spinster's  stores : 

And,  led  by  her  ill  star,  I  chanced  to  see 

Where  Issop  keeps  her  stock  of  ratafie  ; 

Used  in  the  hours  of  anger  and  alarm, 

It  makes  her  civil,  and  it  keeps  her  warm  : 

Thus  bless'd  with  secrets  both  would  choose  to  hide. 

Their  fears  now  grant  me  what  their  scorn  denied. 

"  My  freedom  thus  by  their  assent  secured, 
Bad  as  it  is,  the  place  may  be  endured  ; 
And  bad  it  is,  but  her  estates,  you  know. 
And  her  beloved  hoards,  she  must  bestow ; 
So  we  can  slily  our  amasements  take, 
And  friends  of  demons,  if  they  help  us,  make." 

"  Strange  creatures  these,"  thought  Jessie,  half  in-lined 
To  smile  at  one  malicious  and  yet  kind  ; 
Frank  and  yet  cunning,  with  a  heart  to  love 
And  malice  prompt— the  sei-jjent  and  the  dove  ; 
Here  could  she  dwell?  or  could  she  j'et  depart? 
Could  she  be  artful  ?  could  she  bear  with  art  ? — 
This  splendid  mansion  gave  the  cottage  grace, 
She  thought  a  dungeon  was  a  happier  place  ; 
And  Colin  pleading,  when  he  pleaded  best. 
Wrought  not  such  sudden  change  in  Jessie's  breast. 

The  wondering  maiden,  who  had  only  read 
Of  such  vile  beings,  saw  them  now  with  dread  ; 
Safe  in  themselves— for  nature  has  design'd 
The  creature's  poison  harmless  to  the  kind  ; 
But  all  beside  who  in  the  haunts  are  found 
Must  dread  the  poison,  and  must  feel  the  woun<l. 

Days  full  of  care,  slow  wearj'  weeks  pass'd  on, 
Eager  to  go,  still  Jessie  was  not  gone  ; 
Her  time  in  trifling,  or  in  tears,  she  spent  ; 
She  never  gave,  she  never  felt,  content : 
The  lady  wonder'd  that  her  hmnble  guest 
Strove  not  to  please,  would  neither  lie  nor  jest ; 
She  sought  no  news,  no  scandal  would  convey, 
But  walk'd  for  health,  and  was  at  church  to  pray : 
All  this  displeased,  and  soon  the  widow  cried, 
"  Let  me  be  frank — I  am  not  satisfied  ; 
You  know  my  wishes,  I  your  judgment  trust ; 
You  can  be  useful,  Jessie,  and  you  must : 
Let  me  be  plainer,  child — 1  want  an  ear, 
When  I  am  deaf,  instead  of  mine  to  hear  ; 
When  mine  is  sleeping  let  your  eye  awake  ; 
When  I  observe  not,  observation  take  : 
Alas  !  I  rest  not  on  my  pillow  laid. 
Then  threat'ning  whispers  make  my  soul  afraid  ; 
The  tread  of  strangers  to  my  ear  ascends, 
Fed  at  my  cost,  the  minions  of  my  friends  ; 
While  you,  without  a  care,  a  wish  to  please, 
Eat  the  vile  bread  of  idleness  and  ease." 

Th' indignant  girl,  astonish'd,  answer'd — "Nay  ! 
This  instant,  madam,  let  mo  haste  away  : 
Thus  speaks  my  father's,  thus  an  orphan's  friend  ? 
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This  instant,  lad}-,  let  your  bount}'  end." 

The  lady  frowii'd  iiKlig^iant— "  What  !"  she  cried, 
"  A  vicar's  daughter  with  a  princess'  pride 
And  pauper's  lot  !  but  pityinp  1  forgive  ; 
How.  simple  Jessie,  do  you  think  to  live  ? 
Have  I  not  power  to  help  you,  foolish  maid  ? 
To  my  concerns  be  your  attention  paid  ; 
With  cheerful  mind  th'  allotted  duties  take, 
And  recollect  I  have  a  will  to  make." 

Jessie,  who  felt  as  liberal  natures  feel, 
When  thus  the  baser  their  designs  reveal. 
Replied — "  Those  duties  were  to  her  unfit. 
Nor  would  her  spirit  to  her  tasks  submit." 

In  silent  scorn  the  lady  sat  awhile. 
And  then  replied  with  stern  contemptuous  smile — 
"  Think  you.  fair  mailam,  that  you  came  to  share 
Fortunes  like  mine  without  a  thought  or  care  ? 
A  g-uest,  indeed  !  from  every  trouble  free, 
Dress'd  by  my  help,  with  not  a  care  for  me  ; 
When  I  a  visit  to  your  father  made, 
I  for  the  poor  assistance  largely  paid  ; 
To  his  domestics  I  their  tasks  assign' d, 
I  fix'd  the  portion  for  his  hungry  hind  ; 
And  had  your  father  (simple  man  !)  obey'd 
My  good  advice,  and  watch'd  as  well  as  pray'd. 
He  might  have  left  you  something  with  his  prayers. 
And  lent  some  colour  for  these  lofty  airs. 

"  In  tears,  my  love  !     Oh,  then  my  soften'd  heart 
Cannot  resist— we  never  more  will  part  ; 
I  need  your  friendship — I  will  be  your  friend, 

And,  thus  determined,  to  my  will  attend." 

Jessie  went  forth,  but  with  determined  soul 
To  fly  such  love,  to  break  from  such  control  : 

"  I  hear  enough,"  the  trembling  damsel  cried  ; 

"  Flight  be  my  care,  and  Providence  my  guide  : 
Ere  yet  a  pi-isoner.  I  escape  will  make  ; 

W'ill,  thus  display 'd,  th'  insidious  arts  forsake, 

And,  as  the  rattle  sounds,  will  fly  the  fatal  snake." 
Jessie  her  thanks  iqxvn  ttie  morrow  paid, 

Prepared  to  go,  determined  though  afraid. 

"  Ungrateful  creature  !"  said  the  lady,  "this 

CV)ul(l  I  imagine  ? — are  you  frantic,  miss  ? 

What  !  leave  your  friend,  your  prospects — is  it  true  ?" 

This  Jessie  answer'd  by  a  mild  "  Adieu  !" 
The  dame  replied,  "  Then  houseless  may  you  rovo, 

The  starving  victim  to  a  guilty  love  ; 

Branded  with  shame,  in  sickness  doom'd  to  nurse 

An  ill-form'd  cub,  your  scandal  and  your  curso  ; 

Spurn'd  by  its  scoundrel  father,  .and  ill  fed 

By  svu-ly  rustics  with  the  parish  broad  ! — 

Relent  you  not  ? — speak — yet  I  can  forgave  ; 

Still  live  with  me." — "  With  you,"  said  Jessie,  "  live  ? 

No  !  I  would  first  endure  what  you  doscribo. 

Rather  than  breathe  with  your  detested  tribe 
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Who  long  have  feign'd,  till  now  their  very  hearts 
Are  firmly  fix'd  in  their  accursfed  parts  ; 
Who  all  profess  esteem,  and  feel  disdain. 
And  all,  with  justice,  of  deceit  complain  ; 
W^hom  I  couki  pity,  but  that,  while  I  stay, 
My  terror  drives  all  kinder  thoughts  away  ; 
Grateful  for  this,  that,  when  I  think  of  you, 
I  little  fear  what  poverty  can  do." 

The  angry  matron  her  attendant  Jane 
Summon'd  in  haste  to  soothe  the  fierce  disdain  : — 

"  A  vile  detested  wretch  !"  the  lady  cried, 
"  Yet  shall  she  be  by  many  an  eftbrt  tried, 
And,  clogg'd  with  debt  and  fear,  against  her  will  abide  ; 
And,  once  secured,  she  never  shall  depart 
Till  I  have  proved  the  firmness  of  her  heart  : 
Then  when  she  dares  not,  would  not,  cannot  go, 
I'll  make  her  feel  what  'tis  to  use  me  so." 

The  pensive  Colin  in  his  garden  stray'd. 
But  felt  not  then  the  beauties  it  display'd  ; 
There  many  a  pleasant  object  met  his  view, 
A  rising  wood  of  oaks  behind  it  grew  ; 
A  stream  ran  by  it,  and  the  village  green 
And  public  road  were  from  the  garden  seen  ; 
Save  where  the  pine  and  larch  the  b<iund'ry  made, 
And  on  the  rose-beds  threw  a  softening  shade. 

The  mother  sat  beside  the  garden-door, 
Dress'd  as  in  times  ere  she  and  hei-s  were  poor  ; 
The  broad-laced  cap  was  known  in  ancient  days, 
When  madam's  dress  compell'd  the  village  praise  ; 
And  still  she  look'd  as  in  the  times  of  old, 
Ere  his  last  farm  the  erring  husband  sold  ; 
While  yet  the  mansion  stood  in  decent  state, 
And  paupers  waited  at  the  well-known  gate. 
"  Alas,  my  son  !"  the  mother  cried,  "and  why 
That  silent  grief  and  oft-repeated  sigh  1 
True  we  are  poor,  but  thou  hast  never  felt 
Pangs  to  thy  father  for  his  ei'ror  dealt ; 
Pangs  from  strong  hopes  of  visionary  gam. 
For  ever  raised,  and  ever  found  in  vain. 
He  rose  unhappy  from  his  fruitless  schemes. 
As  guilty  wretches  from  their  blissful  dreams  ; 
But  thou  wert  then,  my  son,  a  playful  child. 
Wondering  at  K'rief,  gay,  innocent,  and  wild  ; 
Listening  at  times  to  thy  i)Oor  mother's  sighs 
With  curious  looks  an<l  innocent  sui-]>rise  ; 
Thy  father  dying,  thou,  my  virtuous  boy, 
My  comfort  always,  waked  my  soul  to  joy  ; 
With  the  poor  remnant  ot  our  fortune  left, 
Thou  ha.st  our  station  of  its  gloom  bereft : 
'J'hy  lively  temper,  and  tliy  cheerful  air, 
Have  cast  a  smile  ou  sa<lness  and  despair  ; 
Thy  active  hand  has  dealt  to  this  jwor  spaco 
The  bliss  of  jijcnty  and  the  charm  of  grace  ; 
And  all  around  us  wonder  when  they  find 
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Such  taste  and  strength,  such  skill  and  power  combined  ; 

There  is  no  mother,  Colin,  no  not  one. 

But  envies  mo  so  kind,  so  good  a  son  ; 

By  thee  supported  on  this  failing  side, 

\Veakness  itself  awakes  a  parent's  pride  : 

I  bless  the  stroke  that  was  my  grief  before, 

And  feel  such  joy  that  'tis  disease  no  more  ; 

Shielded  by  thee,  my  want  becomes  my  wealth. 

And,  soothed  by  Colin,  sickness  smiles  at  health ; 

The  old  men  love  thee,  they  repeat  thy  praise. 

And  say,  like  thee  were  youth  in  earlier  days  ; 

While  every  village  maiden  cries  '  How  gay, 

How  smart,  how  brave,  how  good  is  Colin  Grey  !' 

"  Yet  art  thou  sad  ;  alas  !  my  son,  I  know 
Thy  heart  is  womided,  and  the  cure  is  slow  ; 
Fain  would  I  think  that  Jessie  still  may  come 
To  share  the  comforts  of  our  rustic  home  ; 
She  surely  loved  thee  ;  I  have  seen  the  maid, 
Wlien  thou  hast  kindly  brought  the  vicar  aid — 
AVheu  thou  hast  eased  his  bosom  of  its  pain, 
01)  !  I  have  seen  her — she  will  come  again." 

The  matron  ceased  ;  and  Colin  stood  the  while 
Silent,  but  striving  for  a  grateful  smile  ; 
He  then  replied — "Ah  !  sure,  had  Jessie  stay'd. 
And  shared  the  comforts  of  our  sylvan  shade. 
The  tcnderest  duty  and  the  fondest  love 
Would  not  have  fail'd  that  generous  heart  to  move  ; 
A  grateful  pity  would  have  ruled  her  breast, 
And  my  distresses  would  have  made  me  bless'd, 

"  But  she  is  gone,  and  ever  has  in  view 
Grandeur  and  taste, — and  what  will  then  ensue  ? 
Surprise  and  then  delight  in  scenes  so  fair  and  new  ; 
F()r  many  a  day,  pcrhajjs  for  many  a  week. 
Home  will  have  charms,  and  to  her  bosom  speak  ; 
But  thoughtless  ease,  and  affluence,  and  pride, 
Seen  day  b}^  daj^  will  draw  the  heart  aside  ; 
And  she  at  length,  though  gentle  and  sincere. 
Will  think  no  more  of  our  enjoyments  here." 

Sighing  he  spake — but  hark  !  he  hears  th'  approach 
Of  rattling  wheels  !  and,  lo  !  the  evenlYig  coach  ; 
Once  more  the  movement  of  the  horses'  feet 
Makes  the  fond  heart  with  strong  emotion  beat : 
Faint  were  his  hopes,  but  ever  had  the  sight 
Dniwn  him  to  gaze  beside  his  gate  at  night ; 
And  when  with  rapi<l  wheels  it  hurried  by. 
He  grieved  his  parent  with  a  hopeless  sigh  ; 
Au<l  could  tlio  blessing  have  been  bought — what  sum 
Had  lie  not  oftcr'd  to  liave  Jessie  come  ! 

She  came — he  saw  her  bending  from  the  door, 
Her  face,  her  smile,  and  he  lioheld  no  more  ; 
Lost  in  his  joy — tlie  mother  lent  her  aid 
T'  assist  and  "to  detain  the  willing  mfild  ; 
Who  thought  her  late  her  present  home  to  make, 
Sure  of  a  welcome  for  the  vicar's  sake  : 


;;e8  crabbe's  poems. 

But  the  good  parent  was  so  pleased,  so  kind, 

So  pressing  Colin,  she  so  much  inclined, 

That  night  advanced  ;  and  then,  so  long  detain'd, 

Ko  wishes  to  depart  she  felt,  or  foign'd  ; 

Yet  long  in  doubt  she  stood,  and  then  perforce  remain'd. 

Here  was  a  lover  fond,  a  friend  sincere  ; 
Here  was  content  and  joy,  for  she  was  here ; 
In  the  mild  evening,  in  the  scene  around, 
The  maid,  now  free,  peculiar  beauties  foimd  ; 
Blended  with  village  tones,  the  evening  gale 
Gave  the  sweet  night-bird's  warblings  to  the  vale  : 
The  j'outh,  embolden'd,  j-ot  abash'd,  now  told 
His  fondest  wish,  nor  found  the  maiden  cold  : 
The  mother,  smiling,  whisper'd,  "  Let  him  go, 
And  seek  the  license  !  "  Jessie  answer'd,  "  No  :" 
But  Colin  went. — 1  know  not  if  they  live 
With  all  the  comforts  wealth  and  plentj^  give  ; 
But  with  pure  joy  to  envious  souls  denied. 
To  su]ipliant  meanness  and  suspicious  pride  ; 
And  village  maids  of  happy  couples  say, 
"  They  live  like  Jessie  Bourn  and  Coha  Grey." 
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THE  STRUGGLES  OP  CONSCIENCE. 

I  am  a  villain  :  yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thyself  sjiKik  well  :— Fool,  do  not  flatter  : 

My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues, 

And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale. — Richard  III. 

My  conscience  is  a  kind  of  hard  conscience     .    .    .     The  fiend  gives  the  More  frieniUy 
counsel. — Merchant  of  Venice. 

Thou  hast  it  now — and  I  fear 

Thou  iilay'dst  most  foully  for  it.— Afaebeth. 

Canst  thou  not  minister  to  a  mind  diseased  : 
Pluck  from  the  memory  a  rooted  sorrow  ; 
Raze  out  the  written  troubles  of  the  brain  ; 
And  with  some  sweet  oblivious  antidote, 
Cleanse  the  stuff 'd  bosom  nf  that  perilous  stuff 
"Which  weighs  upon  the  lu'.art  V — .ilacbrth. 

Soft  I  I  did  but  dream. 
0  coward  conscience,  how  dost  thou  afflict  me  ! 

Itiduird  I  IT. 

A  SERIOUS  toyman  in  the  city  dwelt. 
Who  much  concern  for  his  religion  felt ; 
Reading,  he  changed  his  tenets,  road  again, 
And  various  questions  could  with  skill  maintain  ; 
Papist  and  (juakcr  if  we  set  aside, 
He  had  the  road  of  every  traveller  tried  ; 
There  walk'd  a  while,  and  on  a  sudden  turn'd 
Into  some  by-way  he  had  just  discern'd  : 
He  had  a  nephew,  Fnlham  : — Fulham  went 
His  uncle's  way,  with  every  turn  content  ; 
He  saw  his  pious  kinsman's  watchful  care, 
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'Tlip  youth  onihnUIiMu'il.  yet  iilinslipil,  now  Idlil 
Hi"  ti>iHli'«t  w'lBh,  niir  (imiiil  llir  imiidi'ii  cold."— IV   .'IIW. 
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And  thought  such  anxious  pains  his  own  might  spare, 
And  he  the  truth  obtain'd,  without  the  toil,  might  share. 
In  fact,  j-oung-  Fulham,  though  he  little  read. 
Perceived  liis  uncle  was  by  fancy  led  ; 
And  smiled  to  see  the  constant  care  he  took. 
Collating  creed  with  creed,  and  book  with  book. 

At  length  the  senior  fix'd  ;  I  pass  the  sect 
He  call'd  a  Church,  'twas  precious  and  elect ; 
Yet  the  seed  fell  not  in  the  richest  soil. 
For  few  disciples  paid  the  preacher's  toil  ; 
All  in  an  attic  room  were  wont  to  meet, 
These  few  disciples,  at  their  pastor's  feet ; 
With  these  went  Fulham,  who,  discreet  and  grave, 
Follow'd  the  light  his  worthj'  uncle  gave  ; 
Till  a  warm  preacher  found  the  way  t'  impart 
Awakening  feelings  to  his  torpid  heart : 
Some  weighty  truths,  and  of  unpleasant  kind. 
Sank,  though  resisted,  in  his  struggling  mind  : 
He  wish'd  to  fly  them,  but,  compell'd  to  stay. 
Truth  to  the  waking  conscience  found  her  w.ay  ; 
For  though  the  youth  was  call'd  a  prudent  lad, 
And  prudent  was,  yet  serious  faults  ho  had  ; 
Who  now  reflected — •' '  Much  am  I  surprised  ; 
I  find  these  notions  cannot  be  despised  : 
No  !  there  is  something  I  perceive  at  last, 
Although  my  uncle  cannot  hold  it  fast ; 
Though  I  the  strictness  of  these  men  reject, 
Yet  I  determine  to  be  circumspect : 
This  man  alarms  me,  and  I  must  begin 
To  look  more  closely  to  the  things  within  : 
These  sons  of  zeal  have  I  derided  long. 
But  now  begin  to  think  the  laughter's  wrong  : 
Nay,  my  good  uncle,  by  all  teachers  moved. 
Will  be  preferr'd  to  him  who  none  approved  ; 
Better  to  love  amiss  than  nothing  to  have  loved." 

Such  were  his  thoughts,  when  Conscience  first  began 
To  hold  close  converse  with  th'  awaken'd  man  ; 
He  from  that  time  reserved  and  cautious  grew, 
And  for  his  duties  felt  obedience  due  ; 
Pious  he  was  not,  but  he  foar'd  the  pain 
Of  sins  committed,  nor  would  sin  again ; 
Whene'er  ho  stray'd,  he  found  his  conscience  rose, 
Like  one  determined  what  was  ill  t'  oppose. 
What  wrong  t'  accuse,  what  secret  to  ilisclose  ; 
To  drag  forth  every  latent  act  to  light, 
And  fiK  them  fully  in  the  actor's  sight : 
This  gave  him  trouble,  but  he  still  confess'd 
The  labour  useful,  for  it  brought  him  rest. 

The  uncle  died,  and  when  the  nephew  read 
The  will,  and  saw  the  substance  of  the  dead — 
Five  hundred  guineas,  with  a  stock  in  trade — 
Ho  much  rejoiced,  and  thought  his  fortune  made  ; 
Yet  felt  aspiring  pleasure  at  the  sight, 
And  for  increase,  increasing  appetite  : 
2  B 
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Desire  of  profit  idle  habits  check'd 

(For  Fulham's  virtue  -^vas  to  be  correct)  ; 

He  and  his  Conscience  had  their  compact  made — 

"  Urge  me  with  truth,  and  you  will  soon  persuade  ; 

But  not,"  he  cried,  "  for  meVe  ideal  things 

Give  me  to  ieel  those  terror-breeding  stings." 

"  Let  not  such  thoughts,"  she  said,  "  your  mind  confound  • 
Trifles  may  wake  mo,  laut  they  never  wound  ; 
In  them  indeed  there  is  a  wrong  and  right, 
But  you  will  find  me  pliant  and  polite  ; 
Not  like  a  conscience  of  the  dotard  kind, 
Awake  to  dreams,  to  dire  oflences  blind  ; 
Let  all  within  be  pure,  in  all  beside 
Be  your  own  master,  governor,  and  guide  ; 
Alive  to  danger,  in  temptation  strong, 
And  I  shall  sleep  our  whole  existence  long." 

"Sweet  be  thy  sleep,"  said  Fulham  ;  "  strong  must  be 
The  tempting  ill  that  gains  access  to  me  : 
Never  will  I  to  evil  deed  consent ; 
Or,  if  surpi-ised,  oh  !  how  will  I  repent ! 
Should  gain  be  doubtful,  soon  would  I  restore 
The  dangerous  good,  or  give  it  to  the  poor  ; 
liepose  tor  them  my  growing  wealth  shall  buy, 
Or  build — who  knows  '!• — an  hospital  like  Gny. 
Yet  why  such  means  to  soothe  the  smart  within. 
While  firmly  purposed  to  renounce  the  sin  ? " 

Thus  our  "young  trader  and  his  Conscience  dwelt 
In  mutual  love,  and  great  the  joy  they  felt ; 
But  yet  in  small  concerns,  in  trivial  things, 
"She  was,"  he  said,  "  too  ready  with  the  stings  ;" 
And  he  too  apt,  in  search  of  growing  gains, 
To  lose  the  fear  of  penalties  and  pains  ; 
Yet  these  were  trilling  bickerings,  petty  jars, 
Domestic  strifes,  preliminary  wars  ; 
He  ventured  little,  little  she  express'd 
Of  indignation,  and  they  both  had  rest. 

Thus  was  he  fix'd  to  walk  the  worthy  way, 
When  profit  urged  him  to  a  bold  essay  : — 
A  time  was  that  when  all  at  pleasure  gamed 
In  lottery  chances,  yet  of  law  unblamed  : 
This  Fulham  tried  ;  who  would  to  him  advance 
A  pound  or  crown,  ho  gave  in  turn  a  chance 
p'or  weighty  prize — and  should  thoy  nothing  share, 
Tiiey  had  their  crown  or  pound  in  Fulham's  ware  ; 
Thus  the  old  stores  within  the  shop  were  sold 
For  that  which  none  refuses,  new  or  old. 

Was  this  unjust  ?  yet  Conscience  could  not  rest. 
But  made  a  mighty  struggle  in  the  breast. 
And  gave  th'  aspiring  man  an  early  proof 
That  shotild  they  war,  he  would  have  work  enoiigh  : 
"Suppose,"  said  she,  "  your  vended  inunbers  rise 
The  same  with  those  which  gain  caeli  real  i)rizo 
(Such  your  pro]iosal),  can  you  ruin  shun  ?  " — 
"  A  hundred  thousand,"  he  replied,  "  to  one." 
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"Still it  may  happen." — "  I  the  sum  must  pay." 

"  You  know  you  cannot." — "  I  can  run  away." 

"That  is  dishonest." — "Nay,  but  you  must  wink 

At  a  chance  hit :  it  cannot  bo,  I  think. 

Upon  my  conduct  as  a  whole  decide, 

Such  trilling  errors  let  my  virtues  hide. 

Fail  I  at  meeting  ?  am  I  sleopj^  there  ? 

My  purse  refuse  I  with  the  priest  to  share  ? 

Do  I  deny  the  poor  a  helping  hand  ? 

Or  stop  the  wicked  women  in  the  Strand  ? 

Or  drink  at  club  bej^ond  a  certain  pitch  ? 

Which  are  your  charges  ?     Conscience,  tell  me  which  ? " 

"  'Tis  well,"  said  she,  "but — "  "Nay,  I  pray  have  done  : 
Trust  me,  I  will  not  into  danger  run." 

The  lottery  drawn,  not  one  demand  was  made  ; 
Fulham  gain'd  iJrofit  and  increase  of  trade. 
"  See  now,"  said  he — for  Conscience  yet  arose  -- 
"  How  foolish  'tis  such  measures  to  oppose  : 
ITave  I  not  blameless  thus  my  state  advanced  ? " 
"Still,"  mutter'd  Conscience,  "still  it  might  have  chanced." 
"Might!"  said  our  hero:   "  who  is  so  exact 
As  to  inquire  what  might  have  been  a  fact  ?  " 

Now  Fulham's  shop  contain'd  a  curious  view 
Of  costly  trifles,  elegant  and  new  ; 
The  papers  told  where  kind  mammas  might  buy 
The  gayest  toys  to  charm  an  infant's  eye  ; 
Where  generous  beaux  might  gentle  damsels  please, 
And  travellers  call  who  cross  the  land  or  seas, 
And  find  the  curious  art,  the  neat  device, 
Of  precious  value  and  of  trifling  price. 

Here  Conscience  rested,  she  was  jileased  to  find 
No  loss  an  active  than  an  honest  mind  ; 
But  when  he  named  his  price,  ami  when  he  swore, 
His  Conscience  check'd  hiui,  that  he  ask'd  no  more, 
When  half  he  sought  had  been  a  large  increase 
On  fair  demand,  she  could  not  rest  in  peace 
^Beside  th'  affront  to  call  th'  adviser  in, 
IVho  would  prevent,  to  justify  the  sin) : 
She  therefore  told  him  that  "  ho  vainly  tried 
To  soothe  her  anger,  conscious  that  he  lied  : 
If  thus  he  grasp'd  at  such  usurious  gains. 
He  must  deserve,  and  should  oxi»ect  her  pains." 

Tlio  charge  was  strong  ;  he  would  in  part  couies3 
Oflbncc  there  was — but  wlio  offended  less  ? 
"  What  !  is  a  mere  assertion  call'd  a  lie  ? 
Anil  if  it  be,  are  men  compell'd  to  buy  ? 
'Twas  strange  that  Conscience  on  such  points  should  dwell. 
While  ho  was  acting  (he  would  call  it)  well  ; 
He  bought  as  others  buy,  he  sold  as  others  sell  ; 
There  was  no  fraud,  and  he  demanded  cause 
Why  he  was  troubled  when  ho  kept  the  laws  ? " 

"My  laws  !"  saidConscicnco.—"  What,  "said  he,  "arc  thine? 
Oral  or  written,  human  or  divine' 
Show  mo  the  chapter,  let  mo  sco  the  text ; 
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By  laws  uncertain  subjects  are  perplex'd  : 
Let  my  finger  on  the  statute  lay, 
And  I  shall  feel  it  duty  to  obey." 

"  Reflect,"  said  Conscience,  "  'twas  your  own  desire 
That  I  should  warn  you — does  the  compact  tire  'i 
Repent  you  this?  then  bid  me  not  advise. 
And  rather  hear  your  passions  as  they  rise  ; 
So  you  may  counsel  and  remonstrance  shun  ; 
But  then  remember  it  is  war  begun  ? 
And  you  may  judge  from  some  attacks,  my  fi-iend, 
What  serious  conflicts  will  on  war  attend." 

"  Nay,  but,"  at  length  the  thoughtful  man  replied, 
"  I  say  not  that ;  I  wish  you  for  my  guide  ; 
Wish  for  your  checks  and  your  reproofs — but  then 
Be  like  a  Conscience  of  my  fellow-men  : 
Worthy  I  mean,  and  men  of  good  report, 
And  not  the  wretches  who  with  Conscience  sport : 
There's  Bice,  my  friend,  who  passes  off  his  grease 
Of  pigs  for  bears',  in  pots  a  crown  apiece  ; 
His  conscience  never  checks  him  when  he  swears 
The  fat  he  sells  is  honest  fat  of  bears  ; 
And  so  it  is,  for  he  contrives  to  give 
A  drachm  to  each — 'tis  thus  that  tradesmen  live  ; 
Now  why  should  you  and  I  be  over  nice  ? 
What  man  is  held  in  more  repute  than  Bice  ?  " 

Here  ended  the  dispute  ;  but  j'et  'twas  plain 
The  parties  both  expected  strife  again  : 
Their  friendship  cool'd,  he  look'd  about  and  saw 
Numbers  who  seem'd  unshackled  by  his  awe  ; 
While  like  a  schoolboy  he  was  threaten'd  still. 
Now  for  the  deed,  now  only  for  the  will : 
Here  Conscience  answer'd,  "  To  thy  neighbour's  guide 
Thy  neighbour  leave,  and  in  thine  own  confide." 

Such  were  each  day  the  charges  and  replies, 
When  a  new  object  caught  the  trader's  eyes  ; 
A  vestry  patriot,  could  he  gain  the  name. 
Would  famo\is  make  hini,  and  w-oiikl  pay  the  fame. 
He  knew  full  well  the  sums  bequeath'd  in  charge 
For  schools,  for  almsmen,  for  the  poor,  were  large  ; 
Report  had  told,  and  he  could  feel  it  true, 
That  most  unfairly  dealt  the  trusted  few  ; 
No  partners  would  they  in  their  office  take. 
Nor  clear  accounts  at  annual  meetings  make. 
Aloud  our  hero  in  the  vestry  spoke 
Of  hidden  deeds,  and  vow'd  to  draw  the  cloak  ; 
It  was  the  poor  man's  cause,  and  he  for  one 
Was  quite  determined  to  see  justice  done  : 
His  foes  afl'octcd  laughter,  then  disdain. 
They  too  wore  loud  and  threat'ning,  but  in  vain  ; 
The  pauper's  friend,  their  foe,  arose  and  spoke  again  : 
Fiercely  he  cried,  "  Your  garbled  statements  show 
That  you  determine  we  shall  nothing  know  ; 
But  we  shall  bring  your  hidden  crimes  to  light. 
Give  you  to  shame,  and  to  the  poor  their  right." 
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Virtue  like  this  might  some  approval  ask — 
But  Conscience  sternly  said,  "  You  wear  a  mask  !  " 
'"  At  least,"  said  Fulham,  "if  I  have  a  view 
To  serve  myself,  I  serve  the  public  too." 

Fulham,  "though  check'd,  retain'd  his  former  zeal, 
And  this  the  cautious  rogues  began  to  feel : 
"  Thus  will  he  ever  bark,"  in  peevish  tone 
An  elder  cried — "  the  cur  must  have  a  bone." 
They  then  began  to  hint,  and  to  begin 
Was  all  they  needed — it  was  felt  within  : 
In  terms  lass  veil'd  an  offer  then  was  made ; 
Though  distant  still,  it  fail'd  not  to  pei-suade  : 
More  plainly  then  was  every  potat  proposed, 
Approved,  accepted,  and  the  bargain  closed. 
The  exulting  paupers  hail'd  their  friend's  success, 
And  bade  adieu  to  murmurs  and  distress. 

Alas  !  their  friend  had  now  superior  light. 
And,  view'd  by  that,  he  found  that  all  was  right ; 
"  There  were  no  errors,  the  disbursements  small ; 
This  was  the  truth,  and  truth  was  due  to  all." 

And  rested  Conscience  ?     No  !  she  would  not  rest, 
Yet  was  content  with  making  a  protest : 
Some  acts  she  now  with  less  resistance  bore, 
Nor  took  alarm  so  quickly  as  before : 
Like  those  in  towns  besieged,  who  every  ball 
At  first  with  terror  view,  and  dread  them  all  ; 
But,  grown  famihar  with  the  scenes,  they  fear 
The  danger  less,  as  it  approaches  near  ; 
So  Con.science,  more  familiar  with  the  view 
Of  growing  evils,  loss  attentive  grew  : 
Yet  he,  who  felt  some  pain  and  dreaded  more, 
Gave  a  peacc-ofTering  to  the  angry  poor. 

Thus  had  he  quiet— but  the  time  was  brief  ; 
From  his  new  triumph  sprang  a  cause  of  grief  ; 
In  office  join'd,  and  acting  wiih  the  rest, 
He  must  admit  the  sacramental  test. 
Now,  as  a  sectary,  who  had  all  hi.s  life, 
As  he  supposed,  been  with  the  Chui-ch  at  strife : — 
No  rules  of  hers,  no  laws  had  he  jierused, 
Nor  knew  the  tenets  he  by  rote  abused  ; 
Yet  Conscience  here  aro.so  more  fierce  and  strong 
Than  when  she  told  of  robbery  and  wiong. 
"  Change  his  religion  !    No!    ho  must  be  sure 
That  was  a  blow  no  Conscience  could  endure." 

Though  friend  to  Vu-tue,  yet  she  oft  abides 
In  early  notions,  fix'd  by  erring  guides  ; 
And  is  more  startled  by  a  call  from  those, 
Than  when  the  foulest  crimes  her  rest  oppose  : 
By  error  taught,  by  prejudice  misled, 
She  yields  lier  riglits,  and  Fancy  rules  instead  ; 
When  Conscience  all  her  stings  and  terror  deals. 
Not  as  Truth  dictates,  but  as  Fancy  feels  : 
And  thus  within  our  hero's  troubled  breast. 
Crime  was  less  torture  than  the  odious  tost. 
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New  forms,  new  measures,  he  must  now  embrace, 
With  sad  conviction  that  they  warr'd  with  grace  ; 
To  his  new  church  no  former  frienil  would  come, 
They  scarce  lareferr'd  her  to  the  Church  of  Rome  ; 
But  thinking  much,  and  weighing  guilt  and  gain. 
Conscience  and  he  commuted  for  her  pain  ; 
Then  promised  Fulham  to  retain  his  creed. 
And  their  peculiar  paupers  still  to  feed  ; 
Their  attic  room  (in  secret)  to  attend, 
And  not  forget  he  was  the  preacher's  friend  : 
Thus  he  pi-oposed,  and  Conscience,  troubled,  tried. 
And,  wanting  peace,  reluctantly  complied. 

Now,  care  subdued,  and  apprehensions  gone, 
In  peace  our  hero  went  aspiring  on  ; 
But  short  tlie  period — soon  a  quarrel  rose. 
Fierce  in  the  birth,  and  fatal  in  the  close  ; 
With  times  of  truce  between,  which  rather  proved 
That  both  were  weary,  than  that  either  loved. 

Fulham  c'cn  now  disliked  the  heavy  thrall, 
And  for  her  death  would  in  his  anguish  call, 
As  Rome's  mistaken  friend  exclaim"d,  Lit  Carthage  fall , 
So  felt  om-  hero,  so  his  wish  express'd, 
Against  this  powerful  sprite — delenda  est  : 
Eorae  in  her  conquest  saw  not  danger  near. 
Freed  from  her  rival  and  without  a  fear  ; 
So,  Conscience  conquer' d,  men  perceive  how  free. 
But  not  how  fatal,  such  a  state  must  be. 
Fatal,  not  free,  om*  hero's  ;  foe  or  friend. 
Conscience  on  him  was  destined  to  attend  : 
She  dozed  indeed,  gi-ew  dull,  nor  seen\'d  to  spy 
Crime  following  crime,  and  each  of  deeper  dye  ; 
But  all  were  noticed,  and  the  reckoning  time 
With  her  account  came  on— crime  following  crime. 

This,  once  a  foe,  now  brother  in  the  trust. 
Whom  Fulham  late  descrilied  as  fair  and  just, 
Was  the  solo  guardian  of  a  wealthy  maid. 
Placed  in  his  power,  and  of  his  frown  afraid  : 
Not  quite  an  idiot,  for  her  busy  brain 
Sought,  by  })Oor  cunning,  trifling  points  to  gain  ; 
Success  in  childish  projects  her  delight, 
She  took  no  heed  of  each  important  right. 

The  friendly  parties  met— the  guardian  cried, 
"  I  am  too  old  ;  my  sons  have  each  a  bride  : 
Martha,  my  ward,  would  make  an  easy  wife : 
On  easy  terms  I'll  make  her  yours  for  life  ; 
And  then  the  creature  is  so  weak  and  mild, 
She  may  be  soothed  and  threaten'd  as  a  child." 
"  Yet  not  obey,"  said  Fulham,  "for  your  fools. 
Female  and  male,  are  obstinate  as  mules." 

Some  points  adjusted,  these  new  friends  agreed, 
Proiiosed  the  day,  and  lun-ried  on  the  deed. 

"  'Tis  a  vile  act,"  said  Conscience. — "  It  will  prove," 
Replied  the  bolder  man,  "  an  act  of  love  : 
Her  wicked  guardian  might  the  girl  have  sold 
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To  endless  misery  for  a  tyrant's  gold  ; 
Now  may  her  life  be  happy — for  I  mean 
To  keep  "my  temper  even  and  serene." 
"  I  cannot  thus  compomid,"  the  spirit  cried, 
"  Nor  have  my  laws  thus  broken  and  defied  : 
This  is  a  fraud,  a  bargain  for  a  wife  ; 
Expect  my  vengeance,  or  amend  your  life." 

The  wife  was  pretty,  trilling,  childish,  weak  ; 
She  could  not  think,  but  would  not  cease  to  speak  : 
This  he  forbade — she  took  the  caution  ill, 
And  boldly  rose  against  his  sovereign  will ; 
With  idiot-cunning  she  would  watch  the  hour, 
When  friends  were  present,  to  dispute  his  power : 
With  tyrant  craft,  he  then  was  still  and  calm. 
But  raised  in  private  terror  and  alarm  : 
By  many  trials,  she  perceived  how  far 
To  vex  and  tease,  without  an  open  war  ; 
And  he  discover'd  that  so  weak  a  mind 
No  art  could  lead,  and  no  compulsion  bind  ; 
The  rudest  force  would  fail  such  mind  to  tame, 
And  she  was  callous  to  rebuke  and  shame  ; 
Proud  of  her  wealth,  the  power  of  law  she  knew. 
And  would  assist  him  in  the  spending  too  : 
His  thrcat'ning  words  with  insult  she  defied,     • 
To  all  his  reasoning  with  a  stare  replied  ; 
And  when  he  begg'd  her  to  attend,  would  say, 

"  Attend  I  will— but  let  me  have  my  way." 
Nor  rest  ha<i  Conscience  :  "  While  you  merit  pain 

From  mo,"  she  cried,  "you  seek  redress  in  vain." 

His  thoughts  were  grievous  :  "All  that  I  possess 

From  this  vile  bargain  adds  to  my  ilistress  ; 

To  pass  a  life  with  one  who  will  not  mend, 

Who  cannot  love,  nor  save,  nor  wisely  spend. 

Is  a  vile  prospect,  and  I  see  no  end  : 

For  if  we  part,  1  must  of  course  restore 

Much  ot  her  money,  and  must  wed  no  more. 

"  Is  there  no  way?" — Here  Conscience  rose  in  power, — 

"  Oh  !  fly  the  danger  of  this  fatal  hour  ; 

I  am  thy  Conscience,  faithful,  fond,  and  true  : 

Ah,  fly  this  thought,  or  evil  must  ensue  ; 

Fall  on  thy  knees,  and  pray  with  all  thy  soul, 

Thy  purpose  banish,  thy  design  control  : 

Let  every  hope  of  such  advantage  cease, 

Or  never  more  cxi)cct  a  moment's  peace." 
Th'  aSrighten'd  man  a  liuo  attention  paid, 

Felt  the  rebuke,  and  the  command  obey'd. 
Again  the  wife  rebeU'd,  again  express'd 

A  love  for  pleasure — a  contemiit  of  rest ; 

"She  whom  she  pleased  would  visit,  would  receive 

Those  who  pleased  her,  nor  deign  t<}  ask  for  leave." 
"  One  way  there  is,"  said  he  ;  "I  might  contrive 

Into  a  trap  "this  foolish  thing  to  drive  : 

'  Who  pleased  her,'  said  she  ?— I'll  be  certain  who." 

" Take  heed,"  said  Conscience,  "what  thou  mcan'st  to  do 
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Enmare  thy  wife  ?" — "  Why,  yes,"  he  must  confess, 
"  It  might  be  wrong,  hut  there  was  no  redress ; 
Beside,  to  think,"  said  he,  "is  not  to  sin." 
"Mistaken  man  !"  rephed  the  power  within. 
No  guest  unnoticed  to  the  lady  came. 
He  judged  th'  event  with  mingled  joy  and  shame  ; 
Oft  he  withdrew,  and  seem'd  to  leave  her  free, 
But  still  as  watchful  as  a  Ijmx  was  he  ; 
Meanwhile  the  wife  was  thoughtless,  cool,  and  gay, 
And,  without  virtue,  had  no  wish  to  stray. 

Though  thus  opposed,  his  plans  were  not  resign'd  ; 
"Revenge,"  said  he,  "  will  prompt  that  daring  mind  ; 
Refused  supplies,  insulted  and  distress'd. 
Enraged  with  me,  and  near  a  favourite  guest — 
Then  will  her  vengeance  prompt  the  daring  deed, 
And  I  shall  watch,  detect  her,  and  be  freed." 

There  was  a  youth — but  let  me  hide  the  name, 
With  all  the  progress  of  this  deed  of  shame  ; 
He  had  his  views — on  him  the  husband  cast 
His  net,  and  saw  him  in  his  trammels  fast. 

"  Pause  but  a  moment—  think  what  you  intend," 
Said  the  roused  sleeper :   "  I  am  yet  a  fi-iend. 
Must  all  our  days  in  enmity  be  spent?" 
"No  !"  and  he  paused — "  I  surely  shall  repent  :" 
Then  hurried  on— the  evil  plan  was  laid. 
The  wife  was  guilty,  and  her  friend  betray'd. 
And  Fulham  gain'd  his  wish,  and  for  his  will  was  paid. 

Had  crimes  less  weighty  on  the  sjjirit  press'd, 
This  ti-oubled  Conscience  might  have  sunk  to  rest ; 
And,  like  a  foolish  guard,  been  bi-ibod  to  peace, 
B}-  a  false  promise,  that  offence  should  cease  ; 
Past  faults  had  seem'd  familiar  to  the  view. 
Confused  if  many,  and  obscure  though  true  ; 
And  Conscience,  troubled  with  the  dull  account, 
Had  dropp'd  her  tale,  and  slumber'd  o'er  th'  amount : 
But,  struck  by  dai-ing  guilt,  alert  she  rose, 
Disturb'd,  alarm'd,  and  could  no  more  repose  ; 
All  hopes  of  fi-icndship  and  of  peace  wore  past. 
And  every  view  with  gloom  was  overcast. 
Hence  from  that  day,  that  day  of  shame  and  sin, 
Arose  the  restless  enmity  within  : 
On  no  resource  coxild  Fulham  now  rely, 
Doom'd  all  expedients,  and  in  vain  to  try  ; 
For  Conscience,  roused,  sat  bolillv  on  her  throne, 
Wateh'd  every  thought,  attack'd  the  foe  alone. 
And  with  cnvenoni'd  sting  drew  forth  the  inwai'd  groan  : 
pjxpedicnts  fail'd  that  brought  relief  before, 
In  vain  his  alms  gave  comfort  to  tlie  poor, 
Give  what  he  would,  to  him  the  comfort  came  no  more : 
Not  praj'er  avail'd,  and  when  (his  crimes  confessed) 
Ho  felt  some  ease,  she  said,  "  Are  they  redress'd  ? 
You  still  retain  the  profit,  and  be  s>n-e. 
Long  ,as  it  lasts,  this  anguish  sh.all  endure." 

Fulham  still  tried  to  soothe  her,  cheat,  mislead. 
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But  Conscience  laid  her  finger  on  the  deed, 

And  read  the  crime  with  power,  and  all  that  must  succeed  ; 

He  tried  t'  expel  her,  but  was  sure  to  find 

Her  strength  increased  by  all  that  he  design'd  ; 

Nor  ever  was  his  groan  more  loud  and  deep 

Than  when  refresh 'd  she  rose  fi-om  momentary  sleep. 

Now  desperate  grown,  weak,  harass'd,  and  afraid. 
From  new  allies  he  sought  for  doubtful  aid  : 
To  thought  itself  he  strove  to  bid  adieu, 
And  from  devotions  to  diversions  flew  ; 
He  took  a  poor  domestic  for  a  slave 

(Though  avarice  grieved  to  see  the  price  he  gave) ;  • 

Upon  his  board,  once  fragal,  press'd  a  load 
Of  viands  rich,  the  appetite  to  goad  ; 
The  long-protracted  meal,  the  sparkling  cup, 
Fought  with  his  gloom,  and  kept  his  courage  up  : 
Soon  as  the  morning  came,  there  met  his  eyes 
Accounts  of  wealth,  that  he  might  reading  rise  ; 
To  profit,  then,  he  gave  some  active  hom-s, 
Till  food  and  wine  again  should  renovate  his  powers  • 
Yet,  spite  of  all  defence,  of  every  aid, 
The  watchful  foe  her  close  attention  paid  ; 
In  every  thoughtful  moment  on  she  press'd, 
And  gave  at  once  her  dagger  to  his  breast ; 
He  waked  at  midnight,  and  the  fears  of  sin, 
As  waters  through  a  bursten  dam,  broke  in  ; 
Nay,  in  the  banquet,  with  his  friends  around. 
When  all  their  cares  and  half  their  crimes  were  drown' d, 
Would  some  chance  act  awake  the  slumbering  fear, 
And  care  and  crime  in  all  their  strength  appear  ; 
The  news  is  read,  a  guilty  victim  swings, 
And  troubled  looks  proclaim  the  bosom-stings  ; 
Some  pair  are  wed — this  brings  the  wife  in  view  ; 
And  some  divorced— this  shows  the  parting  too  : 
Nor  can  he  hear  of  evil  word  or  deed, 
But  they  to  thought,  and  thought  to  sufferings  lead. 

Such  was  his  life— no  other  changes  came. 
The  hurrying  day,  the  conscious  night  the  same  ; 
The  night  of  horror— when  he  starting  cried. 
To  the  poor  startled  sinner  at  his  side, 
"  Is  it  in  law  ?  am  I  condemn'd  to  die  ? 
Let  me  escaj)0  I— I'll  give— oh  !  let  me  fly — 
How  !  but  a  dream  !— no  judges  !  dungeon  !  chain  ! 
Or  these  grim  men  I — I  will  not  sleep  again. 
Wilt  thou,  dread  being,  thus  tliy  piomise  keep  ? 
Day  is  tliy  time — and  wilt  thou  murder  sleep  ? 
Sorrow  and  want  repose,  and  wilt  thou  come, 
Nor  give  one  hour  of  pure  untroubled  gloom  ? 

"Oh,  Conscience  !  Conscience!  man's  most  faithful  friend. 
Him  canst  thou  comfort,  ease,  relieve,  defend  ; 
But  if  he  will  thy  fricmlly  chocks  forego. 
Thou  art,  oh  !  wxic  for  me,  his  deadliest  foe  !  " 
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His  hours  flll'd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  sports  ; 

And  never  noted  in  him  any  study. 

Any  retii-eiueut,  any  sequestration.  Henry  V, 

I  will  converse  with  iron-witted  fools. 
And  uurespective  boys  :  none  are  for  me, 
That  look  into  me  with  considerate  eyes.— Hichard  III. 

You  cram  these  words  into  mine  eai-s,  against 
The  stomach  of  my  sense.  Tempest. 

A  WEALTHY  LORD,  of  far-extended  land, 

Had  all  that  pleased  him  placed  at  his  command  ; 

Widow'd  of  late,  but  finding  much  relief 

In  the  world's  comforts,  he  dismiss'd  his  grief; 

He  was  by  marriage  of  his  daughters  eased, 

And  knew  his  sons  could  marry  it  they  pleased  ; 

Jleantime  in  travel  he  indulged  the  boys. 

And  kejjt  no  spy  nor  partner  ot  his  joys. 

These  joys,  indeed,  were  of  the  grosser  kind. 
That  fed  the  cravings  of  an  earthly  mind ; 
A  mind  that,  conscious  of  its  own  e.xcess. 
Felt  thereproacli  his  neighbours  would  exjjress. 
Long  at  th'  indulgent  board  he  loved  to  sit, 
Where  joy  was  lauglitei',  and  i)r()fanencss  wit ; 
And  such  the  guest  and  maimers  at  the  Hall, 
No  wedded  lady  on  the  Scpiire  would  call. 
Here  reign'd  a  favourite,  and  her  triumph  gain'd 
O'er  other  favourites  who  botoi-e  had  reign'd  ; 
Eeserved  and  modest  secm'd  the  nympirto  be, 
Knowing  her  lord  was  charm'd  with  modesty  : 
For  he,  a  sportsman  keen,  the  more  enjoy 'd. 
The  greater  value  had  the  thing  destroy'd. 

Our  Hqxiire  declared,  that  from  a  wife  released. 

He  would  no  more  give  trouble  to  a  jiriest ; 

Seem'd  it  not,  then,  ungratehil  and  unkind 

That  he  should  trouble  from  the  priesthood  find  ? 

The  Church  he  honour'd,  and  ho  gave  the  due 

And  full  resi)cct  to  every  son  he  knew ; 

But  envied  those  who  had  the  luck  to  meet 

A  gentle  pastor,  civil  and  discreet ; 

Who  never  bold  and  hostile  sermon  penn'd. 

To  wound  a  sinner,  or  to  shame  a  friend  ; 

One  whom  no  being  cither  shunn'd  or  foar'd  : 

Such  must  bo  loved  wherever  they  ajjpoar'd. 
Not  .such  the  stern  old  rector  of  the  time, 

Wlio  soothed  no  culprit,  and  who  spared  no  crime  ; 

AV'ho  would  his  fears  and  his  contempt  e.\press, 

For  ii-religion  and  licentiousness  ; 

Of  him  our  village  lord,  his  guests  among, 

By  speech  viudicti\e  proved  his  feelings  stunj 
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"  Were  he  a  bigot,"  said  the  Squire,  "  whose  zeal 
Condemn'd  us  all,  I  should  disdain  to  feel : 
But  when  a  man  of  parts,  in  college  train'd, 
Prates  of  our  conduct,  who  would  not  be  pain'd  ? 
While  he  declaims  (where  no  one  dares  reply) 
On  men  abandon'd,  grov'Ung  in  the  sty 
(Like  beasts  in  human  shape)  of  shameless  luxury. 
Yet  with  a  patriot's  zeal  I  stand  the  shock 
Of  vile  rebuke,  example  to  his  flock  : 
But  let  this  rector,  thus  severe  and  proud. 
Change  his  wide  surplice  for  a  narrow  shroud, 
And  I  will  place  within  his  seat  a  youth, 
Train'd  by  the  Graces  to  explain  the  truth  ; 
Then  shall  the  flock  with  gentle  hand  bo  led, 
By  wisdom  won,  and  by  compassion  fed." 
This  purposed  teacher  was  a  sister's  son, 
Who  of  her  children  gave  the  priesthood  one  ; 
And  she  had  early  train'd  for  this  employ 
The  pliant  talents  of  her  college  boy  : 
At  various  times  her  letters  painted  all 
Her  brother's  \iews — the  manners  of  the  Hall  ; 
The  rector's  harshness,  and  the  mischief  made 
By  chiding  those  whom  preachers  should  persuade. 
Tills  led  the  youth  to  views  of  easy  life, 
A  friendly  patron,  an  obliging  wife  ; 
His  tithe,  his  glebe,  the  garden,  and  the  steed. 
With  books  as  many  as  he  wish'd  to  read. 
All  this  accorded  with  the  uncle's  will : 

He  loved  a  priest  compliant,  easy,  still ; 

Sums  he  had  often  to  his  I'avourite  sent, 

"  To  be,"  he  wrote,  "  in  manly  freedom  spent ; 

For  well  it  pleased  his  spirit  to  assist 

An  honest  lad,  who  scorn'd  a  methodist." 

His  mother,  too,  in  her  maternal  care. 

Bade  him  of  canting  hj'pocrites  beware  ; 

Who  from  his  duties  would  his  heart  seduce, 

And  make  his  talents  of  no  earthly  use. 
Soon  must  a  trial  of  his  worth  lie  made — 

The  ancient  j)ricst  is  to  the  tomb  coiivey'd  ; 

And  the  youth  snmmon'd  from  a  serious  friend. 

His  guide  and  host,  new  duties  to  attend. 

Three  months  before,  the  nejihcw  and  the  Squire 

Saw  mutual  worth  to  praise  and  to  admire  ; 

And  though  the  one  too  early  left  his  wine. 

The  other  still  exclaim'd,  "  My  boy  will  shine: 

Yes,  I  perceive  that  he  will  soon  improve. 

And  I  shall  form  the  very  guide  T  love  ; 

Decent  abroad,  he  will  my  name  defend, 

And  when  at  home,  be  social  and  unbend." 
The  plan  was  specious,  for  the  mind  of  James 

Accorded  duly  with  his  uncle's  .schemes  : 

He  then  aspired  not  to  a  higher  name 

Than  sober  clerks  of  moderate  talents  cl:.:ai ; 

Gravely  to  praj-,  and  revorendly  to  preach, 
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Was  all  he  saw,  good  youth,  within  his  reach  : 
Thus  may  a  mass  of  sulphur  long-  abide. 
Cold  and  inert,  but,  to  the  flame  applied. 
Kindling  it  blazes,  and  consuming  turns 
To  smoke  and  poison,  as  it  boils  and  burns. 

James,  leaving  college,  to  a  preacher  stray'd  : 
What  call'd  he  knew  not — but  the  call  obey'd  ; 
Mild,  idle,  pensive,  ever  led  by  those 
Who  could  some  specious  novelty  propose ; 
Humbly  he  listen'd,  while  the  preacher  dwelt 
On  touching  themes,  and  strong  emotions  felt ; 
And  in  this  night  was  fix'd  that  pliant  will 
To  one  sole  point,  and  he  retains  it  still. 

At  first  his  care  was  to  himself  confined  ; 
Himself  assured,  he  gave  it  to  mankind. 
His  zeal  grew  active — honest,  earnest  zeal. 
And  comfort  dealt  to  him,  he  long'd  to  deal  ; 
He  to  his  favourite  preacher  now  withdrew, 
Was  taught  to  teach,  instructed  to  subdue. 
And  train'd  for  ghostly  warfare,  when  the  call 
Of  his  new  duties  reach'd  him  from  the  Hall. 

Now  to  the  Squire,  although  alert  and  stout. 
Came  unexpected  an  attack  of  gout ; 
And  the  grieved  patron  felt  such  serioxis  pain. 
He  never  thought  to  see  a  church  again  : 
Thrice  had  the  j-outhful  rector  taught  the  crowd. 
Whose  growing  numbers  spoke  his  powers  aloud, 
Before  the  patron  could  himself  rejoice 
(His  pain  still  lingering)  in  the  general  voice  ; 
For  he  imputed  all  this  early  fame 
To  graceful  manner  and  the  well-known  name  ; 
And  to  himself  assumed  a  share  of  praise, 
For  worth  and  talents  he  was  pleased  to  raise. 

A  month  had  flown,  and  with  it  fled  disease  ; 
What  pleased  before,  began  again  to  please  ; 
Emerging  daily  from  his  chamber's  gloom. 
He  found  his  old  sensations  hurrying  home  ; 
Then  call'd  his  nephew,  and  exclaim'd,  "My  boy, 
Let  us  again  the  balm  of  life  enjoy  ; 
The  foe  has  left  tne,  and  I  deem  it  right, 
Should  he  return,  to  arm  me  for  the  light." 

Thus  spoke  the  Squire,  the  favourite  nymph  stood  by, 
And  vicw'd  the  Priest  with  insult  in  her  eye  ; 
She  thrice  had  heard  him  when  he  boldly  spoke 
On  dangerous  points,  and  fear'd  he  would  revoke : 
For  James  she  loved  not — and  her  manner  told, 
"  This  warm  affection  will  lie  quickly  cold  :" 
And  still  she  fear'd  impression  might  be  made 
Upon  a  .subject  nervous  and  decay'd  ; 
She  knew  her  danger,  ami  had  no  desire 
Of  reformation  in  the  gallant  S(]uire  ; 
And  felt  an  cnvjoiLs  i)leasure  in  her  breast 
To  see  the  Kcctor  daunted  and  distrcss'd. 
Again  the  uncle  to  the  youth  applied — 
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"■Cast,  my  deai-  lad,  that  cursed  gloom  aside  : 
There  are  for  all  tbini^s  time  and  place  ;  appear 
Grave  in  your  pulpit,  and  be  merry  here  : 
Now  take  your  wine — for  woes  a  sure  resource, 
And  the  best  prelude  to  a  long  discourse." 

James  half  obey'd,  but  cast  an  angry  eye 
On  the  fair  lass,  who  still  stood  watchful  by  ; 
Resolving  thus,  "I  have  my  fears— but  still 
I  must  perform  my  duties,  and  I  will : 
No  love,  no  interest,  shall  my  mind  control ; 
Better  to  lose  my  comforts  than  my  soul ; 
Better  my  uncle's  favour  to  abjure. 
Than  the'upbraidings  of  my  heart  endure," 

He  took  his  glass,  and  then  address'd  the  Squire : 
"  I  feel  not  well,  peniiit  me  to  retire." 
The  Scjuire  conceived  that  the  ensuing  day 
Gave  him  these  terrors  for  the  grand  essay, 
When  he  himself  should  this  young  preacher  try. 
And  stand  before  him  with  observant  eye  ; 
This  raised  compassion  in  his  manly  breast. 
And  he  would  send  the  Rector  to  his  rest : 
Yet  first,  in  soothing  voice — "A  moment  stay, 
And  these  suggestions  of  a  friend  obey  ; 
Treasure  these  hints,  if  fame  or  peace  you  prize, — 

The  bottle  emptied,  I  shall  close  my  eyes. 
"On  every  priest  a  twofold  care  attends. 

To  prove  his  talents,  and  insure  his  friends  : 

First,  of  the  first — your  stores  at  once  produce  ; 

And  bring  your  reading  to  its  proper  use  : 

On  doctrines  dwell,  and  every  point  enforce 

By  quoting  much,  the  scholar's  sure  resource; 

For  he  alone  can  show  us  on  each  head 

What  ancient  schoolmen  and  sage  fathers  said  : 

No  worth  has  knowledge,  if  you  fail  to  show 

How  well  you  studied  and  how  much  you  know  : 

Is  faith  your  subject,  and  you  judge  it  right 

On  theme  so  dark  to  cast  a  ray  of  light. 

Be  it  that  faith  the  orthodox  maintain, 

Found  in  the  rubric,  what  the  creeds  explain  ; 

Fail  not  to  show  us  on  this  ancient  faith 

(And  quote  the  passage)  wliat  some  martyr  saith  : 

Dwell  not  one  moment  on  a  faith  that  shocks 

The  minds  of  men  sincere  and  orthodox  ; 

'J'hat  gloomy  fiaith,  that  robs  the  wounded  mind 

Of  all  the  comfort  it  was  wont  to  find 

From  virtuous  acts,  and  to  the  soul  denies 

It  proper  due  for  alms  and  charities ; 

That  partial  faith,  that,  weighing  sins  alone. 

Lets  not  a  virtue  for  a  fault  atone  ; 

That  starving  foith,  that  would  our  tables  clear, 

And  m.ake  one  dreadful  Lent  of  all  the  year  ; 

And  cruel  too,  for  this  is  faith  that  rends 

Confiding  beauties  from  protecting  friends  ; 

A  faith  that  all  embracing,  what  a  gloom 
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Deep  and  terrific  o'er  the  land  would  come  ! 
What  scenes  of  liorror  would  that  time  disclose  ! 
No  sight  but  misery,  and  no  sound  but  woes  ; 
Your  nobler  faith,  in  loftier  style  convey'd. 
Shall  be  with  praise  and  admiration  paid  : 
On  points  like  these  your  hearers  all  admire 
A  preacher's  depth,  and  nothing  more  require. 
Shall  we  a  studious  youth  to  college  send, 
That  every  clown  his  words  may  comprehend  ? 
'Tis  for  your  glory,  when  your  hearers  own 
Your  learning  matchless,  but  the  sense  unknown. 

"  Thus  honour  gain'd,  leam  now  to  gain  a  friend, 
And  the  sure  way  is — never  to  offend  ; 
For,  James,  consider — what  your  neighbours  do 
Is  their  own  business,  and  concerns  not  you  : 
Shun  all  resemblance  to  that  forward  race 
Who  preach  of  sins  before  a  sinner's  face  ; 
And  seem  as  if  they  overlook'd  a  pew, 
Only  to  drag  a  failing  man  in  view  : 
Much  should  I  feel,  when  groaning  in  disease, 
If  a  I'ough  hand  upon  my  limb  should  seize  ; 
But  great  my  anger,  if  this  hand  were  found 
The  very  doctor's  who  sliould  make  it  sound  : 
So  feel  our  minds,  young  priest,  so  doubly  feel, 
When  hurt  by  those  whose  office  is  to  heal. 

"Yet  of  our  duties  you  must  something  tell, 
And  must  at  times  on  sin  and  frailty  dwell ; 
Here  you  may  jireach  in  easj%  flowing  style. 
How  errors  cloud  us,  and  how  sins  defile  : 
Here  bring  persuasive  tropes  and  figures  forth, 
To  show  the  poor  that  wealth  is  nothing  worth  ; 
That  they,  in  fact,  possess  an  ample  share 
Of  the  world's  good,  and  feel  not  half  its  care  : 
Give  them  this  comfort,  and,  indeed,  my  gout 
In  its  full  vigour  causes  me  some  doubt ; 
And  let  it  always  for  your  zeal  suffico 
That  vice  you  combat,  in  the  abstract— vice  : 
The  very  captious  will  be  quiet  then  ; 
We  all  confess  we  are  offending  men  : 
In  lashing  sin,  of  every  stroke  beware, 
For  sinners  teel,  and  sinners  you  must  spare  ; 
In  general  satire,  every  man  ])erceives 
A  slight  attack,  yet  neither  fears  nor  grieves  ; 
But  name  th'  offence,  and  you  absolve  the  rest. 
And  point  the  dagger  at  a  single  breast. 

"  Yet  are  there  sinners  of  a  class  so  low. 
That  you  with  safety  may  the  lash  bestow  : 
Poachers,  and  drunkards,  i(llc  rogues,  who  feed 
At  others'  cost,  a  mark'd  correcti(m  need  : 
And  all  the  bettor  surt,  who  see  your  zeal. 
Will  love  and  reverence  for  their  pastor  feel  ; 
Iteverence  for.  one  who  can  intlict  tlio  smart, 
And  love,  bccatiso  ho  deals  them  not  a  part. 

"  lieuiombor  well  what  love  and  age  advise  : 
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A  quiet  rector  is  a  parish  prize, 

Who  in  his  learning:  has  a  decent  pride  ; 

Who  to  his  people  is  a  gentle  guide  ; 

Who  only  hints  at  failings  that  he  sees  ; 

Who  loves  his  glebe,  his  patron,  and  his  ease. 

And  finds  the  way  to  fame  and  proiit  is  to  please." 
The  nephew  auswer'd  not,  except  a  sigh 

And  look  oi  sorrow  might  be  terni'd  reply ; 

He  saw  the  fearful  hazard  of  his  state, 

And  hold  with  truth  and  safety  strong  debate  ; 

Nor  long  he  reason'd,  for  the  zealous  youth 

Resohed,  though  timid,  to  profess  the  truth  ; 

And  though  his  friend  should  like  a  lion  roar. 

Truth  would  he  preach,  and  neither  less  nor  more. 
The  bells  had  toll'd— arrived  the  time  of  prayer, 

The  flock  assembled,  and  the  Squire  was  there  : 

And  now  can  poet  sing,  or  proseman  say. 

The  disappointment  of  that  trying  day  i 

As  he  who  long  had  train'd  a  favourite  steed 
(Whose  blood  and  bone  ga\-e  promise  of  his  speed), 
Sanguine  with  hope,  he  runs  with  partial  eye 
O'er  every  feature,  and  his  bets  are  high  ; 
Of  triumph  s\ire,  he  sees  the  rivals  start, 
And  waits  their  coming  with  exulting  heart, 
Forestalling  glory,  with  impatient  glance, 
And  sure  to  sec  his  conquering  steed  advance  ; 
The  conqueiing  steed  advances-  luckless  day  ! 
A  rival's  Hrrod  bears  the  prize  away. 
Nor  second  his,  nor  third,  but  lagging  last, 
With  hanging  head  he  comes,  by  all  surpass'd  : 
Surprise  and  wrath  the  owner's  mind  inflame. 
Love  turns  to  scorn,  and  glory  ends  in  shame  ; — 
Thus  waited,  high  in  hope,  the  i>artial  Stiuire, 
Eager  to  hear,  impatient  to  admiie  ; 
Wheu  the  yomig  preacher,  in  the  tones  that  find 
A  certain  passage  to  the  kindling  mind, 
With  air  and  accent  strange,  impressive,  sad, 
Alarm'd  the  judge — he  trembled  fn-  the  lad  ; 
But  when  the  text  announced  the  power  of  grace, 
Amazement  scowl'd  upon  his  clouded  face 
At  this  degenerate  son  of  his  illustrious  race  ; 
Staring  he  stood,  till  hope  again  arose 
That  James  miglit  well  define  the  words  he  choso: 
For  this  ho  listen'd— but,  alas  !  ho  found 
The  ]ireachcr  always  on  forbidden  ground. 

And  now  the  uncle  left  the  hateil  pew, 
With  James,  and  James's  conduct,  in  his  view  ; 
A  long  farewell  to  all  his  favourite  schemes  ! 
For  now  no  crazed  fanatic's  frantic  dreams 
Seem'd  vile  as  James's  conduct,  or  as  James  : 
All  he  had  long  derifled,  liated,  fcar'd, 
This,  from  the  chosen  youth,  the  uncle  heanl ; — 
The  needless  pause,  the  fierce  disorder'd  air, 
The  groan  for  sin,  the  vehemence  of  prayer, 
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Gave  birth  to  wrath,  that,  in  a  long  discourse 

Of  grace  triumphant,  rose  to  fourfold  force  : 

He  found  his  thoughts  despised,  his  rules  transgress'd, 

And  while  the  anger  kindled  in  his  breast, 

The  pain  must  be  endured  that  could  not  be  express'd  : 

Each  new  idea  more  inflamed  his  ire, 

As  fuel  thrown  upon  a  rising  fire  : 

A  hearer  yet,  he  sought  by  threatening  sign 

To  ease  his  heart,  and  awe  the  young  divine  ; 

But  James  refused  those  angry  looks  to  meet, 

Till  he  dismiss'd  his  flock,  and  left  his  seat : 

Exhausted  then  he  felt  his  trembling  frame, 

But  fix'd  his  soul, — his  sentiments  the  same  ; 

And  therefore  wise  it  seem'd  to  fl}'  from  rage. 

And  seek  for  shelter  in  his  parsonage  : 

There,  if  forsaken,  yet  consoled  to  find 

Some  comforts  left,  though  not  a  few  resign'd  ; 

There,  if  he  lost  an  erring  parent's  love. 

An  honest  conscience  must  the  cause  ajsprove ; 

If  the  nice  palate  were  no  longer  fed. 

The  mind  enjoy'd  delicious  thoughts  instead  ; 

And  if  some  part  of  earthly  good  was  flown, 

Still  was  the  tithe  of  ten  good  farms  his  own. 

Fear  now,  and  discord,  in  the  village  reign, 
The  cool  remonstrate,  and  the  meek  complain  ; 
But  there  is  war  within,  and  wisdom  pleads  in  vain. 
Now  dreads  the  uncle,  and  proclaims  his  dread, 
Lest  the  boy-])riost  should  turn  each  rustic  head  ; 
The  certain  converts  cost  him  certain  woe. 
The  doubtful  fear  lest  they  should  join  the  foe  : 
Matrons  of  old,  with  whom  he  used  to  joke, 
Now  pass  his  honour  with  a  pious  look  ; 
Lasses,  who  met  liim  once  with  lively  airs, 
Now  cross  his  way,  and  gravely  walk  to  prayers : 
An  old  companion,  whom  he  long  has  loved. 
By  coward  fears  confess'd  his  conscience  moved  ; 
As  the  third  bottle  gave  its  spirit  forth. 
And  they  boi-e  witness  to  departed  worth, 
The  friend  arose,  and  he  too  would  depart : 
"Man,"  said  the  Squire,  "  thou  wert  not  wont  to  start ; 
Hast  thou  attended  to  that  foolish  boy. 
Who  would  abridge  all  comforts,  or  destroy?" 

Yes,  he  had  listcn'd,  who  had  slumbor'd  long. 
And  was  convinced  that  something  must  be  wrong ; 
But,  though  affected,  still  his  yielding  heart, 
And  craving  palate,  took  the  uncle's  part  ; 
Wine  now  oppress'*!  him,  wlio,  when  free  from  wine, 
Could  seldom  clearly  utter  his  design  ; 
But  though  by  nature  and  indulgence  weak. 
Yet,  half  converted,  he  resolved  to  speak  ; 
And,  speaking,  own'd,   "  that  in  his  mind  the  youth 
Had  gifts  and  learning,  and  that  truth  was  truth  : 
The  Squire  he  honour'd,  and  for  his  poor  part, 
Ho  hated  nothing  like  a  hollow  heart : 
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Biit  'twas  a  maxim  he  had  often  tried, 

Tliat  right  was  right,  and  there  he  would  abide  ; 

He  houour'd  learning,  and  he  would  confess 

The  preacher  had  his  talents — more  or  less  : 

Why  not  agree  ?  he  thought  the  3'oung  divine 

Had  no  such  strictness — they  might  drink  and  dine  ; 

For  them  sufficient— but  he  said  before 

That  truth  was  truth,  and  he  would  drink  no  more." 

This  heard  the  Squire  with  mix'd  contempt  and  pain  ; 
Ho  fear'd  the  Priest  this  recreant  sot  would  gain. 
The  favourite  nymph,  though  not  a  convert  made,* 
Conceived  the  man  she  scorn'd  her  cause  would  aid. 
And  when  the  spirits  of  her  lord  were  low, 
TTie  lass  presumed  the  wicked  cause  to  show ; 
"  It  was  the  wretched  life  his  honour  led. 
And  would  draw  vengeance  on  his  guilty  head  ; 
Their  loves  (Heav'n  knew  how  dreadfully  distress'd 
The  thought  had  made  her  !)  were  as  yet  unbless'd  : 
And  till  the  Church  had  sanction' d — "     Here  she  saw 
The  wrath  that  forced  her  trembling  to  withdraw. 

Add  to  these  outward  ills  some  inward  light. 
That  show'd  him  all  was  not  correct  and  right : 
Though  now  he  less  indulged — and  to  the  jx)or, 
From  day  to  daj',  sent  alms  from  door  to  door  ; 
Though  he  some  ease  from  easy  virtues  found. 
Yet  conscience  told  him  he  could  not  compound, 
But  must  himself  the  darling  sin  deny, 
Change  the  whole  heart,— but  here  a  heavy  sigh 
Prockiim'd,  "  How  vast  the  toil  !  and,  ah,  how  weak  am  I  !" 

James  too  has  trouble— he  divided  sees 
A  parish,  once  harmonious  and  at  ease  ; 
With  him  united  are  the  simi)ly  meek, 
The  warm,  the  sad,  the  nervous,  and  the  weak  ; 
The  rest  his  uncle's,  save  the  few  beside. 
Who  own  no  doctrine,  and  obey  no  guide; 
With  stragglers  of  each  adverse  camp,  who  lend 
Their  aid  to  both,  but  each  in  turn  offend. 

Though  zealous  still,  yet  he  begins  to  feol 
The  heat  too  fierce  that  glows  in  vulgar  zeal  ; 
With  pain  he  hears  his  simple  friends  relate 
Their  week's  experience,  and  their  woful  state  J 
With  small  temptation  struggling  every  hour. 
And  bravely  battling  with  the  teiniiting  power; 
His  native  sense  is  hurt  by  strange  complaints 
Of  inward  motions  in  these  warring  saints  ; 
Who  never  cast  on  sinful  Ijait  a  look, 
But  they  perceive  the  devil  at  the  hook  : 
Grieved,  yet  compcU'd  to  smile,  he  finds  it  hard 
Against  the  blumlers  of  conceit  to  guard  ; 
He  sighs  to  hoar  the  jests  his  converts  cause, 
He  cannot  give  their  erring  zeal  apjilauso ; 
But  fimls  it  inconsistent  to  condenm 
The  flights  and  follies  he  has  nursed  in  thorn  : 
2  0 
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These,  in  opposing  minds,  contempt  produce. 
Or  niirtli  occasion,  or  provoke  abuse  ; 
On  each  momentous  theme  disgrace  they  bring. 
And  give  to  Scorn  her  poison  and  her  sting, 
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TALE  XVI. 

THE  CONFIDANT. 

Think'st  thou  IM  make  a  life  of  jealousy 
T,,  iciUow  still  the  changes  ol  the  moon 
With  fresh  susiiiciuu  J  Othello. 

Why  h.ost  thou  lost  the  fresh  hlood  in  thy  checks  ; 
And  given  my  treasures,  anil  my  riglits  of  tliee. 
To  thick-eyed,  musing  and  cursed  melancholy  t 

1st  Part  Henry  IV. 

It  is  excellent 
To  have  a  giant's  strength  ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  like  a  giant.  Mmsurcfor  Measure. 

Anna  was  young  and  lovely — in  her  eye 

The  glance'of  beauty,  in  her  cheek  the  dye  : 

Her  shape  was  slender,  and  her  features  small. 

But  graceful,  easy,  unaffected  all  : 

The  liveliest  tints  her  youthful  face  disclosed  ; 

There  beauty  sparkled,  and  there  health  reposed  ; 

For  the  pure  blood  that  tlush'd  that  rosy  cheek 

Spoke  what  the  heart  forbade  the  tongue  to  speak, 

And  told  the  feelings  of  that  heart  as  well, 

Nay,  with  more  candour,  than  the  tongue  could  tell. 

Though  this  fair  lass  had  with  the  wealthy  dwelt, 

Yet  like  the  damsel  of  the  cot  she  felt  ; 

And,  at  the  distant  hint  or  dark  surmise, 

The  blood  into  the  mantling  cheek  would  rise. 

Now  Anna's  station  frc(iucnt  terrors  wrought, 
In  one  whoso  looks  were  witli  such  meaning  fraught, 
For  on  a  lady,  as  an  humble  friend. 
It  was  her  painful  office  to  attend. 

Her  duties  here  were  of  the  usual  kind — 
And  some  the  body  harass'd,  some  the  mind  : 
Billets  she  wrote,  and  tender  stories  read, 
To  make  the  lady  sleepy  in  her  bed  ; 
She  play'd  at  whist,  but  with  inferior  skill, 
And  heard  the  summons  as  a  call  to  drill ; 
Music  was  ever  pleasant  till  she  play'd 
At  a  request  that  no  re(iucst  eonvey'd  ; 
The  lady's  tales  with  anxious  looks  she  heard, 
For  she  must  witness  what  her  friend  averr'd  ; 
Tlie  lady's  taste  she  must  in  all  approve, 
Hate  whom  she  hated,  whom  she  loved  must  lovo  ; 
These,  with  the  various  iluties  of  her  place, 
With  care  she  studied,  and  pcrforni'd  with  grace: 
She  veil'd  her  troubles  in  a  mask  of  case, 
And  show'd  her  pleasure  was  a  yowcr  to  please. 
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Such  were  the  damsel's  duties  :  she  was  poor — 
Above  a  servant,  but  with  service  more  : 
Men  on  her  face  with  careless  freedom  gazed, 
Nor  thought  how  painful  was  the  glow  they  raised. 
A  wealthy  few  to  gain  her  favour  tried, 
Lut  not  the  favour  of  a  grateful  bride  ; 
They  spoke  their  purpose  with  an  easy  air, 
That  shamed  and  highten'd  the  dependent  fair ; 
Past  time  she  view'd,  the  passing  time  to  cheat. 
But  nothing  found  to  make  the  present  sweet : 
With  pensive  soul  she  read  life's  future  page. 
And  saw  dependent,  poor,  repining  age. 

But  who  shall  dare  t'  assert  what  years  may  bring. 
When  wondei-s  from  the  passing  liour  may  spring? 
There  dwelt  a  yeoman  in  the  place,  whose  mind 
Was  gentle,  generous,  cultivated,  kind  ; 
For  thirty  years  he  labour'd  ;  fortune  then 
Placed  the  mild  rustic  with  superior  men ; 
A  richer  Stafford  who  had  lived  to  save, 
What  ho  had  treasured  to  the  j>oorcr  gave  ; 
Wlio  with  a  sober  mind  that  treiusure  view'd, 
And  the  slight  studies  of  his  youth  renew'd : 
He  not  profoundly,  but  discreetly  read, 
Ar.d  a  flvir  mind  with  useful  culture  fed ; 
Then  thought  of  marriage — "  But  the  great,"  said  he, 
"  I  shall  not  suit,  nor  will  the  meaner  me." 
Anna  he  saw,  admired  her  modest  air  ; 
He  thought  her  virtuous,  and  he  knew  her  fair  ; 
Love  raised  his  pity  for  her  humble  state. 
And  prompted  wishes  for  her  haiipier  fate  ; 
No  pride  in  money  would  his  feelings  wound. 
Nor  vulgar  manners  hurt  him  and  confound  ; 
He  then  the  lady  at  the  Hall  addross'd. 
Sought  her  consent,  and  his  regard  express'd  : 
Wit  if  some  cause  his  earnest  wish  denied. 
He  begg'd  to  know  it,  and  he  bow'd  and  sigh'd. 

The  lady  own'd  that  she  was  loth  to  jiart. 
But  praised  the  damsel  fi;r  her  gentle  heart, 
Hor  pleasing  person,  aiid  her  blcjoming  health, 
But  ended  thus,   "  Her  virtue  is  her  wealth." 

"Then  is  she  rich  !  "  he  cried  with  lively  air  ; 
"  But  wlience,  so  please  j'ou,  came  a  lass  so  fair  ?  " 

"  A  placeman's  child  was  Anna,  one  who  died 
i\nil  left  a  widow  by  afJlictioiis  tried  ; 
She  to  supi>ort  licr  inhmt  daughter  strove, 
But  early  left  the  object  of  her  love: 
Her  youth,  her  beauty,  and  her  orphan  state 
G  ive  a  kind  countess  interest  in  her  fate  : 
AVith  her  she  dwelt,  and  still  might  dwelling  bo, 
When  the  earl's  folly  cause<l  the  l;iss  to  flee  ; 
A  second  iriend  was  she  compell'd  to  shun, 
By  the  rude  od'ers  of  an  uncheck'd  son  ; 
1  founil  her  then,  and  witli  a  motlio's  love 
Regard  the  geutlo  girl,  whom  you  approve  : 
2  c  ;2 
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Yet  e'en  with  me  protection  is  not  peace, 
Nor  man's  designs  nor  beaut}''s  trials  cease  : 
Like  sordid  boj's  bj'  costly  fruit  they  leel — 
They  will  not  purchase,  but  they  try  to  steal." 

Now  this  good  lady,  like  a  ^\-itness  ti-ue. 
Told  but  the  truth,  and  all  the  truth  she  knew  ; 
And  'tis  our  duty  and  our  pain  to  show 
Truth  this  good  lady  had  not  means  to  know. 
Yes,  there  was  lock'd  within  the  damsel's  breast 
A  fact  important  to  be  now  confess'd  ; 
Gently,  my  muse,  th'  afflicting  tale  relate. 
And  haA-e  some  feeling  for  a  sister's  fate. 

Where  Anna  dwelt,  a  conquering  hero  came, — 
An  Irish  captain,  Sedleij  was  his  name  ; 
And  ho  too  had  that  same  prcA'ailing  art 
That  gave  soft  wishes  to  the  virgin's  heart  : 
In  j'ears  they  differ'd  ;  he  had  thirty  seen 
When  this  young  beauty  counted  just  fifteen ; 
But  still  they  were  a  lovely  lively  pair. 
And  trod  on  earth  as  if  they  trod  on  air. 

Ou  love,  delightful  theme  !  the  captain  dwelt 
With  force  still  growing  with  the  hopes  he  lelt ; 
But  with  some  caution  and  reluctance  told, 
He  had  a  father  crafty,  harsh,  and  old  ; 
Who,  as  possessing  much,  would  much  expect. 
Or  both,  for  ever,  from  his  love  reject : 
Why  then  offence  to  one  so  powei-ful  give. 
Who  (for  their  comfort)  had  not  long  to  live  ? 

With  this  poor  prospect  the  deluded  maid. 
In  words  confiding,  was  indeed  beti-ay'd  ; 
And,  soon  as  terrors  in  her  bosom  rose. 
The  hero  fled  ;  they  hindor'd  his  repose. 
Deprived  of  him,  she  to  a  parent's  breast 
Her  secret  trusted,  and  her  pains  imjiress'd  ; 
Let  her  to  town  (so  prudence  urged)  repair. 
To  shun  disgrace,  at  least  to  hide  it  there  ; 
But  ere  she  went,  the  luckless  damsel  pray'd 
A  chosen  friend  might  lend  her  timely  aid  : 
''  Yes  !  my  soul's  sister,  my  Eliza,  come. 
Hear  her  last  sigh,  and  ease  thy  Anna's  doom." 
"  'Tis  a  fool's  wish,"  the  angry  father  cried. 
But,  lost  in  troubles  of  his  own  complied ; 
And  dear  Eliza  to  her  friend  was  sent, 
T'  indulge  that  wish,  and  be  her  punishment. 
The  time  .arrived,  and  brought  a  tenfold  dread  ; 
The  time  was  past,  and  all  the  terror  fled  ; 
The  infant  died  ;  the  face  resumed  each  charm. 
And  reason  now  brought  trouble  and  alarm. 

Should  her  Eliza — no  !  she  was  too  just, 
"  Too  good  an<l  kind — but  ah  !  too  young  to  trust." 
Anna  return'd,  hur  furtner  place  resumed. 
And  faded  beauty  with  new  grace  re-blooin'd  ; 
And  if  sonic  whisjicrs  of  the  past  were  heard, 
They  died  innoxious,  as  no  cause  appear'd ; 
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But  other  cares  on  Anna's  bosom  press'd. 

She  saw  her  father  gloomy  and  distress'd  ; 

He  died  o'er  whelm 'd  with  debt,  and  soon  was  shed 

The  fiUal  sorrow  o'er  a  mother  dead  : 

She  sought  Eliza's  arras — that  faithful  triend  was  wed  ; 

Then  was  compassion  by  the  countess  shown, 

And  all  th'  adventures  of  her  life  are  known. 

And  now,  beyond  her  hopes — no  longer  tried 
By  slavish  awe— she  lived  a  yeoman's  bride  ; 
Then  bless'd  her  lot,  and  with  a  grateful  mind 
Was  careful,  cheerful,  vigilant,  and  kind  : 
The  gentle  husband  felt  supreme  delight, 
Bless'd  by  her  joy,  and  happy  in  her  sight ; 
He  saw  with  pride  in  every  friend  and  guest 
High  admiration  and  regard  express' d. 
With  greater  pride,  and  with  superior  joy, 
He  look'd  exulting  on  his  first-born  boy  ; 
To  her  fond  breast  the  wife  her  infant  strain'd. 
Some  feelings  utter'd,  some  were  not  explaiu'd ; 
Ami  she  enraptured  with  her  treasure  grew, 
The  sight  famihar,  but  the  pleasure  new. 

Vet  there  appear'd  within  that  tranquil  state 
Some  threat'ning  prospect  of  uncertain  fate  ; 
Between  the  married  when  a  secret  lies, 

It  wakes  suspicion  from  enforced  disguise  : 

Still  thought  the  wife  upon  her  absent  friend, 

With  all  that  must  upon  her  truth  depend. 

"  There  is  no  being  in  the  world  beside 

Who  can  discover  what  that  friend  will  hide : 

Who  knew  the  fact,  knew  not  my  name  or  state. 

Who  these  can  tell  cannot  the  fact  relate ; 

But  thou,  Eliza,  can.st  the  whole  impart. 

Ami  all  my  safety  is  thy  generous  heart." 
Mix'd  with  these  fears— but  light  and  transient  these— 

Fled  years  of  peace,  prosperity,  and  ease  ; 

So  tramiuil  all,  that  scarce  a  gloomy  day 

For  days  of  gloom  unmix'd  prepared  the  way. 

One  evo,  the  wife,  still  happy  in  her  state, 

Sang  gaily,  thoughtless  of  approaching  fate ; 

Then  came  a  letter,  that  (received  in  dread 

Not  unobserved)  she  in  confusion  read  ; 

The  substance  this — "  Her  friend  rejoiced  to  find 

That  she  had  riches  with  a  grateful  mind  ; 

AVhilo  poor  Eliza  had,  from  place  to  pLace, 

Been  lured  by  hope  to  labour  f(^r  disgrace ; 

That  every  scheme  her  wiuidcring  husband  tried, 

Pain'd  while  he  lived,  and  peri.sh'd  when  he  died," 

She  then  of  want  in  angry  style  complain' d. 

Her  child  a  burthen  to  her  life  rcmain'd, 

Her  kindred  shunn'd  her  prayers,  no  friend  her  .soul  sustain'd. 
"  Yet  why  neglected  ?     Dearest  Anna  knew 

Her  worth  once  tried,  her  friendship  ever  true  ; 

She  hoped,  she  trusted,  though  l)y  wants  oppress'd. 

To  lock  the  treasured  secret  in  her  brcust ; 
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Yet,  vex'd  by  troiihle,  imist  apply  to  one 
For  kinJnoss  due  to  licr  for  kindness  done." 

In  Anna's  mind  was  tumult,  in  her  face 
Flushings  of  dread  had  momentary  place. 
"  I  must,"  she  judged,  "these  cruel  lines  expose. 
Or  fears,  or  worse  than  fears,  my  crime  disclose." 

The  letter  shown,  he  said,  with  sober  smile, 
"Anna,  your  friend  has  not  a  friendly  style  : 
Say,  where  could  you  with  this  fair  lady  dwell. 
Who  boasts  of  secrets  that  she  scorns  to  tell '?" 
"At  school,"  she  answer'd  :  he  "At  school !"  replied  ; 
"  Nay,  then,  I  know  the  secrets  you  would  hide  ; 
Some  early  longings  these,  without  dispute. 
Some  youthful  gaspings  for  forbidden  fruit : 
Why  so  disorder'd,  love — are  such  the  crimes 
That  give  us  sorrow  in  our  gi-aver  times  < 
Come,  take  a  present  for  your  friend,  and  rest 
In  perfect  peace — you  find  you  are  coniess'd. " 

This  cloud,  though  past,  alarm'd  the  conscious  wifo. 
Presaging  gloom  and  soitow  for  her  life  ; 
Who  to  her  answer  join'd  a  fervent  prayer 
That  her  Eliza  would  a  sister  spare  : 
If  she  again — but  was  there  cause  '—should  send. 
Let  her  cUrect — and  then  she  named  a  friend. 
A  sad  expedient  untried  friends  to  trust. 
And  still  to  fear  the  tried  may  be  unjust. 
Such  is  his  pain,  who,  by  his  debt  oi>press'd. 
Seeks  by  new  bonds  a  temporary  rest. 

Few  were  her  peaceful  days  till  Anna  read 
Tlie  words  she  dreaded,  and  had  cause  to  dread  : — 

"Did  she  beheve,  did  she,  unkind,  suppose 
That  thiK  Eliza's  friendship  was  to  close  ? 
No,  though  she  tried,  and  her  desire  was  plain. 
To  break  the  friendly  bond,  she  strove  in  vain. 
Ask'd  she  for  silence — why  so  loud  the  call, 
And  yet  the  token  of  her  love  so  small  ? 
By  means  like  these  will  you  attempt  to  bind 
And  check  the  movements  of  an  injured  mind  ? 
Poor  as  I  am,  I  shall  be  proud  to  show 
What  dangerous  secrets  I  may  safely  know  : 
Secrets  to  men  of  jealous  minds  convey'd 
Have  many  a  noble  house  in  ruins  laid  ; 
Anna,  I  trust,  although  with  wrongs  beset. 
And  urged  by  want,  1  shall  be  faithful  yet ; 
P>ut  what  temptation  may  from  these  arise. 
To  take  a  slighted  woman  by  surprise, 
Becomes  a  subject  for  your  serious  care. 
For  who  ollciuis,  must  for  oft'once  prepare." 

Perplex'd,  dismay'd,  the  wife  foresaw  her  doom  ; 
A  day  deferr'd  was  yet  a  day  to  come  ; 
But  s'lill,  though  painful  her  suspended  state. 
She  dreaded  more  the  crisis  of  her  fate  ; 
Better  to  die  than  Stafford's  scorn  to  meet. 
And  her  strange  friend  perhaps  would  be  discreet : 
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Presents  she  sent,  and  made  a  strong  appeal 
To  woman's  feelin,<rs,  hegj^inir  her  to  teel : 
With  too  much  force  she  wrote  of  jealous  men, 
And  her  tears  fallmg  spoke  bej'ond  the  pen  ; 
Eliza's  silence  she  asjain  implored. 
And  promiseil  all  that  prudence  could  aftord. 

For  looks  composed  and  careless  Anna  tried, 
She  seem'd  in  trouble,  and  unconscious  sigh'd. 
The  faithful  husband,  who  devoutly  loved 
His  silent  partner,  with  concern  reproved  : 
"  What  secret  sorrows  on  my  Anna  press, 
That  love  may  not  partake,  nor  care  redress  ?  " 
"  None,  none  !"  she  answer'd,  with  a  look  so  kind, 
Tliat  the  fond  man  determined  to  be  blind. 

A  few  succeeding  weeks  of  brief  repose 
In  Anna's  cheek  revived  the  faded  rose  : 
A  hue  like  this  the  western  sky  displays, 
That  glows  awhile,  and  withers  as  we  gaze. 

Again  the  friend's  tormenting  letter  came — 
"  The  wants  she  sufier'd  were  affection's  shame  ; 
She  with  her  child  a  life  of  terrors  led, 
Unhappy  fruit,  but  of  a  lawful  bed  : 
llcr  friend  was  tasting  every  bliss  in  life, 
The  joyful  mother,  and  the  wealthy  T\ife  ; 
While  she  was  i)laced  in  doubt,  in  fear,  in  want. 
To  starve  on  trifles  that  the  happy  grant ; 
Poorly  for  all  her  faithful  silence  paid, 
And  tantalized  by  ineftectual  aid  : 
She  coulil  not  thus  a  beggar's  lot  endure  ; 
She  wanted  something  pertnancnt  and  sure  : 
If  they  were  friends,  then  eipial  bo  their  lot, 
And  she  were  free  to  speak,  if  they  were  not." 

Despair  and  terror  seized  the  wife,  to  find 
The  artful  workings  of  a  vulgar  mind  : 
Money  she  had  not,  but  the  hint  of  dress 
Taught  her  new  bribes,  new  terrors  to  redress  ; 
She  with  such  feeling  then  describeil  her  woes, 
That  envy's  self  might  on  the  view  repose  ; 
Then  to  a  mother's  i)ains  she  made  appeal, 
And  painted  grief  like  one  compell'd  to  loci. 
Yes  !  so  she  felt,  that  in  her  air,  her  face, 
In  every  purpose,  and  in  every  place. 
In  her  slow  motion,  in  her  languid  mien. 
The  grief,  the  sickness  of  her  soul,  were  seen. 

Of  some  mysterious  ill,  the  husband  sure. 
Desired  to  trace  it,  for  he  hoped  to  cure  ; 
Something  he  knew  obscurely,  and  had  seen 
His  wife  attend  a  cottage  on  the  green  ; 
Love,  loth  to  wound,  endin-ed  conjecture  long, 
Till  fear  would  speak,  and  spoke  in  language  strong. 

"All  I  must  know,  my  Anna — truly  know 
Whence  these  emotions,  terrors,  troubles  How: 
Give  me  thy  grief,  and  I  will  fairly  prove 
Mine  is  no  selfish,  no  ungenerous  love." 
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Now  Anna's  soul  the  seat  of  strife  became. 
Fear  with  respect  contended,  love  with  shame  : 
But  fear  prevaiUng  was  the  rulint;  guide, 
Prescribing-  what  to  show  and  what  to  hide. 

"  It  is  my  friend,"  slie  said,  "  but  why  disclose 
A  woman's  weakness  struggling  with  her  woes  ? 
Yes,  she  has  grieved  me  by  her  fond  complaints, 
The  wrongs  she  suffers,  the  distress  she  paints  : 
Something  we  do,  but  she  afflicts  me  still, 
And  saj's,  with  power  to  help,  I  want  the  will  ; 
This  plaintive  stylo  I  pity  and  excuse. 
Help  when  I  can,  and  grieve  when  I  refuse  ; 
But  here  my  useless  sorrows  I  resign, 
And  will  be  happy  in  a  love  like  thine." 

The  husband  doubted  :  he  was  kind,  but  cool  : 
"  'Tis  a  strong  friendship  to  arise  at  school  ; 
Once  more,  then,  love,  once  more  the  sufterer  aid,— 
I  too  can  pity,  but  I  must  uj^braid  : 
Of  these  vain  feelings,  then,  thy  bosom  free, 
Nor  bo  o'erwhelm'd  by  useless  sj-mpathy." 

The  wife  again  despatch'd  the  useless  bribe, 
Again  essay'd  her  terrors  to  describe  ; 
Again  with  kindest  words  entreated  peace. 
And  begg'd  her  offerings  for  a  time  might  cease. 

A  calm  succeeded,  but  too  like  the  one 
That  causes  terror  ere  the  storm  comes  on  : 
A  secret  sorrow  lived  in  Anna's  heart. 
In  Stafford's  mind  a  secret  fear  of  art ; 
Not  long  they  lasted — this  determined  foe 
Knew  all  her  claims,  and  nothing  would  forego. 
Again  her  letter  came,  where  Anna  read, 
"  My  child,  one  cause  of  my  distress,  is  dead  : 
Heaven  has  my  infant." — "  Heartless  wretch  ! "  she  cried, 
"  Is  this  thy  joy  'i " — "  I  am  no  longer  tied  : 
Now  will  I,  hastening  to  my  friend,  partake 
Her  cares  and  comforts,  and  no  more  forsake  ; 
Now  shall  we  both  in  equal  station  move. 
Save  that  my  friend  enjoys  a  husband's  love." 

Complaint  and  threats  so  strong  the  wife  amazed. 
Who  wildly  on  her  cottage  neighbour  gazed  ; 
Her  tones,  her  trembling,  lii-st  bctray'd  her  grief. 
When  floods  of  tears  gave  anguish  its  relief. 
She  fear'd  that  Stafford  would  refuse  assent. 
And  knew  her  sultish  friend  would  not  relent : 
She  must  i)Ctition,  yet  dclay'd  the  task, 
Ashamed,  afraid,  and  yet  conipell'd  to  ask  ; 
Unknown  to  him  some  objecfctill'd  her  mind. 
And,  once  suspicious,  he  became  unkind  ; 
They  sat  one  evening,  each  absorb'd  in  gloom, 
When,  hark !  a  noise  ;  and  rushing  to  the  room. 
The  friend  tripp'd  lightly  in,  and  laughing,  said,  "I  como." 

Anna  reooivod  her  witli  an  anxious  mind. 
And  meeting,  whi.sj)er'd,  "  Is  Eliza  kind  ?" 
llescrvcd  and  cool,  the  husband  sought  to  prove 
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The  depth  and  force  of  this  mysterions  love. 
To  nought  that  pass'd  between  the  stranger  friend 
And  his  nieelc  partner  seem'd  he  to  attend  ; 
But,  anxious,  listen'd  to  the  lightest  word 
That  might  some  knowledge  of  his  guest  afford  ; 
And  learn  the  reason  one  to  him  so  dear 
Should  feel  such  fondness,  j'et  betray  such  fear. 

Soon  he  perceived  this  unmvitod  guest, 
Unwelcome  too,  a  sovereign  power  possess'd  ; 
Lofty  she  was  and  careless,  while  the  meek 
And  humbled  Anna  was  afraid  to  speak  : 
As  mute  she  listen'd  with  a  painful  smile. 
Her  friend  sat  laughing,  and  at  ease  the  while, 
Telling  her  idle  tales  with  all  the  glee 
Of  careless  and  unfeeling  levity. 
With  calm  good  sense  he  knew  his  wife  endued, 
And  now  with  wounded  pride  her  conduct  view'd  ; 
Her  speech  was  low,  her  every  look  convey 'd — 
"  I  am  a  slave,  subservient,  and  atraid." 
All  trace  of  comfort  vanish'd  ;  if  she  spoke, 
The  noisy  friend  upon  her  purpose  broke  ; 
To  her  remarks  with  insolence  replied, 
And  her  assertions  doubted  or  denied  : 
While  the  meek  Anna  like  an  infant  shook, 
Woe-struck  and  trembling  at  the  serpent's  look. 
"  There  is,"  said  Stafford,  "yes,  there  is  a  cause — 
This  creature  frights  her,  overpowers,  and  awes." 
Six  weeks  had  pass'd — "  In  truth,  my  love,  this  friend 
Has  liberal  notions  ;  what  docs  she  intend  ? 
Without  a  hint  she  came,  and  will  she  stay 
Till  she  receives  the  hint  to  go  away '(" 

Confused  the  wife  replied,  in  spite  of  truth, 
"  I  love  the  dear  companion  of  my  youth." 
"  'Tis  well,"  said  Stafford  ;  "  then  your  loves  renew  : 
Trust  me,  your  rivals,  Anna,  will  be  few." 

Though  playful  this,  she  felt  too  much  distress'd 
T'  admit  the  consolation  of  a  jest. 
Ill  she  reposed,  and  in  her  drean^s  would  sigh, 
And  murmuring  forth  her  anguish,  beg  to  die  ; 
With  sunken  eye,  slow  i)ace,  and  pallid  cheek. 
She  look'd  confusion,  and  she  fcar'd  to  speak. 

All  this  the  frieml  beheld,  for,  (juick  of  sight, 
She  knew  the  husband  eager  for  her  flight ; 
And  that  by  force  alone  she  could  retain 
1'he  lasting  comforts  she  had  hope  to  gain. 
She  now  perceived,  to  win  her  post  for  life, 
She  mvist  infuse  fresh  terrors  in  the  wife  : 
]\IuHt  bid  to  friendship's  feebler  ties  adieu, 
And  boldly  claim  the  olijcct  in  her  view  : 
She  saw  the  husband's  love,  and  knew  the  power 
licr  friend  might  use  in  some  propitious  hour. 

Meantime  the  anxious  wife,  from  pm'C  distress 
Assuming  courage,  said,  "  I  will  contess  ;" 
But  with  her  children  felt  a  parent's  prido, 
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And  sought  once  more  the  hated  truth  to  hide. 

Offended,  grieved,  impatient,  Stafford  bore 
The  odious  change,  till  he  could  bear  no  more : 
A  friend  to  truth,  in  speech  and  action  plain, 
He  held  all  fraud  and  cunning  in  disdain  ; 
But  fraud  to  find,  and  falsehood  to  detect. 
For  once  he  fied  to  measures  indirect. 

One  day  the  friends  were  seated  in  that  room 
The  guest  with  care  adorn'd,  and  named  her  home  : 
To  please  the  eye,  there  curious  prints  were  placud. 
And  some  light  volumes  to  amuse  the  taste  j 
Letters  and  music,  on  a  table  laid. 
The  fjivourite  studies  of  the  fair  betray'd  : 
Beneath  the  window  was  the  toilet  sjiread, 
And  the  fire  gleam'd  upon  a  crimson  bed. 

In  Anna's  looks  and  falling  tears  were  seen 
How  interesting  had  their  subjects  been  : 
"  Oh  !  then,"  resumed  the  friend,  "  I  plainly  find 
That  you  and  Stafford  know  each  other's  mind ; 
I  must  depart,  must  on  the  world  be  thrown. 
Like  one  discarded,  worthless,  and  unknown  j 
But,  shall  I  carry,  and  to  please  a  foe, 
A  painful  secret  in  my  bosom  ? — no  ! 
Think  not  your  friend  a  reptile  you  may  tread 
Beneath  your  feet,  and  say,  the  worm  is  dead  ; 
I  have  some  feeling,  and  will  not  be  made 
The  scorn  of  her  whom  love  cannot  i>ersnade  : 
Would  not  your  word,  your  slightest  wish,  effect 
All  that  I  hope,  petition,  or  expect? 
The  power  you  have,  but  you  the  use  decline — 
Proof  that  you  feel  not,  or  you  fear  not  mine. 
There  was  a  time  when  I,  a  tender  maid, 
Flew  at  a  call,  and  j-our  desires  obey'd  ; 
A  very  mother  to  the  child  became. 
Consoled  your  sorrow,  and  conceal'd  your  shame  ; 
But  now,  grown  rich  and  happy,  fnnn  the  duor 
You  thrust  a  bosom  friend,  despised  and  poor  ; 
That  child  alive,  its  mother  might  have  known 
The  hard,  ungrateful  spirit  she  has  shown." 

Here  paused  the  guest,  and  Anna  cried  at  length — 
"  You  try  me,  cruel  friend  !  beyond  my  strength  : 
Would  I  had  been  beside  my  infant  laiil, 
Where  none  would  vex  me,  threaten,  or  upbi-aid  !  " 

In  Anna's  looks  the  friend  behold  despair  ; 
Her  speech  she  softcn'd,  and  composed  her  air  ; 
Yet  while  professi  ig  love,  she  answcr'd  still  — 
"  You  can  befriend  mo,  but  you  want  the  will." 
They  parted  thus,  and  Anna  went  her  way, 
To  shed  her  secret  sorrows,  and  to  pray. 

Staftnrd,  amused  with  books,  ami  fond  of  home, 
By  reading  oft  dispell'd  the  evening  gloom  ; 
History  or  tale— all  heard  him  with  delit;ht. 
And  thus  was  pass'd  this  memorable  night. 

The  listening  friend  bestow'd  a  fiatterin-'  smile  ; 
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A  sleeping  boy  the  mother  held  the  while  ; 
And  ere  she  fondly  bore  him  to  his  bed, 
On  his  fair  face  the  tear  of  anguish  shed. 

And  now  his  task  resumed,  "  My  tale,"  said  he, 
"  Is  short  and  sad,  short  may  our  sadness  be  ! 

"  The  Caliph  Harun,*  as  historians  tell, 
Ruled,  for  a  tyrant,  admirablj-  well  ; 
Where  his  own  pleasures  were  not  touch'd,  to  men 
He  was  humane,  and  sometimes  even  then. 
Harun  was  fond  of  fruits  and  gardens  fair, 
And  woe  to  all  whom  he  found  poaching  there  : 
Among  his  pages  was  a  lively  boy, 
Eager  in  search  of  every  tritling  joy  ; 
His  feelings  vivid,  and  his  fancy  strong, 
He  sigh'd  for  pleasure  while  he  shrank  from  wrong  : 
When  by  the  Caliph  in  the  garden  placed. 
He  saw  the  treasures  which  he  long'd  to  taste  ; 
And  oft  alone  he  ventured  to  behold 
Rich  hanging  fruits  with  rind  of  glowing  gold  ; 
Too  long  he  stay'd  forbid<len  bliss  to  view, 
His  virtue  failing  as  his  longings  grew. 
Athirst  and  wearied  with  the  noontide  heat. 
Fate  to  the  garden  led  his  luckless  feet  ; 
With  eager  eyes  and  open  mouth  he  stood, 
Fnielt  the  swott  breath,  and  touch'd  the  fragrant  food  ; 
The  temjiting  beauty  sparkling  in  the  sun 
Charm'd  his  young  sense — he  ate,  and  was  undone. 
When  the  fond  glutton  paused,  his  eyes  around 
He  tum'd,  and  eyes  upon  him  turning  found  ; 
Pleased  he  beheld  the  si)y,  a  brother  page, 
A  friend  allied  in  office  and  in  age  ; 
Who  promised  much  that  secret  he  would  bo, 
But  high  the  price  he  fix'd  on  secrecy  :— - 
"  '  Were  you  sus]]Octed,  my  unhappy  friend,' 
Began  the  boy,  '  where  would  your  sorrows  end  ? 
In  all  the  palace  there  is  not  a  page 
The  Caliph  would  not  torture  in  his  rage  : 
I  think  I  see  thee  now  impaled  alive. 
Writhing  in  i)angs — but  come,  my  friend  !  revive  : 
Had  some  beheld  you,  all  your  purse  contains 
Could  not  have  saved  you  from  terrific  pains  ; 
I  scorn  such  meanness  ;  and,  if  not  in  debt. 
Would  not  an  aspcr  on  your  folly  set.' 

"  The  hint  was  strong  :  young  Osmyn  search'd  his  store 
For  bribes,  and  found  he  soon  could  bribe  no  more  ; 
That  time  arrived,  for  Osmyn's  stock  was  small. 
And  the  young  tyrant  now  possess'd  it  .all  ; 
The  cruel  yoiith.  with  his  c(>ni|ianions  near, 
(Jave  the  broad  liint  that  raised  the  sudilcu  fear ; 
Th'  ungenerous  insult  now  was  daily  shown, 
And  Osmyn's  peace  and  honest  prido  wore  Hown  ; 

•  The  sfivereign  here  iiKunt  ia  the  Hiiri.im  AInuicliiil  or  H.iruii  al  Riuchld,  wlm  ii;i(l 
early  in  the  ninth  ccnlnrj- .  lie  1«  olten  tU«  hcunir,  aiiU  aumeUiucs  Uio  hcio,  ol  a  talo  la 
the  Aiubiou  Nights'  £utertaiuments. 
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Then  came  augmenting  woes,  and  fancy  sti-ong 
Drew  forms  of  sufferiiifj,  a  tormenting  tlirong ; 
He  felt  degraded,  and  the  struggling  mind 
Dared  not  be  free,  and  could  not  be  resign'd  ; 
'  And  all  his  pains  and  fervent  prayers  obtain'd 

Was  truce  from  insult,  while  the  fears  remain'd. 

"  One  day  it  chanced  that  this  degraded  boy 
And  tyrant-friend  were  fix'd  at  their  employ  ; 
Who  now  had  thrown  restraint  and  form  aside. 
And  for  his  bribe  in  plainer  speech  applied  : 
'  Long  have  I  waited,  and  the  last  sui)ply 
Was  but  a  pittance,  j'et  how  patient  I  ! 
But  give  me  now  what  thy  first  terrors  gave, 
My  speech  shall  praise  thee,  and  mj'  silence  save' 

"  Osmyn  had  found,  in  many  a  dreadful  day, 
The  tyrant  fiercer  when  he  secm'd  in  play  ; 
He  begg'd  forbearance  :   '  I  have  not  to  give  ; 
Spare  me  awhile,  although  'tis  pain  to  live  ; 
Oh  !  had  that  stolen  fniit  the  power  possess'd 
To  war  with  life,  I  now  had  been  at  rest.' 

"  '  So  fond  of  death,'  replied  the  boy,  '  'tis  plain 
Thou  hast  no  certain  notion  of  the  pain  ; 
But  to  the  Caliph  were  a  secret  shown. 
Death  has  no  pain  that  would  be  then  unknown.' 

"  Now,  says  the  story,  in  a  closet  near, 
The  monarch  seated,  chanced  the  boys  to  hear  ; 
There  oft  he  came,  when  wearied  on  his  throne. 
To  read,  sleep,  listen,  pray,  or  be  alone. 

"  The  tale  j^roceeds — when  first  the  Caliph  found 
That  he  was  robb'd,  although  alone,  ho  frown'd  ; 
And  swoi-e  in  wrath  that  he  would  send  the  boy 
Far  from  his  notice,  favour,  or  employ  ; 
But  gentler  movements  soothed  his  ruffled  mind, 
And  his  own  tailings  taught  him  to  be  kind. 

"  Relenting  thoughts  then  painted  Osmyn  young. 
His  passion  urgent,  and  temptation  strong  ; 
And  that  he  sufl'er'd  from  that  villain  spy 
Pains  worse  than  death,  till  he  desired  to  die  ; 
Then  if  his  inorals  had  received  a  stain. 
His  bitter  sorrows  made  him  jiuro  again  : 
To  reason  pity  lent  her  powerful  aid. 
For  one  so  tempted,  troubled,  and  botray'd  : 
And  a  free  pardon  the  glad  boj"-  restored 
To  the  kind  presence  of  a  gentle  lord  ; 
Who  from  his  ofldce  and  his  coimtry  drove 
That  traitor  friend,  whom  pains  nor  prayers  could  move  ; 
Who  raised  the  fears  no  mortal  coiild  endure, 
And  then,  with  cruel  a\''rice,  sold  the  euro. 

"  My  tale  is  ended  ;  but,  to  bo  aj)))liod, 
I  must  iloscribe  the  place  where  Calii)hs  hide." 

Hero  both  the  females  look'd  alarm'd,  distress' d, 
With  h\u-ried  j)assii)ns  liard  to  be  cxpress'd. 

"  It  was  a  closet  by  a  chamber  placed, 
Whore  slept  a  lady  ol  no  vulgar  taste ; 
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Her  friend  attended  in  that  chosen  room 

That  she  had  honour'd  and  proelaim'd  her  home  ; 

To  please  the  ej-e  wei'e  chosen  pictures  placed  ; 

And  some  liyht  volumes  to  amuse  the  taste  ; 

Letters  and  music  on  a  table  laid, 

For  much  the  lady  wrote,  and  often  play'd  : 

Beneath  the  window  was  a  toilet  spread, 

And  a  fire  gleam'd  upon  a  crimson  bed." 

He  paused,  he  rose  ;  with  troubled  joy  the  wifo 
.  Felt  the  new  era  of  her  changeful  life  ; 
Frankness  and  love  appear'd  in  Stafford's  face, 
And  all  her  trouble  to  delight  gave  place. 

Twice  made  the  guest  an  effort  to  sustain . 
Her  feelings,  twice  resumed  her  seat  in  vain. 
Nor  could  suppress  her  shame,  nor  could  support  her  pain  ; 
Quick  .she  retired,  and  all  the  dismal  night 
Thought  of  her  guilt,  her  folly,  and  her  flight ; 
Then  sought  unseen  her  miserable  home. 
To  think  of  comforts  lost,  and  brood  on  wants  to  come. 
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EE.SENTMENT. 

He  h.ath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 

Ot'en  iu*  day  fur  melting  charity  : 

Yet,  nutwithstainling,  lieing  incensed,  he  *b  flint : 

His  temper,  therefore,  must  be  well  obsen-cd. 

2}id  Part  Henry  IV. 

Three  or  four  wenclies,  where  I  stiwd,  cried—"  Alas  1  good  soul !"— and  forgave  hiin  witli 
all  their  hearts  :  but  there  is  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them  :  If  Ciesar  had  stabbed  their 
luutheis,  they  would  have  done  no  Vaes.—Juliut  Catar. 

How  dost  1    Art  cold  r 
I'm  cold  myself.— Where  is  this  .xtniw,  my  fellow  ? 
The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strange. 
And  can  make  vile  things  precious.  King  Lear, 

Females  there  are  of  unsuspicious  mind, 
Easy,  and  soft,  and  credulous,  and  kind  ; 
Who,  when  offended  for  the  twentieth  time, 
\>  ill  hear  the  offender  and  forgive  the  ci-ime  : 
And  there  are  othci's  whom,  like  these  to  cheat, 
A.sks  but  the  humblest  efforts  of  deceit ; 
But  they,  once  injured,  feel  a  strong  disdain, 
And,  seldom  pardoning,  never  trust  again  ; 
Urged  by  religion,  they  forgive — but  yet 
Guard  the  warm  heart,  and  never  more  forget. 
Those  are  like  wax — apply  them  to  the  fire. 
Melting,  they  take  th'  impressions  you  desire  ; 
Ea.sy  to  mould  and  fashion  as  you  please, 
And  again  moulded  with  an  ecpial  ease  : 
Like  smelted  iron  these  the  forms  retain, 
But  once  impress'd,  will  never  melt  again. 
A  busy  port  a  serious  merchant  made 


398  crabbe's  poems. 

His  chosen  place  to  recommence  his  trade  ; 

And  brought  his  lady,  who,  their  children  dead. 

Their  native  seat  of  recent  soitow  fled  : 

The  husband  duly  on  the  quay  was  seen. 

The  wife  at  home  became  at  length  serene  ; 

There  in  short  time  the  social  couple  grew 

With  all  ac(iuainted,  friendly  with  a  few  ; 

W  hen  the  good  lady,  by  disease  assail'd, 

In  vain  resisted — hope  and  science  fail'd  : 

Then  spake  the  female  friends,  by  pity  led, 

"  Poor  merchant  Paul !  what  think  ye — will  he  wed  ? 

A  quiet,  easy,  kind,  religious  man. 

Thus  can  he  rest — I  wonder  if  he  can  ?" 

He  too,  as  grief  subsided  in  his  mind. 
Gave  place  to  notions  of  congenial  kind  : 
CIrave  was  the  man,  as  we  have  told  before  ; 
His  years  were  forty — he  might  pass  for  more  ; 
Composed  his  features  were,  his  stature  low, 
His  air  important,  and  his  motion  slow: 
His  dress  became  him,  it  was  neat  and  plain, 
The  colour  purple,  and  without  a  stain  ; 
His  words  were  few,  and  special  was  his  care 
In  simplest  terms  his  purpose  to  declare  ; 
A  man  more  civil,  sober,  and  discreet, 
Blore  grave  and  courteous,  you  couM  seldom  meet : 
Though  frugal  he,  j-et  simiptuous  was  his  board, 
As  if  to  prove  how  much  he  could  afford  ; 
For  though  reserved  himself,  he  loved  to  see 
His  table  plenteous,  and  his  uoighbours  free  : 
Among  these  fViemls  ho  sat  in  solemn  stylo. 
And  rarely  softcn'd  to  a  sober  smile  : 
For  this,  observant  friends  their  reasons  gave — 
"  Concerns  so  vast  would  make  the  idlest  grave  ; 
And  for  such  n)an  to  be  of  language  free, 
Woidd  seem  incongruous  as  a  singing  tree  : 
Trees  have  their  music,  but  the  birds  they  shield 
The  pleasing  tribute  for  protection  yield  ; 
Each  ample  tree  the  tuneful  choir  defends. 
As  this  rich  merchant  cheers  his  happy  friends!" 

In  the  same  town  it  was  his  chance  to  meet 
A  gentle  lady,  witli  a  mind  discreet  ; 
Keither  in  life's  decline,  nor  l)loom  of  youth, 
One  famed  for  maiden  modesty  and  truth  : 
By  nature  cool,  in  i)i()us  liabits  bred, 
Siie  look'd  on  lovere  with  a  virgin's  dread  : 
Deceivers,  rakes,  and  libertines  were  they. 
And  harmless  beauty  tlieir  pursuit  and  prey; 
As  bad  as  giants  in  the  ancient  times 
Were  morleni  lo%'ers,  and  tlie  same  their  crimes  : 
Soon  as  she  heard  of  her  all-conijuering  charm.s. 
At  once  she  fled  to  her  defensive  arms  ; 
C'onn'd  o'er  the  tales  her  maiden  aunt  had  told, 
And.  statue  like,  was  motionless  and  cohl  : 
From  prayer  of  love,  hko  that  Pygmalion  pray'd. 
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Ere  the  hard  stone  became  the  yielding  maid, 

A  difterent  change  in  this  chaste  nymph  ensued, 

And  turn'd  to  stone  the  breathing  tlesh  and  blood  : 

Whatever  youth  described  his  wounded  heart, 

*'  He  came  to  rob  her,  and  she  seorn'd  his  art  ;" 

And  who  of  raptures  once  presumed  to  speak, 

T<ild  list'ning  maids  he  thought  them  fond  and  weak  ; 

But  should  a  worthy  man  his  hopes  display 

In  few  plain  words,  and  beg  a  yes  or  nay, 

Ho  would  deserve  an  answer  just  and  plain. 

Since  adulation  only  moved  disdain — 

"  Sir,  if  mj'  friends  object  not,  come  again." 

Hence,  our  grave  lover,  though  he  liked  the  face, 
Praised  not  a  feature — dwelt  not  on  a  grace  ; 
But  in  the  simplest  terms  declared  his  state  : 
"  A  widow'd  man,  who  wish'd  a  virtuous  mate  ; 
Who  fear'd  neglect,  and  was  compell'd  to  trust 
Dependents  wasteful,  idle,  or  unjust  ; 
Or  should  they  not  the  trusted  stores  destroy, 
At  best,  they  could  not  help  him  to  enjoy  ; 
But  with  her  person  and  her  prudence  bless'd, 
His  acts  would  prosper,  and  his  soul  have  rest : 
Would  she  be  his  V — "  Why,  that  was  much  to  say  ; 
She  would  consider  ;  he  awhile  might  stay  : 
She  liked  his  manners,  and  believed  his  word  ; 
He  did  not  Hatter, — flattery  she  abhorr'd  : 
It  was  her  happy  lot  in  peace  to  dwell — 
WouM  change  make  better  what  was  now  so  well  ? 
But  she  wouhl  ponder."     "  This,"  he  .said,  "  was  kind  ;" 
And  bcgg'd  to  know  "  when  she  had  fix'd  her  mind." 

Komantic  maidens  would  have  seorn'd  the  air, 
And  the  cool  prudence  of  a  mind  so  fair  ; 
lint  well  it  i)leaseil  tliLs  wiser  maid  to  find 
Her  own  mild  virtues  in  her  lover's  mind. 

His  worldly  wealth  she  sought,  and  (juickly  grew 
Pleased  with  her  search,  and  happy  in  the  view 
Of  vessels  freighted  with  abundant  stores. 
Of  rooms  who.se  treasm-es  press'tl  the  groaning  floors  ; 
And  ho  of  clerks  and  servants  could  display 
A  little  army  on  a  public  day  : 
Was  this  a  man  like  needy  hard  to  speak 
Of  balmy  lip,  bright  eys,  or  rosy  cheek  ? 

The  s\nii  appointed  for  her  widow'd  state, 
Fix'd  by  her  friend,  excited  no  debate  ; 
1'hen  the  kind  lady  gave  her  haml  and  heart. 
And,  never  finding,  never  dealt  with  art : 
In  his  engagements  she  had  no  concern  ; 
He  taught  her  not,  nor  had  she  wish  to  learn  ; 
On  him  in  .all  occasions  she  rulicil, 
His  word  her  surety,  and  his  worth  her  pride. 

When  ship  was  launch'd,  and  juerciiant  Paul  had  share, 
A  bounteous  feast  became  the  lady's  care  ; 
Who  then  her  entry  to  tlio  dinner  made, 
In  costlj'  raiment,  and  with  kind  parade. 
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Call'd  by  this  duty  on  a  certain  day, 
And  robed  to  grace  it  in  a  rich  array, 
Forth  from  her  room,  with  measured  step  she  came. 
Proud  of  th'  event,  and  stately  look'd  the  dame  ; 
The  husband  met  her  at  his  study  door — 
"  Tliis  way,  my  love — one  moment,  and  no  more  : 
\K  trifling  business — j'ou  will  understand — 
The  law  requires  that  j'ou  affix  your  hand  ; 
But  first  attend,  and  you  shall  learn  the  cause 
Why  forms  like  these  have  been  prescribed  bj'  laws." 
Then  from  his  chair  a  man  in  black  arose, 
And  with  much  quickness  hurried  off  his  prose — 
That  "  Ellen  Paul,  the  wife,  and  so  forth,  freed 
From  all  control,  her  own  the  act  and  deed, 

And  forasmuch "  said  she,   "  I've  no  distrust, 

For  he  that  asks  it  is  discreet  and  just ; 

Our  friends  are  waiting — where  am  I  to  sign  ? — 

There  ? — Now  be  ready  when  we  meet  to  dine." 

This  said,  she  hurried  off  in  great  delight, 

The  ship  was  launch'd,  and  joyful  was  the  night. 

Now,  says  the  reader,  and  in  much  disdain. 
This  serious  merchant  was  a  rogue  in  grain  ; 
A  treacherous  wretch,  an  artful  sober  knave, 
And  ten  times  worse  for  manners  cool  and  grave  ; 
And  she  devoid  of  sense,  to  set  her  hand 
To  scoundrel  deeds  she  could  not  understand. 

Alas  !  'tis  true  :  and  I  in  vain  had  tried 
To  soften  crime  that  cannot  be  denied  ; 
And  might  have  labour'd  many  a  tedious  verse 
The  latent  cause  of  mischief  to  rehearse : 
l!e  it  confess'd,  that  long,  with  troubled  look. 
This  trader  view'd  a  huge  accomj)ting-book  ; 
(His  former  marriage  for  a  time  delay'd 
The  dreaded  hour,  the  present  lent  its  aid  ;) 
But  he  too  clearly  saw  the  evil  day, 
And  put  the  terror,  by  deceit,  away  ; 
Thus,  by  connecting  with  his  sorrows  crime, 
He  gain'd  a  portion  of  uneasy  time. — 
All  this  too  late  the  injured  lady  saw  : 
What  law  had  given,  again  she  gave  to  law  ; 
His  guilt,  her  follj' — these  at  once  impress'd 
Their  lastiner  feelings  on  her  guileless  breast. 

"  Shame  I  can  bear,"  she  cried,  "and  want  sustain. 
But  will  not  see  this  guilty  wretch  again  !  " 
For  all  was  lost,  and  he  with  many  a  tear 
Confess'd  the  fault — she  turning  scorn 'd  to  hear. 
To  legal  claims  he  yielded  all  his  worth. 
But  small  the  portion,  and  the  wnmg'd  were  wroth. 
Nor  to  their  debtor  woidd  a  part  allow  ; 
And  where  to  live  ho  know  not — knew  not  how. 

The  wife  a  cottage  found,  and  thither  went 
The  suppliant  man,  but  she  wi)uld  not  relent : 
Thenceforth  she  utier'd  with  indignant  tone, 
"  I  leel  the  misery,  and  will  feel  alone." 
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He  would  turn  servant  for  her  sake — would  keep 

The  poorest  school— the  very  streets  would  sweep, 

To  show  his  love.      ''  It  was  already  shown. 

And  her  affliction  should  be  all  her  own  : 

His  wants  and  weakness  might  have  touch'd  her  heart, 

But  from  his  meanness  she  resolved  to  part." 

In  a  small  alley  was  she  lodged,  beside 
Its  humblest  poor,  and  at  the  view  she  cried — 
"  Welcome,  yes  !  let  me  welcome,  if  I  can, 
Tile  fortune  dealt  me  by  this  cruel  man  : 
Welcome  this  low  thatch'd  roof,  this  shatter'd  door. 
These  walls  of  clay,  this  miserable  floor  ; 
Welcome  my  envied  neighbours  ;  this  to  you 
Is  all  familiar — all  to  me  is  new  : 
You  have  no  hatred  to  the  loathsome  meal. 
Your  firmer  nerves  no  trembling  terrors  feel. 
Nor,  what  you  must  expose,  desire  j'ou  to  conceal ; 
What  your  coarse  feelings  bear  without  offence. 
Disgusts  my  taste  and  poisons  every  sense  : 
Daily  shall  I  your  sad  relations  hear 
Of  wanton  women  and  of  men  severe  ; 
There  will  dire  curses,  dreadfid  oaths  abound. 
And  vile  expressions  shock  me  and  confound  : 
Noise  of  dull  wheels,  and  songs  with  horrid  words. 
Will  be  the  music  that  this  lane  aflbrds  ; 
Mhth  that  disgiists,  and  quarrels  that  degrade 
The  human  mind,  must  my  retreat  invade  : 
Hard  is  my  fate  !  yet  easier  to  sustain. 
Than  to  aliide  with  guilt  and  fraud  again. 
A  grave  impostor  !     Who  expects  to  meet, 
In  such  grey  locks  and  gravity,  deceit  ? 
Where  the  sea  rages  and  the  billows  roar. 
Men  know  the  danger,  and  they  quit  the  shore  ; 
But,  be  there  nothing  in  the  way  descried. 
When  o'er  the  rocks  smooth  runs  the  wicked  tide — 
Sinking  unwarn'd.  they  execrate  the  shock 
Anrl  the  dread  peril  of  the  sunken  rock." 

A  frowning  world  had  now  the  man  to  dread. 
Taught  in  no  arts,  to  no  profession  bred  ; 
Pining  in  grief,  be.set  with  constant  care. 
Wandering  he  went,  to  rest  ho  knew  not  where. 

Meantime  the  wife — but  she  abjured  the  name — 
Endvn-ed  her  lot,  and  struggled  with  the  shame  ; 
When,  lo  I  an  uncle  on  the  motlicr's  side, 
In  nature  something,  as  in  blood  allied. 
Admired  her  firmness,  liis  protection  gave. 
And  show'd  a  kindness  she  disdain'd  to  crave. 

Frugal  and  ricli  the  man,  and  frugal  grew 
The  sister  mind  witiiout  a  selfish  view  ; 
And  further  still — the  temp'rate  pair  agreed 
With  what  they  saved  the  patient  poor  to  feed  : 
His  whole  estate,  when  to  the  grave  consign'd, 
Left  the  g<)o<l  kinsman  to  the  kindred  mind  ; 
Assured  that  law,  with  spell  secure  and  tight, 
2  D 
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Had  fix'd  it  as  her  own  peculiar  right. 

Now  to  her  ancient  residence  removed, 
She  lived  as  widow,  well  endowed  and  loved; 
Decent  her  table  was,  and  to  her  door 
Came  daily  welcomed  the  neglected  poor  : 
The  absent  sick  were  soothed  by  her  relief. 
As  her  free  bounty  sought  the  haunts  of  grief; 
A  plain  and  homely  charity  had  she. 
And  loved  the  objects  of  her  alms  to  see  ; 
With  her  own  hands  she  dress'd  the  savoury  meat. 
With  her  own  fingers  wrote  the  choice  receipt ; 
She  heard  all  tales  that  injured  wi^es  relate, 
And  took  a  double  interest  in  their  fate  ; 
But  of  all  husbands  not  a  wretch  was  known 
So  vile,  so  mean,  so  cruel,  as  her  own. 

This  bounteous  lady  kept  an  active  spy, 
To  search  th'  abodes  of  want,  and  to  supplj' ; 
The  gentle  S^isaii  served  the  liberal  dame — 
Unlike  their  notions,  yet  their  deeds  the  same  : 
No  practised  villain  could  a  victim  find 
Than  this  stern  lady  more  completely  blind  ; 
Nor  (if  detected  in  his  fraud)  could  meet 
One  less  disposed  to  pardon  a  deceit ; 
The  wrong  she  treasured,  and  on  no  pretence 
Received  th'  offender,  or  forgot  th'  offence  : 
But  the  kind  servant,  to  the  thrice-proved  knave 
A  fourth  time  listen'd  and  the  past  forgave. 

First  in  her  youth,  when  she  was  blithe  and  gay, 
Came  a  smooth  rogue,  and  stole  her  love  away  ; 
Then  to  another  and  another  flew. 
To  boast  the  wanton  mischief  he  could  do  : 
Yet  she  forgave  him,  though  so  great  her  pain, 
That  she  was  never  blithe  or  gay  again. 

Then  came  a  spoiler,  who,  with  villain  art 
Implored  her  hand  and  agonized  her  heart  ; 
He  seized  her  purse,  in  idle  waste  to  spend 
With  a  vile  wanton  whom  she  call'd  her  friend  ; 
Five  j'eara  she  suffer'd — he  had  revell'd  fi\e — 
Then  came  to  show  her  he  was  just  alive  ; 
Alone  he  came,  his  vile  comjianion  dead, 
And  he  a  wand'ring  paujier  wanting  bread  ; 
His  body  wasted,  wither'd  life  and  limb. 
When  this  kind  soul  became  a  slave  to  him  : 
Nay,  she  was  sure  that,  should  he  now  survive. 
No  better  husband  would  bo  left  alive  : 
For  liim  she  mourn'd,  and  then,  alone  and  poor, 
Sought  and  found  comfort  at  her  lady's  door  : 
Ten  years  she  served,  and  mercy  her  employ, 
Her  tasks  were  pleasure,  and  iier  duty  joy. 

Thus  lived  the  mistress  and  the  maid,  design'd 
Each  other's  aid — one  cautious,  and  both  kin<l  : 
Oft  at  their  window,  working,  they  would  sigh 
To  see  the  aged  and  the  sick  go  by  ; 
Iviko  wounded  bees,  that  at  their  home  arrive 
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Slowly  and  weak,  but  labouring  for  the  hive. 

Tho  busy  peojile  of  a  mason's  yard 
The  curious  lady  view'd  with  much  roccard  ; 
With  steady  motion  she  perceived  them  draw 
Through  blocks  of  stone  the  slowly-working  saw  ; 
It  gave  her  pleasure  and  surprise  to  sec 
Among  these  men  the  signs  of  revelry  : 
Cold  was  the  season,  and  confined  their  view. 
Tedious  their  tasks,  but  merry  wore  the  crew  ; 
There  she  beheld  an  aged  pauper  wait. 
Patient  and  still,  to  take  an  humble  freight ; 
Within  the  panniers,  on  an  ass  he  laid 
The  ponderous  grit,  and  for  the  portion  paid  ; 
This  he  re-sold,  and,  with  each  trifling  gift. 
Made  shift  to  live,  and  wretched  was  the  shift. 

Now  will  it  be  by  every  reader  told 
Who  was  this  humble  trader,  poor  and  old. — 
In  vain  an  author  would  a  name  suppress, 
From  the  le;ist  hint  a  reader  learns  to  g-uess  ; 
Of  children  lost,  our  novels  sometimes  treat, 
We  never  care— assured  again  to  meet : 
In  vain  the  writer  for  concealment  tries, 
We  trace  his  j)urpose  under  all  disguise  ; 
Nay,  though  he  tells  us  they  are  dead  and  gone, 
Of  whom  we  wot,  they  will  ap)>ear  anon  ; 
Our  favourites  tight,  arc  wounded,  hopeless  lie. 
Survive  they  cannot^nay,  they  cannot  die  ; 
Now,  as  these  tricks  anil  stratagems  are  known, 
Tis  best,  at  once,  tho  sim]]lo  truth  to  own. 

This  was  the  husband— in  an  Inuiihle  shod 
He  nightly  slept,  and  dailj^  sought  his  bread  : 
Once  for  relief  the  weary  man  applied— 
"  Your  wife  is  rich,"  the  angry  vestry  cried  : 
Alas  !  he  dared  not  to  his  wife  comi)lain. 
Feeling  her  wrongs,  and  fearing  her  disdain  ; 
By  various  methods  ho  had  tried  to  live. 
But  not  one  effort  would  subsistence  give  : 
Ho  was  an  usher  in  a  school,  till  noise 
Wade  him  less  able  than  the  weaker  boys  ; 
On  messages  he  went,  till  ho  in  vain 
Strove  names,  or  words,  or  meanings  to  retain  ; 
Kach  small  emjiloymeiit  in  each  neighbouring  town, 
By  turn  he  took,  to  lay  as  quickly  down  : 
For,  such  his  fate,  he  fail'd  in  all  he  plann'd. 
And  nothing  prosper'd  in  his  luckless  hand. 

At  his  old  home,  his  motive  half  suppre-ss'd. 
Ho  sought  no  more  for  riches,  but  for  rest : 
There  lived  tho  bounteous  wife,  and  at  her  gato 
He  saw  in  cheerful  groups  tho  needy  wait  ; 
"  Had  he  a  right  with  holder  hope  t'  ajiply  ?  " 
He  ask'd— was  anawer'd,  and  went  groaning  by  : 
For  some  remains  ol  spirit,  temper,  ])rido, 
Forl)ado  a  prayer  ho  know  would  he  denied. 

Thus  was  the  grieving  man,  with  burthcn'd  ass, 

')   1,  o 
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Seen  day  by  day  along  the  street  to  pass  : 

"  Who  is  he,  Susan — who  the  poor  old  man  ? 

Hs  never  calls — do  make  him,  if  j'ou  can." 

The  conscious  damsel  still  delay'd  to  speak. 

She  stopp'd  conlused,  and  had  her  words  to  seek  ; 

From  Susan's  fears  the  fact  her  mistress  knew. 

And  cried — "  The  wretch  !  what  scheme  has  he  in  view  ? 

Is  this  his  lot  ? — but  let  him,  let  him  feel — 

Who  wants  the  courage,  not  the  will,  to  steal." 

A  dreadful  winter  came,  each  day  severe. 
Misty  when  mild,  and  icy  cold  when  clear  ; 
And  still  the  humble  dealer  took  his  load. 
Returning  slow,  and  shivering  on  the  road  : 
The  lady,  still  relentless,  saw  him  come. 
And  said — "  I  wonder  has  the  wretch  a  home  ?  " 
"A  hut — a  hovel !  "     "  Then  his  fate  appears 
To  suit  his  crime." — "Yes  lady,  not  his  years  ; 
No  !  nor  his  sufferings — nor  that  form  decay'd." 
"Well,  let  the  parish  give  its  paupers  aid  ; 
You  must  the  vileness  of  his  acts  allow." 
"And  you,  dear  lady,  that  he  feels  it  now." 
"  When  such  dissemblers  on  their  deeds  reflect. 
Can  they  the  pity  they  refused  expect  ? 
He  that  doth  evil,  evil  shall  he  dread." 
"The  snow,"  quoth  Susan,  "falls  upon  his  bed — 
It  blows  beside  the  thatch,  it  melts  upon  his  head." 
"'Tis  weakness,  child,  for  grieving  gnilt  to  feel." 
"■  Yes,  but  he  never  sees  a  wholesome  meal ; 
Through  his  bare  dress  ajipears  his  shrivell'd  skin. 
And  ill  he  fares  without,  and  worse  within  : 
With  that  weak  body,  lame,  diseased,  and  slow. 
What  cold,  pain,  peril,  must  the  sufferer  know  !  " 
"  Think  on  his  crime." — "  Yes  sure  'twas  very  wrong  ; 
But  look  (God  bless  him  !)  how  he  gropes  .along." 
"  Brought  me  to  shame." — "  Oh!  yes,  I  know  it  all — 
What  cutting  blast !  and  he  can  scarcely  crawl  ; 
He  freezes  as  ho  moves — he  dies  if  he  should  fall : 
With  cruel  fierceness  drives  this  icy  sleet — 
And  must  a  Christian  perish  in  the  street. 
In  sight  of  Christians  '( — There  !  at  last,  he  lies  ; 
Nor  unsupjiortoil  can  he  ever  rise. 
He  cannot  live."     "But  is  ho  fit  to  die?" 
Here  Susan  softly  mutter'd  a  reply, 
liOok'd  round  the  room,  said  something  of  its  state, 
Dives  the  rich,  and  Lazanis  at  his  gate  ; 
And  then  aUnid — "  In  pitj'  do  behold 
The  man  alfrighten'd,  weeping,  trembling,  cold  : 
Oh  !  how  those  flakes  of  snow  their  entrance  win 
Through  the  poor  rags,  and  keep  tho  frost  within. 
His  vcrj'  heart  seems  frozen  as  he  goes. 
Leading  that  starved  companion  of  his  woes  : 
He  tried  to  pray — his  lips,  I  saw  them  move. 
And  he  so  turn'd  his  piteous  looks  above  ; 
But  the  fierce  wind  the  willing  heart  opposed, 
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And,  ere  he  spoke,  the  lips  in  misery  closed  : 
Poor  suffering-  object  !  yes,  for  ease  j'ou  pray'd, 
And  God  will  hear — He  only,  I'm  afraid." 

"Peace!  Susan,  peace  !  pain  ever  follows  sin." 
"Ah  !  then,"  thouj^ht  Susan,  "  when  will  ours  begin? 
When  reach'd  his  home,  to  what  a  cheerless  fire 
And  chilling  bed  will  those  cold  limbs  retire  ! 
Yet  ragged,  wretched  as  it  is,  that  bed 
Takes  half  the  space  of  his  contracted  shed  ; 
I  saw  the  thorns  beside  the  narrow  grate, 
With  straw  collected  in  a  putrid  state  : 
There  will  he,  kneeling,  strive  the  fire  to  raise, 
And  that  will  warm  him  rather  than  the  blaze : 
The  sullen,  smoky  blaze,  that  cannot  last 
One  moment  after  his  attempt  is  past ; 
And  I  so  warmly  and  so  purely  laid. 
To  sink  to  rest — indeed,  I  am  afraid." 
"  Know  you  his  conduct  ?" — "  Yes,  indeed,  I  know, 
And  how  he  wanders  in  the  wind  and  snow  ; 
Safe  in  our  rooms  the  threat'ning  storm  we  hear, 
But  he  feels  strongl3'  what  we  faintly  fear." 
"  Wilful  was  rich,  and  he  the  storm  defied  ; 
Wilful  is  poor,  and  must  the  storm  abide," 
Said  the  stern  lady  ;  "  'tis  in  vain  to  feel ; 
Go  and  prepare  the  chicken  for  our  meal." 

Susan  her  task  reluctantly  began, 
And  utter'd  as  she  went — "  The  poor  old  man  !  " 
But  while  her  soft  and  ever-j'ielding  heart 
Made  str(ing  protest  against  her  lady's  part, 
The  lady's  self  began  to  think  it  wrong 
To  feel  so  wrathful,  ami  resent  so  long. 

"  No  more  the  wretch  would  she  receive  again, 
No  more  behold  him — but  she  would  sustain  ; 
Great  his  offence,  and  evil  was  his  mind. 
But  he  had  suffer'd,  and  she  would  be  kind  : 
She  spurn'd  such  baseness,  and  she  found  within 
A  fair  aciiuittal  from  so  foul  a  sin  ; 
Yet  she  too  err'd,  and  niu.'ft  of  Heaven  exi^ect 
To  be  rejected,  him  should  she  reject." 

Susan  was  summon'd — "I'm  about  to  do 
A  fooli.sh  act,  in  part  seduced  by  you  ; 
Go  to  the  creature — .say  that  I  intend. 
Foe  to  his  sins,  to  bo  his  sorrow's  friend  : 
Take,  for  his  present  comforts,  food  and  wine. 
And  mark  his  feelings  at  this  act  of  mine  : 
Observe  if  shame  be  o'er  his  features  spread. 
By  his  own  victim  to  bo  soothed  and  fed  ; 
r.ut  this  inform  him,  that  it  is  not  love 
That  jirompts  my  heart,  that  duties  only  movo. 
Say,  that  no  merits  in  his  favour  i>lea(l. 
But  miseries  only,  ancl  his  abject  need  ; 
Nor  bring  mo  grov'llinLf  thanks,  nor  high-flown  proiso  ; 
I  would  liis  spirits,  nut  his  fancy  raise  : 
Give  him  no  hope  that  I  shall  over  moro 
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A  man  so  vilo  to  my  esteem  restore  ; 
But  warn  him,  rather,  that,  in  time  of  rest, 
His  crimes  be  all  remember'd  and  confess'd  : 
I  know  not  all  that  form  the  sinner's  debt, 
But  there  is  one  that  he  must  not  forg-ct." 

The  mind  of  Susan  prompted  her  with  speed 
To  act  her  part  in  every  courteous  deed  : 
All  that  was  kind  she  was  prepared  to  say, 
And  keep  the  lecture  for  a  future  day  ; 
When  he  had  all  life's  comforts  by  his  side, 
Pity  might  sleep,  and  good  advice  be  tried. 

This  done,  the  mistress  felt  disposed  to  look. 
As  self-approving,  on  a  piovis  book  ; 
Yet,  to  her  native  bias  still  inclined, 
She  felt  her  act  too  merciful  and  kind  ; 
But  when,  long  musing  on  the  chilling  seen© 
So  lately  past — the  frost  and  sleet  so  keen — 
The  man's  whole  misery  iu  a  single  view — 
Yes,  she  could  think  some  pity  was  his  due. 

Thus  fix'd,  she  heard  not  her  attendant  glide 
With  soft,  slow  step — till,  standing  by  her  side. 
The  trembling  servant  gasp'd  for  breath,  and  shed 
Relieving  tears,  then  utter'd,  "  He  is  dead  !  " 
"  Dead  !  "  said  the  startled  lady.—"  Yes,  he  fell 
Close  at  the  door  where  he  was  wont  to  dwell  ; 
There  his  sole  friend,  the  ass,  was  standing  by, 
Half  dead  himself,  to  see  his  master  die." 

"Expired  he  then,  good  heaven  !  for  want  of  food?" 
"  No  !  crusts  and  water  in  a  corner  stood  : 
To  have  this  plenty,  and  to  wait  so  long. 
And  to  be  right  too  late,  is  doubly  wrong  : 
Then,  every  day  to  sec  him  totter  by. 
And  to  forbear — Oh  !  whrtt  a  heart  had  I  !" 
"  Blame  me  not,  child  ;  I  tremble  at  the  news." 
"  'Tis  my  own  heart,"   said  Susan,  "  I  accuse : 
To  have  this  money  in  my  p\n-se — to  know 
What  grief  was  his,  and  what  to  grief  we  owe  ; 
To  see  him  often,  always  to  conceive 
How  he  must  pine  and  languish,  groan  and  grieve. 
And  every  day  in  oaso  and  peace  to  dine, 
And  rest  in  comfort — What  a  heart  is  mine  !  " 
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THE  Wx\.GER, 

Tis  thought,  your  deer  does  hold  you  ivt  a  bay. 

Tanning  0/  the  Skrcu\ 

I  choose  her  for  myself, 
If  slie  and  I  Iw  i>lea3ed,  what's  that  to  you  t—Ibid* 

Let's  each  one  send  to  his  wife. 
And  he  whose  wife  is  most  obedient 
Shall  win  the  wager.  Ibiil, 

Now,  by  the  world,  it  is  a  lusty  wench  ; 

I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did. — Jhittm 

Counter  and  Clubb  were  men  in  trade,  -whose  pain?. 

Credit,  and  prudence,  brought  them  constant  gains  ; 

Partners  and  punctual,  every  friend  a,n'reed 

Counter  and  Clubb  were  men  who  must  succeed. 

When  they  had  fix'd  some  little  time  in  life. 

Each  thought  of  taking  to  himself  a  wife  ; 

As  men  in  trade  alike,  as  men  in  love. 

They  seem'd  with  no  according  views  to  move  ; 

As  certain  ores  in  outward  view  the  same. 

They  show'd  their  difference  when  the  magnet  came. 

Counter  was  vain  :  with  spirits  strong  and  high, 

'Twas  not  in  him  like  suppliant  swain  to  sigh. 

"  His  wife  might  o'er  his  men  and  maids  preside, 

And  in  her  province  bo  a  judge  and  guide  ; 

But  what  he  thought,  or  did,  or  wish'd  to  do. 

She  must  not  know,  or  censure  if  slie  knew  ; 

At  home,  abroad,  by  day,  by  night,  if  he 

On  aught  determined,  so  it  was  to  be. 

How  is  a  man,"  he  asked,  "  for  business  fit. 

Who  to  a  female  can  his  will  submit  ? 

Absent  a  while,  lot  no  inquiring  eye 

Or  plainer  sj)eech  presume  to  question  why  : 

But  all  be  silent  ;  and,  when  seen  again, 

Let  all  be  cheerfid — s/iall  a  wife  complain  1 

Friends  I  invite,  and  who  shall  dare  t'  object, 

Or  look  on  them  with  coolness  or  neglect  ? 

No  !  I  must  ever  of  my  house  be  head. 

And,  thus  obey'd,  I  condescend  to  wed." 

Clubb  heard  the  speech — "My  friend  is  nice,"  said  ho, 
"A  wife  with  less  respect  will  do  for  mc  : 
How  is  he  certain  such  a  prize  to  gain  ? 
What  he  apjn'ovcs  a  lass  may  learn  to  feign. 
And  so  affect  t'  obey  till  she  begins  to  reign  ; 
Awhile  complying,  she  may  vary  then. 
And  be  as  wives  of  more  unwary  men  ; 
Beside,  to  him  who  plays  such  lordly  part, 
How  shall  a  tender  creature  yield  hei'  heart  ? 
Should  he  the  promised  confidence  refuse. 
She  may  another  more  confiding  chooiio  ; 


403  crabbe's  roEMs. 

May  show  her  anger,  yet  her  purpose  hide, 
And  wake  his  jealousy,  and  wound  his  pride. 
In  one  so  humbled,  who  can  trace  the  friend  ? 
I  on  an  equal,  not  a  slave,  depend  ; 
If  true,  my  confidence  is  wisely  placed, 
And  being  false,  she  only  is  disgraced." 

Clubb,  with  these  notions,  cast  his  eye  around  ; 
And  one  so  easy  soon  a  partner  found. 
The  lady  chosen  was  of  good  repute  ; 
Meekness  she  had  not,  and  was  seldom  mute ; 
Though  quick  to  anger,  still  she  loved  to  smile. 
And  would  be  calm  if  men  would  wait  awhile  : 
She  knew  her  duty,  and  she  loved  her  way, 
More  pleased  in  truth  to  govern  than  obey  ; 
She  heard  her  priest  with  reverence,  and  her  spouse 
As  one  who  felt  the  pressure  of  her  vows  ; 
Useful  and  civil,  all  her  friends  confess'd — 
Give  her  her  way,  and  she  would  choose  the  best ; 
-     Though  some  indeed,  a  sly  remark  would  make — 
GivQ  it  her  not,  and  she  would  choose  to  take. 

All  this,  when  Clubb  some  cheerful  months  had  spent. 
He  saw,  confess'd,  and  said  he  was  content. 

Counter  meantime  selected,  doubted,  weigh'd. 
And  then  brought  home  a  young  complying  maid  ; 
A  tender  creatui'e,  full  of  fears  as  charms, 
A  beauteous  niirsling  from  its  mother's  arms  ; 
A  soft,  sweet  blossom,  such  as  men  must  love. 
But  to  preserve  must  keep  it  in  the  stove  : 
She  had  a  mild,  subdued,  expiring  look — 
Raise  but  the  voice,  and  this  fair  creature  shook  ; 
Leave  her  alone,  she  felt  a  thousand  fears — 
Chide,  and  she  melted  into  floods  of  tears  ; 
Fondly  she  pleaded,  and  would  gently  sigh. 
For  very  pit}',  or  she  knew  not  why  ; 
One  wfiom  to  govern  none  could  be  afraid — 
Hold  up  the  finger,  this  meek  thing  obey'd  ; 
Her  happy  husband  had  the  easiest  task — ■ 
Say  but  his  will,  no  question  wouhl  she  ask  ; 
She  sought  no  reasons,  no  affairs  she  knew. 
Of  business  spoke  not,  and  had  nought  to  do. 

Oft  he  exclaim'd,  "  How  meek  !  how  mild  !  how  kind  ! 
With  her  'twere  cruel  but  to  seem  unkind  : 
Though  ever  silent  when  I  take  my  leave. 
It  pains  my  heart  to  think  how  hers  will  grieve  ; 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth  with  such  a  wife  to  dwell, 
I  am  in  raptures  to  have  sped  so  well ; 
But  let  mo  not,  my  friend,  your  envy  raise, 
No  !  on  my  life,  your  patience  has  my  praise." 

His  friend,  though  silent,  felt  the  scorn  implied — 
"  What  neecl  of  iiatlencc?  "  to  himself  he  cried  ; 
"  Better  a  woman  o'er  hor  house  to  rule, 
Than  a  poor  child  just  hurried  from  her  school  ; 
Wlio  has  no  care,  yet  never  lives  at  ease  ; 
Unfit  to  rulOj  and  indisposed  to  please. 
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What  if  he  gfoveni,  there  his  boast  should  end  : 
No  husband's  power  can  make  a  slave  his  friend." 

It  was  the  custom  of  these  friends  to  meet 
With  a  few  neighbours  in  a  neighbouring  street ; 
Where  Counter  ofttimes  would  occasion  seize 
To  move  his  silent  friend  by  words  like  those  : 
"  A  man,"  said  he,  "  if  govern'd  by  his  wife. 
Gives  up  his  rank  and  dignity  in  life  ; 
Now,  better  foto  befalls  my  friend  and  me." 
He  spoke,  and  look'd  th'  a]3proving  smile  to  see. 

The  quiet  partner,  when  he  chose  to  speak. 
Desired  his  friend  "  another  theme  to  seek  ; 
"Ulien  thus  the\'  met,  he  judged  that  state  affairs 
And  such  important  subjects  should  be  theirs  :" 
But  still  the  partner,  in  his  lighter  vein,_ 
Would  cause  in  Clubb  affliction  or  disdain  ; 
It  made  him  anxious  to  detect  the  cause 
Of  all  that  boasting : — "  Wants  my  friend  applause  ? 
This  plainly  jiroves  him  not  at  perfect  ease. 
For,  felt  he  i)leasure,  he  would  wish  to  please. 
These  triumphs  here  for  some  regrets  atone — 
]\Ien  who  are  blcss'd  let  other  men  alone." 
Thus  made  suspicious,  he  observed  and  saw 
His  friend  each  night  at  earlj'  hour  withdraw  ; 
He  sometimes  mention'd  Juliet's  tender  nerves, 
And  what  attention  such  a  wife  deserves  : 
'■In  this,"  thought  Clubb,  "full  sure  some  mystery  lies- 
He  laughs  at  me,  yet  he  with  much  complies. 
And  all  his  vaunts  of  bliss  are  proud  apologies." 

With  such  ideas  treasured  in  his  breast, 
lie  grew  composed,  and  let  his  anger  rest ; 
Till  Counter  once  (when  wine  so  long  went  round, 
That  friendship  and  discretion  both  were  drown'd) 
Began,  in  teasing  and  triumi)hant  mood. 
His  evening  banter  : — "  Of  all  earthly  good. 
The  best,"  he  said,  "was  an  obedient  sjjouse, 
Such  as  my  friend's — that  every  one  allows  : 
What  if  she  wishes  his  designs  to  know  ? 
It  is  because  she  would  her  praise  bestow  ; 
What  if  she  wills  that  he  remain  at  home  ? 
She  knows  that  mischief  may  from  travel  come. 
I,  who  am  free  to  venture  where  I  please. 
Have  no  sucli  kind  preventing  checks  as  these  ; 
But  mine  is  double  <luty,  first  to  gaiido 
Myself  aright,  then  rule  a  house  beside  ; 
While  this  our  friend,  more  happy  than  the  free, 
llcsigns  all  power,  and  laughs  at  liberty." 

"  liy  heaven  !  "  said  Clubb,  "  excuse  me  if  I  swear, 
I'll  bet  a  hundred  guineas,  if  ho  dare. 
That  uncoiitroli'd  I  will  such  freeiloms  take 
That  he  will  fear  to  ecpial — there's  my  stake." 

"  A  match  ! "  said  C<junter,  much  by  wine  inflamed  ; 
"  But  we  arc  friends — lot  smaller  stake  bo  named  : 
Wino  tor  our  future  mooting,  that  will  I 
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Take  and  no  more — what  peril  shall  we  try  ?  " 
"Let's  to  Newmarket,"  Clubb  replied  ;  "  or  choose 
Yourself  the  place,  and  what  you  like  to  lose  : 
And  he  who  first  returns,  or  fears  to  go, 
Forfeits  his  cash." — Said  Counter,  "  Be  it  so." 

The  friends  around  them  saw  with  much  delight 
The  social  wai-,  and  hail'd  the  pleasant  night : 
Nor  would  they  further  hear  the  cause  discuss' d. 
Afraid  the  recreant  heart  of  Clubb  to  tnist. 
Now  sober  thoughts  return'd  as  each  withdi'ew. 
And  of  the  subject  took  a  serious  view  : 

"  'Twas  wrong,"  thought  Counter,  "  and  will  grieve  my  love," 
'"Twas  wrong,"  thought  Clubb,  "  my  wife  will  not  approve  : 
But  fiiends  were  present ;  I  must  try  the  thing. 
Or  with  my  folly  half  the  town  will  ring." 

He  sovight  his  lady — "  Madam,  I'm  to  blame. 
But  was  reproach' d,  and  could  not  bear  the  shame  ; 
Here  in  my  folly— for  'tis  best  to  say 
The  very  truth — I've  swoni  to  ha^■e  my  way  ; 
To  that  Newmarket — though  I  hate  the  place, 
And  have  no  taste  or  talents  for  a  race. 
Yet  so  it  is — well,  now  prepare  to  chide) — ■ 
I  laid  a  wager  that  I  dared  to  ride  : 
And  I  must  go  :  by  heaven,  if  you  resist, 
I  -shall  be  scorn'd,  and  ridiculed,  and  hiss'd  ; 
Let  me  with  grace  before  my  friends  appear. 
You  know  the  truth,  and  must  not  be  severe  : 
He  too  must  go,  but  that  he  will  of  course  : 
Do  j'ou  consent? — I  never  think  of  force." 

"  You  never  need,"  the  worthy  dame  replied  ; 
"  The  husband's  honour  is  the  woman's  pride ; 
If  I  in  trifles  be  the  wilful  wife, 
Still  for  your  credit  I  would  lose  my  life. 
Go  !  and  when  fix'd  the  day  of  your  return, 
Stay  longer  yet,  and  let  the  blockheads  learn 
That  though  a  wife  may  sometimes  wish  to  rule, 
She  would  not  make  th'  indulgent  man  a  fool ; 
I  would  at  times  advise— but  idle  they 
Who  think  th'  assenting  husband  w.ust  obey." 

The  happy  man,  who  thought  his  lady  right 
In  other  cases,  was  assured  to-night ; 
Then  for  the  day  with  jn-oud  delight  prepared, 
To  .show  his  doubting  friends  how  much  he  dared. 
Counter — who  grieving  sought  his  bed,  his  rest 
Broken  by  pictures  of  his  lovo  distress' d — 
With  soft  and  winning  speech  the  fair  prepared  : 
"  She  all  his  coiuicils,  comforts,  pleasures  .shared  : 
She  was  assured  he  loved  her  from  his  soul, 
She  never  knew  and  need  not  fear  control  ; 
But  so  it  happen'd — he  was  grieved  at  heart 
It  happen'd  so,  that  they  awhile  must  part — 
A  little  time — the  distance  was  but  short. 
And  business  call'd  him — ho  despised  the  sport ; 
But  to  Newmarket  he  engaged  to  ride 


TALE  XVm.— THE  WAGER.  411 

With  his  friend  Clubb  :"  and  there  he  stopp'd  and  sigh'd. 

Awliile  tl>e  tender  creature  look'd  dismay'd, 
Then  floods  of  tears  tlie  call  of  y;vM  obej'd  ; — 

"  She  an  objection  !     No  !  "  she  sobb'd,  not  one  : 
Her  work  was  finish'd,  and  her  race  was  nm  ; 
For  die  she  must — indeed  she  would  not  live 
A  week  alone,  for  all  the  world  could  give  ; 
He  too  nnist  die  in  that  same  wicked  place  ; 
It  always  happen'd — was  a  common  case  ; 
Among  those  horrid  horses,  jockeys,  crowds, 
'Twas  certain  death— they  might  bespeak  their  shrouds  ; 
He  would  attempt  a  race,  be  sure  to  tall — 
And  she  expire  with  terror — that  was  all  ; 
With  love  like  hers  she  was  indeed  unfit 
To  bear  such  horrors,  hut  she  must  submit." 

"  But  for  three  days,  my  love,  three  days  at  most." 

"  Enough  for  me  ;  I  then  shall  be  a  ghost." 
"  My  honour's  pledged  ! "— "  Oh  !  yes,  my  dearest  life, 
I  know  your  honour  must  outweigh  your  wife  ; 
But  ere  this  absence  have  you  sought  a  friend  t 
I  shall  be  dead — on  whom  can  you  depend  .< 
Let  me  one  favour  of  your  kin<lness  crave. 
Grant  me  the  stone  I  raention'd  for  my  grave." 
"  Nay,  love,  attend — why,  bless  my  soul — I  say 

I  will  return — there — weep  no  longer— nay  !  " 

"  Well  !   I  obey,  and  to  the  last  am  true. 

But  spirits  fail  me  ;  I  must  die  ;  adieu  !  " 

"  What,  madam,  must  ?— 'tis  wrong— I'm  angry— zounds  ! 

Can  I  remain  and  lose  a  thousand  pounds  ?" 
"Go  then,  my  love  !  it  is  a  monstrous  sum, 

Worth  twenty  wives — go,  love  !  and  I  am  dumb  ; 

Kor  be  displeased — had  I  the  power  to  live. 

You  might  be  angry,  now  you  uiust  forgive  : 

Alas  !  1  faint— ah  !  cruel — there's  no  need 

Of  wounds  or  fevers — this  has  done  the  deed." 
The  lady  fainted,  and  the  husband  sent 

For  every  aid — for  every  comfort  went ; 

Strong  terror  seized  him  :  "  Oh  !  she  loved  so  well. 

And  who  th'  eflect  of  tenderness  could  tell  '!■  " 
She  now  recover'd,  and  again  began 

With  accent  (lucrulous — "  Ah  !  cruel  man  !  " 

Till  the  sad  husband,  conscience-struck,  confess' d, 

'Twas  very  wicked  with  his  friend  to  jest ; 

For  now  he  saw  that  tlioso  who  were  obey'd. 

Could,  like  the  most  subservient,  feel  afraid  : 

And  tliough  a  wife  might  not  dispute  the  will 

Of  her  liege  lord,  she  C(juld  prevent  it  still. 

The  morning  came,  and  Clubb  iireparcd  to  rido 

With  a  smart  boy,  his  servant,  and  his  guide  ; 

When,  ere  he  mounted  on  the  ready  steed. 

Arrived  a  letter,  and  he  stopp'd  to  read. 

"  My  friend,"  he  road,  "  our  joiirney  I  decline, 

A  heart  too  tender  for  such  strife  is  mine  ; 

Yours  is  the  triumph,  bo  you  so  inclined  ; 
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But  you  are  too  considerate  and  kind  : 

In  tender  pity  to  my  Juliet's  feai's 

I  tiius  relent,  o'ercome  by  love  and  tears  ; 

She  knows  your  kindness  ;  I  have  heard  her  say, 

A  man  like  j'ou  'tis  pleasure  to  obey  : 

Each  faithful  wife,  like  ours,  must  disapprove 

Such  dangerous  trifling  with  connul^ial  love  ; 

What  has  the  idle  world,  my  friend,  to  do 

With  our  affairs  ?  they  envy  me  and  you  : 

What  if  I  could  my  gentle  spouse  command — 

Is  that  a  cause  I  should  her  tears  withstand  ? 

And  what  if  j'ou,  a  friend  of  peace  submit 

To  one  you  love — is  that  a  theme  for  wit  ? 

'Twas  wrong,  and  I  shall  henceforth  judge  it  weak 

Both  of  submission  and  control  to  speak  : 

Be  it  agreed  that  ail  contention  cease. 

And  no  such  follies  vox  our  future  peace  ; 

Let  each  keep  guard  against  domestic  strife, 

And  find  nor  slave  nor  tyrant  in  his  wife." 

"  Agreed,"  said  Clubb,  "with  all  my  .soul  agreed  ;"— 
And  to  the  boy,  delighted,  gave  his  steed. 
"I  think  my  friend  has  well  his  mind  express'd, 
And  I  assent ;  such  things  are  not  a  jest." 
"  True,"  said  the  wife,  "  no  longer  he  ean  hide 
The  truth  that  pains  nim  by  his  wounded  pride  : 
Your  friend  has  found  it  not  an  easy  thing. 
Beneath  his  3'oke  this  yielding  soul  to  bring  : 
These  weeping  willows,  though  they  seem  inclined 
By  every  breeze,  yet  not  the  strongest  wind 
t:an  from  their  Ijent  divei-t  this  weak  but  stubborn  kind  ; 
Drooping  they  seek  your  pity  to  excite. 
But  'tis  at  once  their  nature  and  delight ; 
Such  women  feel  not ;  while  they  sigh  and  weep, 
'Tis  but  their  habit — their  affections  sleep  ; 
They  are  like  ice  that  in  the  hand  we  hold, 
So  very  melting,  yet  so  very  cold  ; 
On  such  affection  lot  not  m;in  relj', 
The  husbands  suffer,  and  the  ladies  sigh  : 
But  your  friend's  offer  let  us  kindly  take. 
And  spare  his  pride  for  his  vexation's  sake  ; 
For  he  has  found,  and  through  his  life  will  find, 
'Tis  easiest  dealing  with  the  firmest  mind — 
More  just  when  it  resists,  and,  when  it  yields  more  kind." 


TALE  XIX.— THE  CONVERT.  413 


TALE  XIX. 

THE  CONVERT. 

A  tapster  is  a  good  tratlo  :  an  old  cloak  makes  a  new  jerkin  ;  a  withered  ser^-ingman  a 
fresh  tapster.— J/err»  Wives  of  Windsor. 

A  fellow,  sir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  about  with  my  troll-my-dames.—  Wivter't  Talc. 

I  myself,  sometimes  leaving  the  fear  of  Heaven  on  the  left  hand,  and  hiding  mine 
honoui-  in  my  necesrity,  am  fain  to  shuffle,  to  hedge,  and  to  lurch. 

Merry  Wives  of  Windsor. 

Yea,  at  that  very  moment. 
Consideration  like  an  augel  came. 
And  whipp'd  th'  offending  Adam  out  ottam.— Henry  1 . 

I  have  lived  long  enongh  :  my  way  of  life 
Is  lall'u  into  the  sear,  the  yellow  leaf ; 
And  that  which  should  accompany  old  age. 
As  honour,  love,  ohcdience,  troops  of  friends, 
I  must  not  look  to  have.  Macbeth. 

Some  to  our  hero  have  a  hero's  name 
Denied,  because  no  father's  he  could  claim  ; 
Nor  could  his  mother  with  precision  state 
A  full  foir  claim  to  her  certificate  ; 
On  her  own  word  the  marriage  must  depend — 
A  point  she  was  not  eager  to  defend  : 
But  who  without  a  father's  name  can  raise 
His  own  so  high,  deserves  the  greater  praise  : 
The  less  advantage  to  the  strife  he  brought, 
The  greater  wonders  has  his  prowess  wrought ; 
He  who  depends  upon  his  wind  and  limbs, 
Needs  neither  cork  nor  bladder  v.hen  he  swims  ; 
Nor  will  by  empty  breath  be  piift'd  along. 
As  not  himself,  but  in  his  helpers,  strong. 

Suffice  it  then,  our  hero's  name  was  clear. 
For  call  Jolui  Dighton,  and  he  an.swer'd  "  Here.' 
But  who  that  name  in  early  life  assign'd 
He  never  found — he  never  tried  to  find  : 
Whether  his  kindred  were  to  John  disgrace. 
Or  John  to  them,  is  a  disputed  case  ; 
His  infant  state  owed  nothing  to  their  care — 
His  mind  neglected,  and  his  body  bare  ; 
All  his  success  must  on  himself  depend. 
He  had  no  money,  counsel,  guide,  or  friend  ; 
But  in  a  market-town  an  active  boy 
Appear'd,  and  sought  in  various  ways  employ  ; 
VVho  soon,  thus  cast  upon  the  world,  began 
To  show  the  talents  of  a  thriving  man. 

With  spirit  high  John  Icarn'd  tlio  world  to  brave. 
And  in  Vjoth  senses  was  a  ready  knave  ; 
Knave  as  of  old,  obedient,  keen,  and  quick. 
Knave  as  at  present,  skill'd  to  shift  and  trick  ; 
Some  humble  part  of  many  trades  ho  cauglit. 
He  for  t!ie  builder  and  the  painter  wrought ; 
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For  serving-maids  on  secret  errands  ran, 

The  waiter's  helper,  and  the  ostler's  man  ; 

And  when  he  chanced  (oft  chanced  he)  place  to  lose, 

His  varying  genius  shone  in  blacking  shoes  ; 

A  midnight  fisher  by  the  pond  he  stood, 

Assistant  jjoachor,  he  o'erlook'd  the  wood  ; 

At  an  election  John's  impartial  mind 

Was  to  no  cause  nor  candidate  confined  ; 

To  all  in  turn  he  full  allegiance  swore, 

And  in  his  hat  the  various  badges  bore  ; 

His  liberal  soul  with  every  sect  agreed, 

Unheard  their  reasons,  he  received  their  creed  ; 

At  church  he  deign'd  the  organ-pipes  to  fill, 

And  at  the  meeting  sang  both  loud  and  shrill  ; 

But  the  full  purse  these  different  merits  gaiu'd. 

By  strong  demands  his  lively  passions  draiu'd  ; 

Liquors  he  loved  of  each  infiaming  kind. 

To  midnight  revels  flew  with  ardent  mind  ; 

Too  warm  at  cards,  a  losing  game  he  play'd, 

To  fleecing  beauty  his  attention  paid  ; 

His  boilmg  passions  were  by  oaths  exprcss'd, 

And  lies  he  made  his  profit  and  his  jest. 

Such  was  the  boy,  and  such  the  man  had  been/ 
But  fate  or  happier  fortune  changed  the  scene  ; 
A  fever  seized  him,  "  He  should  surely  die  — " 
He  fear'd,  and  lo  !  a  friend  was  praying  by  ; 
With  terror  moved,  this  teacher  he  addrcss'd, 
And  all  the  erroi-s  of  his  youth  confess'd  ; 
The  good  man  kindly  clear'd  the  sinner's  way 
To  lively  hope,  and  counsell'd  liim  to  pray  ; 
Who  then  resolved,  should  ho  from  sickness  rise. 
To  quit  cards,  liquors,  poaching,  oaths,  and  lies  : 
His  health  restored,  he  yet  resolved  and  grow 
True  to  his  masters,  to  tlieir  meeting  true  ; 
His  old  companions  at  his  solier  face 
Laugh'd  loud,  while  he,  attesting  it  was  grace. 
With  tears  besought  them  all  his  calling  to  embrace  ; 
To  his  new  friends  such  convert  gave  ai)plause, 
Life  to  their  zeal,  and  glory  to  their  cause  ; 
Though  terror  wrought  the  mighty  change,  yet  strong 
Was  the  impression,  and  it  lasted  long  ; 
John  at  the  lectures  due  attendance  paid, 
A  convert  meek,  obedient,  and  afraid  ; 
His  manners  strict,  though  form'd  on  fear  alono, 
Pleased  the  grave  friends,  nor  less  his  solemn  tone. 
The  lengthen'd  face  of  care,  the  low  and  inward  groan  ; 
The  stern  good  men  exulted  when  they  saw 
Those  timid  looks  of  penitence  and  awe  ; 
Nor  thought  that  one  so  passive,  liumble,  meek, 
Had  j'et  a  creed  and  principles  to  seek. 

The  faith  th.at  lleason  finds,  confirms,  avows, 
The  ho])CS,  the  views,  the  comforts  she  allows — 
These  were  not  his,  who  by  his  feelings  found, 
And  by  them  only,  that  his  faith  was  sound  ; 
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Feelings  of  terror  these,  for  evil  past. 
Feelings  of  hope  to  he  received  at  last ; 
Now  weak,  now  lively,  changing  with  the  day — 
These  were  his  feelings— and  he  felt  his  way. 

Sprung  from  such  source.?,  will  this  faith  remain 
While  these  supporters  can  their  strength  retain  ; 
As  heaviest  weights  the  deepest  rivers  pass. 
While  icy  chains  fast  bind  the  solid  mass  ; 
So,  born  of  feeHngs,  faith  remains  secure. 
Long  as  their  firmness  and  their  strength  endure  ; 
But  when  the  waters  in  their  channel  glide, 
A  bridge  must  bear  us  o'er  the  threat'ning  tide  ; 
Such  bridge  is  Keason,  and  there  Faith  i-elies, 
Whether  the  varying  sjiirits  fall  or  rise. 

His  patrons,  still  disposed  their  aid  to  lend, 
Behind  a  counter  placed  their  humble  friend. 
Where  pens  and  paper  were  on  shelves  display'd, 
And  pious  pamj)hlets  on  the  windows  laid  : 
By  nature  active,  and  from  vice  restrain'd. 
Increasing  trade  his  bolder  views  sustain'd  ; 
His  friends  and  teachers,  finding  so  much  zeal 
In  that  young  convert  whom  they  taught  to  feel, 
His  trade  encouraged,  and  were  pleased  to  find 
A  hand  so  ready,  with  such  humble  mind. 

And  now.  his  health  restored,  his  spirits  eased. 
He  wisli'd  to  mairy,  if  the  teachers  pleased. 
They,  not  unwilling,  from  the  virgin  class 
Took  him  a  comely  and  a  courteous  lass  ; 
Simple  and  civil,  loving  and  beloved. 
She  long  a  fond  and  faithful  [fartner  proved  ; 
In  every  year  the  elders  and  the  priest 
Were  duly  summon'd  to  a  christening  feast  ; 
Nor  came  a  babe,  but  by  his  growing  trade 
John  had  provision  for  the  coming  made  ; 
For  friends  and  strangers  all  were  pleased  to  deal 
With  one  whose  care  was  equal  to  his  zeal. 

In  human  friondsliips,  it  compels  a  sigh 
To  think  what  trifles  will  di.ssohe  the  tie. 
John,  now  become  a  master  of  his  trade. 
Perceived  how  much  improvement  might  be  made  ; 
And  as  this  prospect  opeu'd  to  his  view, 
A  certain  portion  of  his  zeal  withdrew  ; 
His  fear  abated — "  What  had  he  to  fear— 
His  profits  certain  and  his  conscience  clear?" 
Above  his  door  a  boai-d  was  placed  by  John, 
And  "  Dighton,  Stationer,"  was  gilt  thereon  ; 
His  win<low  next,  enlarged  to  twice  the  size. 
Shone  with  such  trinkets  as  the  simple  jirizo  ; 
While  in  the  shop,  with  pious  works,  were  seen 
The  last  new  play,  review,  or  m;igazine  : 
In  orders  jiunctual,  he  observed — "  Tlio  books 
He  never  read,  and  could  he  jnclgo  their  looks  ? 
Readers  and  critics  should  thoir  merits  try, 
He  had  no  olfico  but  to  sell  and  buy  ; 
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Like  other  traders,  profit  was  bis  care  ; 
Of  what  tlioy  print,  the  authors  must  beware." 
He  hekl  his  patrons  and  his  teachers  dear, 
But  with  his  trade  they  must  not  intorlere. 

'Twas  certain  now  tliat  John  had  lost  the  dread 
And  pious  thoughts  that  once  such  terrors  bred  ; 
His  habits  varied,  and  he  more  inclined 
To  the  vain  world,  which  ho  had  hall  resigvi'd  ; 
He  had  moreover  in  his  brethren  seen, 
Or  he  imagined,  craft,  conceit,  and  spleen  : 
"  They  are  but  men,"  said  John,  "  and  shall  I  then 
Fear  man's  control,  or  stand  in  awe  of  men  ? 
'Tis  their  advice  (their  Convert's  rule  and  law). 
And  good  it  is — I  will  not  stand  in  awe." 

IMorcover  Dighton,  though  ho  thought  oi  books 
As  one  who  cliicHy  on  the  title  looks. 
Yet  sometimes  pondcr'd  o'er  a  page  to  find, 
When  vex'd  with  cares,  amusement  for  his  mind  ; 
And  by  degrees  that  mind  had  treasured  much 
From  works  his  teachers  were  afraid  to  touch  : 
Satiric  novels,  poets  bold  and  free, 
And  what  their  writers  term  philosophy  ; 
All  these  were  read,  and  ho  began  to  feel 
Some  self-approval  on  his  bosom  steal. 
Wisdom  creates  humility,  but  he 
Who  thus  collects  it  will  not  humble  be  • 
No  longer  John  was  fill'd  with  pure  delight 
And  humble  reverence  in  a  pastor's  sight ; 
Who,  like  a  g7-ateful  zealot,  listening  stood. 
To  hear  a  man  so  friendly  and  so  good  : 
But  felt  the  dignity  of  one  who  made 
Himself  important  by  a  thriving  trade  : 
And  growing  pride  in  Dighton's  mind  was  bred 
By  the  strange  food  on  which  it  coarsely  ted. 

Their  brother's  fall  the  grieving  brethren  heard — 
The  pride  indeed  to  all  around  ajipcar'd  ; 
The  world,  his  friends  agreed,  hail  won  the  soul 
From  its  best  hojies,  the  man  from  their  contrcil. 
To  make  him  humble,  and  confine  his  views 
Within  their  bounds,  and  books  which  they  peruse, 
A  dci)utation  iVom  these  friends  select 
Might  reason  with  him  to  some  good  effect ; 
Arm'd  with  iuithority,  and  led  by  love, 
They  might  those  lollies  fi-om  his  mind  remove. 
Deciding  thus,  and  with  this  kind  intent, 
A  chosen  body  with  its  speaker  went. 

"  John,"  said  the  teacher,  "John,  with  great  concern 
We  see  thy  frailty,  and  thy  fate  discern — ■ 
Satan  with  toils  thy  simple  so\d  beset, 
And  thou  art  careless  slumbering  in  the  net : 
Unmindful  art  thou  of  thy  early  vow  ; 
Who  at  tho  morning  meeting  seas  thee  now  ? 
Who  at  the  evening  I  '  Wliere  is  brother  John  ?' 
We  ask  ; — are  answer' d,  '  To  the  tavern  gone.' 
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Thee  on  the  Sabbath  seldom  we  behold  ; 
Thou  canst  not  sin.? — thou'rt  nursing  for  a  coM  : 
This  from  the  churchmen  thou  hast  learu'd,  for  they 
Have  colds  and  fevers  on  the  Sabbath-day ; 
When  in  some  snug  warm  room  they  sit,  and  pen 
Bills  from  their  ledgers — world-entangled  nitn. 

"  See  with  what  pride  thou  hast  enlarged  thy  shop  ; 
To  view  thy  tempting  stores  the  heedless  stop. 
By  what  strange  names  dost  thou  these  baubles  know. 
Which  wantons  wear,  to  make  a  sinful  show  ? 
Hast  thou  in  view  these  idle  volumes  placed 
To  be  the  pander  of  a  vicious  taste  ? 
What's  here  !  a  book  of  dances  !  you  advance 
In  goodly  knowledge — John,  wilt  learn  to  dance  ? 
How  !  '  G'o,'  it  says,  and  '  to  the  Devil  go  ! 
'  A  ml  shahe  tlaiself  I     I  treml de — but  'tis  so. 
Wretch  as  thou  art,  what  answer  canst  thou  make  ? 
Oh  !  without  question  tUoii  wilt  go  and  shake. 
What's  here?  '  The  School  for  Scandal' — pretty  schools  ! 
Well,  and  art  thou  proficient  in  the  rules  ? 
Art  thou  a  pupil  ?     Is  it  thy  design 
To  make  our  names  contemptible  as  thine  ? 
'  Old  iVick,  a  Novel  /'  oh  !  'tis  mighty  well — 
A  fool  has  courage  when  he  laughs  at  hell ; 
'  Frolic  and  Fun  ;'  the  '  Humours  of  Tim  Grin  ;' 
Why,  John,  thou  grow'st  facetious  in  thy  sin  ; 
And  what  ? — '  The  A  rch deaco n's  Charge  ! ' — 'tis  mighty  well — 
If  Satan  jiublish'd,  thou  wouldst  doubtless  sell : 
Jests,  novels,  dances,  and  this  precious  .stuh 
To  crowTi  thy  folly — we  have  seen  enough  ; 
We  find  thee  fitted  for  each  evil  work  : 
Do  print  the  Koran  and  become  a  Turk. 

"  John,  thou  art  lost ;  success  and  worldly  pride 
O'er  all  thy  thoughts  and  purposes  preside, 
Have  bound  thee  fast,  and  drawn  thee  far  aside  : 
Yet  turn  ;  these  sin-traps  from  thy  shop  expel. 
Repent  and  pray,  and  all  may  yet  be  well. 

"  And  here  thy  wife,  thy  Dorothy  behold, 
How  fashion's  wanton  robes  her  form  enfold  ! 
Can  grace,  can  goodness  with  such  trappings  dwell  1 
John,  thou  hast  made  thy  wife  a  Jezebel : 
See  !  on  her  bosom  rests  the  sign  of  sin, 
1'lie  glaring  proof  of  naughty  thoughts  within  : 
What  !  'tis  a  cross  :  come  hither — as  a  friend, 
Thus  from  thy  neck  the  shameful  badge  I  rend." 

"  Rend,  if  you  dare  !"  said  Dighton  ;  "you  shall  find 
A  man  of  S[)irit,  though  to  peace  inclined  j 
Call  mo  ungrateful  !  have  1  nyt  my  pay 
At  all  times  ready  for  the  expectetl  day? 
Vo  share  my  plenteous  board  you  deign  to  come, 
]\Iyself  your  puj)il,  and  my  house  your  home  : 
And  shall  the  jiersons  who  my  meat  enjoy 
Talk  of  my  faults,  and  treat  me  tis  a  boy  ? 
Have  you  not  told  how  Rome's  insulting  priests 
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Led  their  meek  laymen  like  a  herd  of  beasts  ; 
And  by  their  fleecing  and  their  forgery  made 
Their  holy  calling  an  accursed  trade  ? 
Can  j'ou  such  acts  and  insolence  condemn, 
Who  to  your  utmost  power  resemble  them  ? 

"  Concerns  it  you  what  books  I  set-for  sale  ? 
The  tale  perchance  may  be  a  virtuous  talc  ; 
And  for  the  rest,  'tis  neither  wise  nor  just 
In  you,  who  read  not,  to  condemn  on  trust ; 
Why  should  th'  Archdeacon's  Charge  your  spleen  excite? 
He,  or  perchance  th'  Archbishop,  may  be  right, 

"  That  from  your  meetings  I  refrain  is  true  : 
I  meet  with  nothing  pleasant — nothing  now  ; 
But  the  same  prt)ots,  that  not  one  text  explain, 
And  the  same  lights,  where  all  things  dark  remain  ; 
I  tliought  j'ou  saints  on  earth — but  I  have  found 
Some  sins  among  j'ou,  and  the  best  unsound  : 
You  have  your  failings  like  the  crowds  below. 
And  at  your  pleasure  hot  and  cold  can  blow  : 
When  I  at  first  j^our  grave  deportment  saw 
(I  own  ni}^  folly),  I  was  fill'd  with  a:ve  ; 
You  spoke  so  warmly,  and  it  seem'd  so  well, 
I  should  have  thought  it  treason  to  rebel. 
Is  it  a  wonder  that  a  man  like  mo 
Should  such  ])eriection  in  such  teachers  see — 
Nay.  should  conceive  3'(m  sent  from  heaven  to  bravo 
The  host  of  sin,  and  sinful  souls  to  save  ? 
But  as  our  reason  wakes,  our  prospects  clear, 
And  failings,  flaws,  and  blemishes  appear. 

"  When  you  were  mounted  in  j-our  rostrum  high, 
We  shrank  beneath  yo<ir  tone,  j'our  frown,  your  eye  : 
Then  you  beheld  us  abject,  lallen,  low, 
And  felt  your  glory  fi'om  our  baseness  grow  ; 
Touch'd  hj  your  words,  I  trembled  like  the  rest, 
And  my  own  vileness  and  your  power  confess'd  : 
These,  I  exclaim'd,  are  men  divine,  and  gazed 
On  him  who  taught,  delighted  and  amazed  ; 
Glad  when  he  tinish'd,  if  by  chance  he  cast 
One  look  on  such  a  sinner  as  ho  pas.s'd. 

"  But  when  I  vicw'd  you  in  a  clearer  light. 
And  saw  the  frail  and  carnal  appetite  ; 
When  at  his  hiunble  prayer,  you  deigii'd  to  eat, 
Saints  as  you  are,  a  civil  sinner's  meat  ; 
When,  as  you  sat  contented  and  at  ease, 
NiV)bling  at  leisin-e  on  the  ducks  and  pease, 
And,  pleased  some  comforts  in  such  place  to  find, 
You  could  descend  to  bo  a  little  kind  ; 
And  gave  us  hojie  in  heaven  there  might  bo  room 
For  a  tew  souls  lieside  your  own  to  come  ; 
While  tills  world's  good  engaged  j^our  carnal  view, 
And  like  a  sinner  you  enjoy  d  it  too  ; 
All  this  perceiving,  can  you  think  it  strange 
That  change  in  you  should  work  an  oqua!  change  ?" 

''  Wretch  th.at  tliou  art  I"  an  elder  cried,  "and  gouo 
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For  everlasting  !" — "  Go  thyself,"  said  John  ; 
"  Depart  this  instant,  let  me  hear  no  more  ; 
My  house  my  castle  is,  and  that  my  door." 

The  hint  thej'  took,  and  from  the  door  withdrew. 
And  John  to  meeting  bade  a  long  adieu  ; 
Attach'd  to  business,  he  in  time  became 
A  wealthy  man  of  no  inferior  name. 
It  seem'd,  alas  !  in  John's  deluded  sight. 
That  all  was  wrong,  because  not  all  was  right : 
And  when  he  found  his  teachers  had  their  stains. 
Resentment  and  not  reason  broke  his  chains  : 
Thus  on  his  feelings  he  again  relied, 
And  never  look'd  to  reason  for  his  guide  : 
Could  he  have  wisely  view'd  the  frailty  shown, 
And  rightly  weigh' d  their  wanderings  and  his  own, 
He  might  have  known  that  men  may  be  sincere, 
Though  gay,  and  feasting  on  the  savoury  cheer  ; 
That  doctrines  sound  and  sober  they  may  teach. 
Who  love  to  eat  with  all  the  glee  they  preach  ; 
Nay!  who  believe  the  duck,  the  grape,  the  pine, 
Were  not  intended  for  the  dog  and  swine  : 
But  Dighton's  hasty  mind  on  every  theme 
lian  from  the  truth,  and  rested  in  th'  extreme ; 
Flaws  in  his  friends  he  found,  and  then  withdrew 
(Vain  of  his  knowledge)  from  their  virtues  too. 
feest  of  his  books  he  loved  the  libeial  kind, 
That,  if  they  improve  not,  still  enlarge  the  mind  ; 
And  found  himself,  with  such  advisers,  free 
From  a  fix'd  creed,  as  mind  enlarged  could  be. 
His  humble  wife  at  these  opinions  sigh'd. 
But  her  he  never  heeded  till  she  died  : 
He  then  assented  to  a  last  request. 
And  by  the  meeting-window  let  her  rest ; 
And  on  lier  stone  the  sacred  text  was  seen, 
Whicli  had  her  comfort  in  departing  been. 

Dighton  with  joj'  beheld  his  trade  adv.ance. 
Yet  seldom  publish'd,  loth  to  trust  to  chance  : 
Then  wed  a  doctor's  si.stcr — poor  indeed. 
But  skill'd  in  works  her  husband  could  not  read  ; 
Who,  if  he  wish'd  new  wa)'s  of  wealth  to  seek. 
Could  make  her  half-crown  jiamphlet  in  a  week: 
This  he  rejected,  though  vi'itho\it  ilisdain. 
And  cho.se  the  old  and  certain  way  to  gain. 

Thus  he  proceeded  :  trade  increased  the  while. 
And  fortvmc  woo'd  him  with  perpetual  smile  : 
On  earlj'  scenes  he  .sometimes  cast  a  thought. 
When  on  his  heart  the  mighty  change  was  wrought  ; 
And  all  the  ease  and  comfort  converts  find 
Was  mai^mificil  in  his  reflecting  mind  : 
Then  on  the  toaclior's  ]>riestly  i)rido  ho  dwelt, 
That  caused  his  freedom  ;  but  with  this  he  (elt 
The  danger  of  the  free — for  since  that  day 
No  guide  hail  shown,  no  brethren  join'd  his  way  ;. 
Forsaking  one,  ho  found  no  second  creed, 
2  E  2 
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But  reading-  doubted,  doubting  what  to  read. 

Still,  tho\igh  reproof  had  brought  some  present  pain. 
The  gain  he  made  was  iair  and  honest  gain  ; 
He  laid  his  wares  indeed  in  public  view. 
But  that  all  traders  claim  a  right  to  do  : 
By  means  like  these  he  saw  his  wealth  increase, 
And  lelt  his  consecjueiice,  and  dwelt  in  peace. 

Our  hero's  age  was  threescore  years  and  five. 
When  he  exclaim'd,  "  Why  longer  should  I  strive? 
Why  more  amass,  who  never  must  behold 
A  young  John  Dighton  to  make  glad  the  old?" 
(The  sous  he  had  to  early  graves  were  gone. 
And  girls  were  burdens  to  the  mind  ol' John.) 
"  Had  I  a  boy,  he  would  our  name  sustain. 
That  now  to  nothing  must  return  again  ; 
But  what  are  all  my  profits,  credit,  ti-ade, 
And  parish  honours  ? — fully  and  parade." 

Thus  Dighton  thought,  and  in  his  looks  appear'd 
Sadness,  increased  by  much  he  saw  and  heard  ; 
The  brethren  often  at  the  shop  would  stay, 
And  make  their  comments  ere  they  walk'd  away  ; 
They  niark'd  the  window,  fill'd  in  e\ery  pane 
With  lawless  prints  of  reputations  slain  ; 
Distoited  forms  of  men  with  honours  gi-accd. 
And  our  chief  rulers  in  derision  placed  : 
Amazed  they  stood,  remembering  well  the  days 
When  to  be  humhle  was  their  bi'othcr's  praise  ; 
When  at  the  dwelling  of  their  friend  they  stopp'd  ; 
To  drop  a  word,  or  to  receive  it  di-opy)'d  ; 
Where  they  beheld  the  prints  ol  men  renown'd 
And  fur-lamed  preachers  pasted  all  around 
(Such  mouths,  eyes,  hair — so  jirim,  so  fierce,  so  sleek  ! 
The}'  look'd  as  speaking  what  is  woo  to  speak) : 
On  these  the  passing  brethren  loved  to  dwell — 
How  long  the}'  spake — how  strongly,  warmly,  well ! 
What  power  tiad  each  to  dive  in  mysteries  deep. 
To  warm  the  cold,  to  make  the  hurdcn'd  weep  ; 
To  lure,  to  fright,  to  soothe,  to  awe  the  soul, 
An<l  list'ning  tiocks  to  lead  and  to  control  ! 

But  now  discoursing,  as  tiiey  lingcr'd  near, 
Thc^y  teni])to<l  John  (whom  t.iey  accused)  to  hear 
Their  weight}'  charge — "  And  can  the  lost  one  foci, 
As  in  the  time  of  duty,  love,  and  zeal ; 
When  all  were  siunnion'd  at  the  rising  sun. 
And  he  was  ready  with  his  friends  to  run ; 
When  he,  partaking  with  a  chosen  few. 
Felt  the  great  change,  sensation  rich  and  now? 
No  !  all  is  lost ;  her  favours  Fortune  shovver'd 
Upon  the  man,  and  he  is  overjiowerd  ; 
The  world  has  won  him  witli  its  tempting  store 
Of  needless  wealth,  .and  that  has  ma<le  him  poor  : 
Success  midoes  him  ;  ho  has  risen  to  fall, 
Has  gaiuM  a  fortune,  and  has  lust  his  all  ; 
Gone  back  from  Sion,  he  will  find  his  age 
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Loth  to  commence  a  second  pilgfr™ftse  ; 
He  has  retreated  from  the  chosen  track. 
And  now  must  ever  bear  the  burden  on  his  back." 

Hurt  b}^  such  censure,  Jolm  be'^'an  to  find 
Fresh  revokitions  workintj  in  his  mind  ; 
He  soutjht  for  comfort  in  his  books,  but  read 
Without  a  plan  or  method  in  his  head  ; 
What  once  anuiscd,  now  i-ather  made  him  sad  ; 
What  should  inform,  increased  the  doubts  he  had  ; 
Shame  would  not  let  him  seek  at  church  a  guide. 
And  from  his  meeting  he  was  held  by  pride  ! 
His  wife  derided  tears  she  never  felt. 
And  passing  brethren  daily  censures  dealt ; 
Hope  for  a  son  was  now  for  ever  past, 
He  was  the  fii-st  John  Dighton  and  the  last. 
His  stomach  fail'd,  his  case  the  doctor  knew. 
But  said,  "  he  still  might  hold  a  year  or  two." 
"  No  more  !"  he  siid  ;  "  but  why  should  I  comiDlain  ; 
A  life  of  doubt  must  be  a  life  of  yjain  : 
Could  I  be  sure — but  why  should  I  despair? 
I'm  sure  my  conduct  has  been  just  and  fair ; 
In  youth,  indeed,  I  had  a  wicked  will, 
But  I  repented,  and  have  sorrow  still : 
I  had  my  comforts,  and  a  growing  trade 
Gave  greater  pleasure  than  a  fortune  made  ; 
And  as  I  more  pos.sess'd,  and  reason'd  more, 
I  lost  those  comforts  I  enjoy'd  before. 
When  reverend  guides  I  saw  my  table  round. 
And  in  my  guardian  gtiest  my  safety  fouud  : 
Now  sick  and  sad,  no  appetite,  no  case, 
Nor  pleasure  have  I,  nor  a  wish  to  please  ; 
Nor  views,  nor  hopes,  nor  plai\s,  nor  taste  have  I  ; 
Yet,  sick  of  life,  have  no  desire  to  die." 

He  said,  and  died  :  his  trade,  his  name  is  gone. 
And  all  that  once  gave  consequence  to  John. 

Unhappy  Dighton  !  had  he  foiuid  a  friend 
When  conscience  told  him  it  was  time  to  mend — 
A  friend  discreet,  considerate,  kind,  sincere. 
Who  would  have  shown  the  grounds  of  hope  and  fear. 
And  proved  that  s[)irits,  whether  high  or  low. 
No  cert.iin  tokens  of  man's  safety  show — 
Had  Reason  ruled  him  in  her  proper  place. 
And  Virtue  led  him  while  he  lean'd  on  Grace — 
Ila'l  lie  while  zealous  been  discreet  and  pure. 
His  knowledge  humble,  and  his  hoi>e  seciu-o  ; — 
These  guides  had  placed  him  on  the  solid  rock. 
Where  faith  had  rested,  nor  received  a  shock; 
But  his,  alas  !  was  i)laeed  \ipon  the  sand, 
Where  long  it  stood  not,  and  where  none  can  stand. 
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THE  BROTHERS. 

A  brother  noble. 
Whose  natare  is  so  far  from  doing  harms, 
That  he  suspects  none  ;  on  wliose  foolish  honesty 
My  practices  ride  easy.  King  Lear. 

He  lets  me  feed  with  hinds,  bars  me  the  place  of  a  brother.— ,4  «  You  Like  It. 
■Twas  I ;  but  'tis  not  I :  I  do  not  shame 
To  tell  you  what  I  was,  being  the  thing  I  am.— .45  i'ou  Like  It. 

Than  old  George  Fletcher,  on  the  British  coast 

Dwelt  not  a  seaman  who  had  more  to  boast : 

Kind,  simple,  and  sincere — he  seldom  spoke, 

Biit  sometimes  sang  and  chorus' d — "  Hearts  of  oak  !" 

In  dangers  steadj-,  with  his  lot  content, 

His  days  in  labom-  and  in  love  were  spent. 

He  left  a  .son  so  like  him,  that  the  old 
With  joy  exclaim'd,  "  'Tis  Fletcher  we  behold  ;" 
But  to  his  brother,  when  the  kinsmen  came 
And  view'd  his  form,  they  grudged  the  father's  name. 
George  was  a  bold,  intrepid,  careless  lad, 
With  just  the  failings  that  his  father  had  ; 
Isaac  was  weak,  attentive,  slow,  exact, 
With  ju.st  the  virtues  that  his  fatlier  lack'd. 

Geoi-ge  lived  at  sea  :  upon  the  land  a  guest — 
He  sougho  for  recreation,  not  for  rest ; 
While,  far  unlike,  hi.s  brother's  feebler  form 
Shrank  from  the  cold,  and  shudder'd  at  the  storm  ; 
Still  with  the  seaman's  to  connect  his  trade, 
The  boy  was  bound  where  blocks  and  ropes  Averc  made. 

George,  strong  and  sturdy,  had  a  tender  mind, 
And  was  to  Isaac  pitiful  and  kind  ; 
A  very  father,  till  his  art  was  gain'd, 
And  then  a  friend  unwearied  lie  remain'd  ; 
He  .saw  his  brother  wa.s  of  spirit  low, 
His  temper  peevish,  and  his  motions  slow  ; 
Not  fit  to  bustle  in  a  world,  or  make 
Friends  to  his  fortune  for  his  merit's  sake  ; 
But  the  kind  .siiilor  could  not  boast  the  art 
Of  looking  deeply  in  the  hum;ui  heart  ; 
Else  had  he  seen  that  this  weak  brother  knew 
What  men  to  com-t — what  objects  to  pursue  ; 
That  he  to  dist;iut  gain  the  way  discern'd, 
And  none  so  crooked  but  his  genius  learn'd. 

Isaac  w;us  poor,  and  this  the  brother  felt ; 
He  hired  a  hou.so,  and  there  the  landman  dwelt, 
Wrought  at  his.  trade,  and  had  an  easy  home, 
For  there  w<iuld  George  with  cash  and  comforts  como  : 
And  when  they  parted,  Isaac  look'd  around  • 
Where  other  friends  and  helpers  might  be  found. 
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He  wish'd  for  some  port-place,  and  one  might  fall. 

He  wisely  thought,  if  he  should  try  tor  all ; 

He  had  a  vote — and  were  it  well  applied, 

Might  have  its  worth — and  ho  had  views  beside ; 

Old  Burgess  Steel  was  able  to  promote 

An  humble  man  who  served  him  with  a  vote ; 

For  Isaac  felt  not  what  some  tempers  feel. 

But  bow'd  and  bent  the  neck  to  Burgess  Steel ; 

And  great  attention  to  a  lady  gave. 

His  ancient  friend,  a  maiden  siiare  and  grave  ; 

One  whom  the  visage  long  and  look  demure 

Of  Isaac  pleased— he  seem'd  sedate  and  pure  ; 

And  his  soft  heart  conceived  a  gentle  flame 

For  her  who  waited  on  this  virtuous  dame  : 

Not  an  outrageous  love,  a  scorching  fire, 

But  friendly  liking  and  chastised  flesire  ; 

And  thus  he  waited,  patient  in  delay, 

In  present  favour  and  in  fortune's  way. 

George  then  was  coasting— war  was  yet  delay'd. 

And  what  he  gain'd  was  to  his  brother  paid  ; 

Nor  ask'd  the  seaman  what  he  saved  or  spent, 

But  took  his  grog,  wrought  hard,  and  was  content ; 

Till  war  awaked  the  land,  and  George  began 

To  think  what  part  became  a  useful  man  : 
"  Press'd,  I  must  go  ;  why,  then,  'tis  better  far 
At  once  to  enter  like  a  British  tar, 
Than  a  brave  captain  and  the  foe  to  shun, 
As  if  I  foar'd  the  music  of  a  gun."  ^^ 

"  Go  not !"  said  Isaac— "  you  shall  wear  disguise. 
"  What  !"  said  the  seaman,  "clothe  myself  with  lies  ! 
"  Oh  !  but  there's  danger."—"  Danger  in  the  fleet  ? 
You  cannot  mean,  good  brother,  of  defeat ; 
And  other  dangers  I  at  land  must  share- 
So  now  adieu  !  and  trust  a  brother's  c-are." 
Isaac  awhile  demurr'd — but,  in  his  heart. 
So  might  he  share,  he  was  di.sposed  to  [)art : 
The  better  mind  will  sometimes  feel  the  pain 
Of  benefactions — favour  is  a  chain  ;  ,.  j  • 

But  they  the  feeling  scorn,  and  what  they  wish,  disdam  ;— 
While  beings  form'd  in  coarser  mould  will  hate 
The  helping  hand  they  ought  to  venerate : 
No  wonder  George  should  in  this  cause  prevail, 
With  one  contending  who  was  glad  to  fall : 
"  Isa.ac.  farewell  !  do  wipe  that  doleful  eye  ; 
Crying  we  came,  and  groaning  wo  may  (lie  ; 
Let  us  do  something  'twixt  the  groan  an<l  cry : 
And  hear  me,  brother,  whether  pay  or  prize, 
One  half  to  thee  I  give  and  I  devise  ; 
For  thou  hast  oft  occasion  for  the  aiil 
Of  learn'd  physicians,  ami  they  will  bo  p.aid  ; 
Their  wives  and  children  men  sujiport  at  sea, 
And  thou,  my  lad.  art  wife  anrl  child  to  me : 
Farewell  !  1  go  where  hope  and  honour  call,^^ 
Nor  does  it  follow  that  who  fights  must  fall." 
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Isaac  here  made  a  poor  attempt  to  speak, 
And  a  huge  tear  moved  slovvl_v  down  his  cheek  ; 
Like  Phito's  iron  drop,  hard  sign  of  grace. 
It  slowly  roll'd  upon  the  rueful  foce. 
Forced  by  the  striving  will  alone  its  way  to  trace. 

Years  fled — war  lasted — George  at  sea  remain' tl. 
While  the  slow  landman  still  his  profits  gain'd  : 
A  humble  place  was  vacant — he  besought 
His  patron's  interest,  and  the  office  caught ; 
For  still  the  virgin  was  his  faithful  friend, 
And  one  so  sober  could  with  truth  commend. 
Who  of  his  own  defects  most  humbly  thought. 
And  their  advice  with  zeal  and  reverence  sought : 
Whom  thus  the  mistress  praised,  the  maid  approved. 
And  her  ho  wedded  whom  he  wisely  loved. 

No  more  he  needs  assistance — but,  alas  ! 
He  fears  the  money  will  for  liquor  pass  ; 
Or  that  the  seaman  might  to  tlattei'ers  lend. 
Or  give  sujiport  to  some  protended  friend  : 
Still  he  must  write — he  wrote,  and  he  confess'd 
That,  till  absolved,  he  should  be  sore  distress'd  ; 
But  one  so  friendly  would,  he  tliought,  forgive 
The  hasty  deed — Heav'n  know  how  he  should  live  ; 
"  But  you,"  he  added,  "  as  a  man  of  sense, 
Have  well  consider'd  danger  and  expense  ; 
I  ran,  alas  !  into  the  fatal  snare, 
And  now  for  trouble  must  ni}'  mind  prepare  ; 
And  how,  witli  children,  I  shall  ]iick  mj'  way 
Through  a  hard  world,  is  more  than  I  can  say : 
Then  change  not,  brother,  your  more  happy  state. 
Or  on  the  hazard  long  deliberate." 

George  answered  gravely,   "  It  is  right  and  fit. 
In  all  our  crosses,  humbly  to  .submit : 
Your  apprehensions  are  imwise,  unjust ; 
Forbear  repining,  and  e.xpel  distrust." 
He  added,  "marriage  was  the  joy  of  life," 
And  gave  his  service  to  his  brother's  wife  ; 
Then  vow'd  to  bear  in  all  expense  a  part. 
And  thus  concluded,  "  Have  a  cheerful  heart." 

Had  the  glad  Isaac  been  his  brother's  guide. 
In  the  same  terms  the  seaman  liad  replied  ; 
At  such  rej)roofs  the  crafty  landman  smiled. 
And  softly  said,   "Tiiis  creature  is  a  child." 

Twice  had  the  gallant  ship  a  captui-e  made — 
And  when  in  jiort  the  happy  crow  were  paid. 
Home  wont  the  sailor,  with  his  pockets  stored. 
Ease  to  enjoy,  and  pleasure  to  afford  ; 
His  time  was  short,  joy  shone  in  every  face, 
Isaac  half  fainted  in  the  fond  embrace  : 
The  wife  resolved  her  honour'd  guest  to  please, 
Tl>e  children  clung  upon  their  uncle's  knees  ; 
The  grog  went  round,  the  ncighlunu's  drank  his  health, 
And  George  oxclaim'd,   "  Ah  !  what  to  this  is  wealth  ? 
Better,"  said  he,  "  to  bear  a  loving  heart, 
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Than  roll  in  riches— 1  ait  we  now  must  part !  " 

All  yet  is  still— but  hark  !  the  winds  o'ersweep 
The  rising  waves,  and  howl  upon  the  deep  ; 
Sliips  late  hccalm'd  on  mountain-billows  ride — 
So  life  is  thrcaten'd  and  so  man  is  tried. 

Ill  were  the  tidings  that  arrived  from  sea. 
The  worthy  Georire  must  now  a  cnp]>le  be  : 
His  le^  was  lopp"d  ;  and  though  his  heart  was  sound, 
Tliougli  his  >)ravo  captain  was  with  glory  crowu'd. 
Yet  much  it  vex'd  him  to  repose  on  shore. 
An  idle  log,  and  be  of  use  no  more  : 
True,  he  was  sure  that  Isaac  would  receive 
All  of  his  brother  that  the  foe  might  leave  ; 
To  whom  the  seaman  his  design  had  sent, 
Ere  from  the  jMjrt  the  wounded  hero  went : 
His  wealth  and  exjiectations  told,  he  "knew 
Wherein  they  fail'd,  what  Isaac's  love  would  do  ; 
That  he  the  grog  and  cabin  would  supply, 
Where  George  at  anchor  during  life  would  lie." 

The  landman  read— and,  reading  grew  distress'd : — 
"  Could  he  resolve  t'  admit  .s<j  poor  a  g-uest? 
Better  at  Greenwich  might  the  sailor  stay, 
Unless  his  purse  could  for  his  comforts  pay." 
So  Isaac  judged,  and  to  his  wife  appeal'd, 
But  yet  acknowledged  it  was  best  to  yield  : 
"  Perhaps  his  pension,  with  what  sums  remain 
Due  or  unsquander'd  may  the  man  maintain  ; 
Refuse  we  must  not."— With  a  heavy  sigh 
The  lady  heard,  and  made  her  kind  reply  : — 
"  Nor  would  I  wish  it,  Isaac,  were  we  sure 
How  long  this  crazy  building  will  endure  ; 
Like  an  old  house,  that  every  day  appears 
About  to  fall,  he  may  bo  proppM  for  years  ; 
For  a  few  months,  indeed,  wc  might  comply. 
But  these  old  batter'd  fellows  never  die." 

'Fhc  hand  of  Isaac,  George  on  entering  took. 
With  love  and  resignation  in  his  look  ; 
Declared  liis  comfort  in  the  fortune  past. 
And  jov  to  find  his  anchor  safely  cast : 
"  Call  then  my  nephews,  lot  the  grog  be  brov^'ht. 
And  I  will  tell  them  how  the  .ship  was  fought." 
Alas  !  our  simple  seaman  should  have  known 
Tliat  all  the  care,  the  kindness,  ho  had  shown, 
Were  from  his  brother's  heart,  if  not  his  memory,  flown  : 
All  swept  away,  to  be  i)ereeivcd  no  more. 
Like  idle  strtictures  on  the  sandy  shore, 
The  chance  anuiscmcnt  of  the  ])Iayfnl  boy. 
That  the  rude  billows  in  their  rage  destroy. 

Poor  George  confes.s'd,  though  loth  tlic  truth  to  find, 
Slight  was  his  knowledge  of  a  brother's  mind  : 
The  vulgar  pipe  was  to  the  wife  offence. 
The  fre(\uent  grog  to  Isaac  an  cxjienso; 
Would  friends  like  hers,  she  (piesliou'd,  "choose  to  como 
Where  clourls  of  poLsou'd  fume  defiled  a  room  ? 
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This  could  their  lady  friend,  and  Burgess  Steel 
(Teased  with  his  worship's  asthma),  bear  to  leel  ? 
Could  they  associate  or  converse  with  him — 
A  loud  rough  sailor  with  a  timber  limb  ? " 

Cold  as  he  grew,  still  Isaac  strove  to  show. 
By  well-feign'd  care,  that  cold  he  could  not  grow  ; 
And  when  he  saw  his  brother  look  distress'd, 
He  strove  some  petty  comtorts  to  suggest ; 
On  his  wife  solely  their  neglect  to  lay. 
And  then  t'  excuse  it,  is  a  woman's  way  ; 
He  too  was  chidden  when  her  rules  he  broke. 
And  then  she  sickon'd  at  the  scent  of  smoke. 

George,  though  in  doubt,  was  still  consoled  to  find 
His  brother  wishing  to  be  reckon'd  kind  : 
That  Isaac  seem'd  concern'd  liy  his  distress. 
Gave  to  his  injured  feelings  some  redress  ; 
But  none  he  found  disposed  to  lend  an  ear 
To  stories  all  were  once  intent  to  hear  : 
Except  his  nephew,  seated  on  his  knee. 
He  found  no  creature  cared  about  the  sea  ; 
But  George  indeed -for  George  they  eall'd  the  boy. 
When  his  good  uncle  was  then-  boast  and  joy — 
Would  listen  long,  and  would  contend  with  sleep. 
To  hear  the  woes  and  wonders  of  the  deep  ; 
Till  the  fond  mother  cried—"  That  man  will  teach 
The  foolish  boy  his  loud  and  boisterous  speech." 
So  judged  the  father— and  the  boy  was  taught 
To  shun  the  uncle,  whom  his  love  had  sought. 

The  mask  of  kindness  now  but  seldom  worn, 
George  ielt  each  evil  harder  to  be  borne  ; 
And  cried  (vexation  growing  day  by  day), 
"Ah  !  brother  Isaac  !  What !  I'm 'in  the  way  !" 
"No  !  on  my  credit,  look  ye.  No  !  but  I 
Am  fond  of  peace,  and  my  repose  would  buy 
On  any  terms— in  short,  wc  must  comply  : 
My  spouse  had  money — she  must  have  her  will— 
Ah  !  brother,  marriage  is  a  bitter  jiill." 

George  tried  the  lady— "  Sister,  I  offend." 
"  Me  ? "  she  replied—"  Oh  no  !  you  may  depend 
On  my  regard— but  watch  your  brother's  way, 
Whom  I,  like  you,  must  study  and  obey." 

"Ah!"  thought  the  seaman,   "  what  a  head  was  mine, 
That  easy  berth  at  Greenwich  to  resign  ! 
I'll  to  the  parish"— but  a  little  pride. 
And  some  affection,  put  the  thought  aside. 

Now  gross  neglect  and  ojien  scorn  he  boro 
In  silent  sorrow — but  ho  felt  the  tnore  : 
The  odious  pipe  ho  to  the  kitchen  took. 
Or  strove  to  profit  by  some  pious  book. 

When  the  mind  stoops  to  this  dcgiadoil  state, 
New  griefs  will  <larken  the  dependent's  fate  ; 
"  Brother  !  "  said  I.saac,   "you  will  sure  excuss 
The  little  freedom  I'm  compell'd  to  use  : 
My  wife's  relations— (cui-se  the  haughty  crow  ')— 
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Affect  such  niceness,  and  such  dread  of  you  : 
You  speak  so  loud— and  they  have  natures  soft — 
Brother — I  wi.sh — do  go  upon  the  loft  !  " 

Poor  George  obej'Vl,  and  to  the  garret  fled, 
Where  not  a  being  saw  the  tears  ho  shed  : 
But  more  was  yet  required,  for  guests  were  conic. 
Who  could  not  dine  if  he  disgraced  the  room. 
It  shock'd  his  spirit  to  be  esteem'd  unfit 
With  an  own  brother  and  his  wife  to  sit ; 
He  grew  rebellious — at  the  vestry  spoke 
For  weekly  aid — they  heard  it  as  a  joke  : 
"So  kind  a  brother,  and  so  wealthy — you 
Apply  to  us  ?— No  !  this  will  never  do  : 
Good  neighbour  Fletcher,"  said  the  Overseer, 
"  We  are  engaged — you  can  have  nothing  here  !" 

George  muiter'd  something  in  despairing  tone, 
Then  sought  his  loft,  to  think  and  grieve  alone  ; 
Neglected,  slighted,  restless  on  his  bed, 
With  heart  half  broken,  and  with  scraps  ill  fed  ; 
Yet  was  he  pleased  that  hours  for  play  design'd 
Were  given  to  ease  his  ever-troubled  mind  ; 
The  child  still  listen 'd  with  increasing  joy. 
And  he  was  soothed  by  the  attentive  boy.  . 

At  length  he  .sickeu'd,  and  this  duteous  child 
Watch'd  o'er  his  sickness,  and  his  pains  beguiled  ; 
The  mother  bade  him  from  the  loft  refrain, 
But,  though  with  caution,  yet  he  went  again  ; 
And  now  his  tales  the  sailor  feebly  told. 
His  heart  %vas  heavy,  and  his  limbs  were  cold  : 
The  tender  boy  came  often  to  entreat 
His  good  kind  friend  would  of  his  presents  eat ; 
Piirloin'd  or  purchased,  for  he  saw,  with  shame, 
The  food  untouch'd  that  to  his  uncle  came; 
Who,  sick  in  body  and  in  mind,  received 
The  boy's  indulgence,  gratified  and  grieved. 

"  Uncle  will  die  !  "  said  George  : — the  piteous  wife 
Exclaim'd,   "  she  saw  no  value  in  his  life  ; 
But,  sick  or  well,  to  my  commands  attend, 
And  go  no  more  to  your  complaining  friend." 
The  boy  was  vex'd,  he  felt  his  heart  reprove 
The  stern  decree. — What  !  punish'd  for  hLs  love  1 
No  !  he  would  go,  but  .softlj',  to  the  room 
Stealing  in  silence — for  ho  knew  his  doom. 

Once  in  a  week  the  father  came  to  say, 
"George,  arc  you  ill !  "  and  hurried  him  away  ; 
Yet  to  his  wife  would  on  their  duties  dwell. 
And  often  cry,   "  Do  use  my  brother  well  ;  " 
And  something  kind,  no  question,  Isaac  meant. 
Who  took  vast  credit  for  the  vague  intent. 

But,  truly  kin<l,  the  gentle  boy  cssay'd 
To  cheer  his  uncle,  firm,  although  afraid  ; 
But  now  the  father  caught  him  at  the  door, 
And,  swearing — yes,  tiie  man  in  office  swore, 
And  cried,  "  Away  !  How  !  brother,  I'm  surprised 
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That  one  so  old  cnn  he  so  ill  advised  : 

Let  him  not  dare  to  visit  you  again, 

Your  cursed  stoi-ies  will  disturb  his  brain; 

Is  it  not  vile  to  court  a  foolish  boy 

Your  own  absurd  narrations  to  enjoy  ? 

What  !  sullen  !— ha,  George  Fletcher  !  you  shall  seo. 

Proud  as  you  are,  your  bread  depends  on  me  !  " 

He  spoke,  and,  frowning,  to  his  dinner  went. 
Then  cool'd  and  felt  some  qualms  of  discontent  : 
And  thought  on  times  when  ho  compell'd  his  sou 
To  hear  these  stories,  nay,  to  beg  for  one  ; 
But  the  wife's  wrath  o'ercame  the  brother's  pain. 
And  shame  was  felt,  and  conscience  rose,  in  vaiu. 

George  yet  stole  up  ;  he  saw  his  uncle  lie 
Sick  on  the  bod,  and  heard  his  heavy  sigh  ; 
So  he  resolved,  before  he  went  to  rest. 
To  comfort  one  so  dear  and  so  distress'd  ; 
Then  watch'd  his  time,  but,  with  a  child-like  art, 
Betray'd  a  something  treasured  at  his  heart : 
Th'  observant  wife  remark'd,   "  The  boy  is  grown 
So  like  your  brother,  that  he  seems  his  own  : 
So  close  and  sullen  !  and  I  still  susj)ect 
They  often  meet : — do  watch  them  and  detect." 

George  now  remark'd  that  all  was  still  as  night. 
And  hasten'd  up  with  terror  and  delight  ; 
"  Uncle  !"  he  cried,  and  softly  tapp'cl  the  door, 
"  Do  let  me  in  " — but  he  could  add  no  more  ; 
The  careful  father  caught  him  in  the  fact, 
And  cried, — "  You  serpent  !  is  it  thus  you  act  ? 
Back  to  your  mother  ! "  and,  with  hasty  blow. 
He  sent  th'  indignant  boy  to  grieve  below  ; 
Then  at  the  door  an  angry  speech  began — 
"  Is  this  your  conduct  ?  Is  it  thus  you  plan  ? 
Seduce  mj"-  child,  and  make  my  house  a  scene 

Of  vile  dispute What  is  it  that  you  mean  ? 

George,  are3'ou  dumb  ?  do  learn  to  know  your  friends, 
And  think  a  while  on  whom  your  bread  depends. 
What  !  not  a  word  ?  be  thankful  I  am  cool — 
But,  sir,  beware,  nor  longer  play  the  fool. 
Come  !  brother,  come  !  what  is  it  that  you  seek 
By  this  rebellion  ? — Speak,  you  villain,  speak  ! 
Weeping,  1  warrant — sonow  makes  you  ihimb  : 
I'll  ope  your  mouth,  impostor  !  if  I  come  : 
Lot  mo  approach — I'll  shako  you  from  the  bed, 
You  stubborn  dog Oh  God  !  my  brother's  dead  !" 

Timid  was  Isaac,  and  in  all  the  past 
He  felt  a  purjiosc  to  bo  kind  at  last  : 
Niir  did  he  mean  his  brother  to  dejiart 
Till  ho  had  shown  this  kindness  oi  his  heart ; 
But  day  by  day  he  put  the  cause  aside. 
Induced  by  av'rico,  |)eevishness,  or  pride. 

But  now  awak<;n'd,  from  this  fatal  time 
His  conscience  Isaac  felt,  and  found  his  crime  : 
Ho  raised  to  George  a  monumental  stone. 
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And  there  retired  to  sigh  and  think  alone  ; 

An  ague  seized  him,  he  grew  pale,  and  shook — 

"So,"  said  his  son,  "  would  my  poor  undo  look." 

"  And  so,  my  child,  shall  I  like  him  expire." 

"  No  !  j'ou  have  phj'sic  and  a  cheerful  fire." 

"  Unhappy  sinner  !  yes,  I'm  well  supplied 

With   every  comfort  my  cold  heart  denied." 

He  view'd  liis  brother  now,  but  not  as  one 

Who  vexd  his  wile  by  fondness  tor  her  son  ; 

Not  as  with  wooden  limb,  and  seaman's  talc, 

The  odious  pipe,  vile  grog,  or  humbler  ale  : 

He  now  the  worth  and  grief  alone  can  view 

Of  one  so  mild,  so  generous,  and  .so  true  ; 

"  The  frank,  kind  brother,  with  such  open  heart, — 

And  I  to  break  it— — 'twas  a  demon's  part ! " 

So  Isaac  now,  as  led  by  conscience,  feels. 

Nor  his  unkindness  palliates  or  conceals  ; 

"  This  is  your  folly,"  said  his  heartless  wife  : 

"Alas  !  my  lolly  cost  my  brother's  life ; 

It  sufter'd  liim  to  languish  and  decay — 

My  gentle  brother,  whom  I  could  not  pay, 

And  therefore  left  to  pine,  and  fret  his  life  avray!  " 

He  takes  his  son,  and  bids  the  boy  unfold 
All  the  good  uncle  of  his  teelings  told. 
All  he  lamented — and  the  ready  tear 
Falls  as  he  listens,  soothed,  and  grieved  to  hear. 

"  Did  ho  not  curse  me,  child  ?" — "  He  never  cur.scd, 
But  could  not  breathe,  and  said  his  heart  would  bur.-t." 
"  And  so  will  mine  :" — "  Then,  father,  you  must  pray  : 
My  uncle  sai<l  it  took  his  pains  away." 

Ilepeatiag  thus  his  sorrows,  Isaac  shows 
That  he,  repenting,  feels  the  debt  he  owe.s, 
And  from  this  source  alone  his  every  comfort  flows. 
He  takes  no  joy  in  office,  honours,  gain  ; 
They  make  him  humV>le,  nay,  thej'  give  him  pain  : 
"  These  from  my  lieart,"  he  cries,  "  all  feeling  drove; 
They  made  me  cold  to  nature,  dead  to  love." 
He  takes  no  joy  in  home,  but  sighing,  sees 
A  son  in  s jrrow,  and  a  wile  at  ea.se  ; 
He  takes  no  joy  in  oflicc — see  him  now, 
And  Burgess  Steel  has  but  a  passing  bow  ; 
Of  one  sad  train  of  gloomy  thoughts  possess'd, 
He  takes  no  joy  in  friends,  in  food,  in  rest — 
Dark  are  the  enl  days,  and  void  ot  peace  the  best. 
And  thus  he  lives,  if  living  Ix)  to  sigh. 
And  from  all  comlorts  of  the  world  to  fly, 
Without  a  hope  in  life — without  a  wi.sh  to  die. 
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Like  one  well  studied  in  a  sad  oatent, 

To  please  his  grandam.  Merchant  of  Venice. 

And  then  the  winning  schoolboy,  with  his  satchel. 
And  shining  morning  face,  creeping  like  snail 
Unwillingly  to  school.  As  You  Like  It, 

He  is  a  better  scholar  than  I  thought  he  was  :  he  has  a  good  sprag  memory. 

Merry  Wives  of  Windsor. 

One  that  feeds 
On  objects,  arts,  and  imitations ; 
"Which,  out  of  use,  and  staled  by  other  men. 
Begin  his  fashion.  Julius  Casar. 

Oh  I  torture  me  no  more — I  will  confess. — 2nrf  Part  Henry  ri. 

An  honest  man  was  Farmer  Jones,  and  true  ; 

He  did  by  all  as  all  by  him  should  do  ; 

Grave,  cautious,  careful,  fond  of  gain  was  he. 

Yet  famed  for  rustic  hospitality : 

Left  with  his  children  in  a  widow'd  state, 

The  quiet  man  submitted  to  his  fate  ; 

Though  prudent  matrons  waited  for  his  call, 

With  cool  forbearance  he  avoided  all  ; 

Though  each  jsi-ofess'd  a  pure  maternal  joj^, 

Bj'  kind  attention  to  his  feeble  boy  ; 

And  though  a  friendly  widow  knew  no  rest, 

Whilst  neighbour  Jones  was  lonely  and  distress'd  ; 

Nay,  though  the  maidens  spoke  in  tender  touo 

Their  hearts'  concern  to  see  him  left  alone, 

Jones  still  persisted  in  that  cheerless  life. 

As  if  'twere  sin  to  take  a  second  wife. 

Oh  !  'tis  a  precious  thing,  when  wives  are  dead. 
To  find  such  numbers  who  will  serve  instead  ; 
And  in  whatever  state  a  man  be  thrown, 
'Tis  that  precisely  they  would  wish  theii'  own  ; 
Left  the  depai'ted  infants — then  their  joy 
Is  to  sustain  each  lovely  girl  and  boj'  ; 
Whatever  calling  his,  whatever  trade, 
To  that  their  chief  attention  has  been  paid  ; 
His  hajjpy  taste  in  all  things  they  approve, 
His  friends  they  honour,  and  his  food  they  love. 
His  wish  for  order,  prudence  in  afl'airs. 
And  equal  temjier  (tliank  their  stars  !),  are  theirs  ; 
In  fact,  itseem'd  to  be  a  thing  decreeil. 
And  fix'd  as  fate,  that  marriage  must  succeed  ; 
Yet  some,  like  Jones,  with  stul)lKirn  hearts  and  hard. 
Can  hear  such  claims  and  show  tliem  no  regard. 

Soon  as  our  farmer,  like  a  general,  found 
By  what  strong  foes  he  was  encompass'd  round, 
Engage  lie  dared  not,  and  he  coulil  not  Hy, 
But  saw  his  hcjpe  in  gentle  parley  lie  ; 
With  looks  of  kindness  then,  and  trembling  heart, 
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He  met  the  foe,  and  art  opposed  to  art. 

Now  spoke  that  foe  insidious — gentle  tones. 
And  pentle  looks,  assumed  for  Farmer  Jones  : 
'■  Three  girls,"  the  widow  cried,  "  a  lively  three 
To  govern  well — indeed  it  cannot  be. " 
"  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  it  calls  for  j^aius  and  care  ; 
But  I  must  bear  it." — "  Sir,  you  cannot  bear  ; 
Your  son  is  weak,  and  asks  a  mother's  eye  ;" 
'•  That,  my  kind  friend,  a  father's  may  supply." 
"  Such  growing  griefs  your  very  soul  will  tease  :" 
"To  grieve  another  would  not  give  me  ease — 
I  have  a  mother," — "  She,  jjoor  ancient  soul ! 
Can  she  the  spirits  of  the  young  control  ? 
Can  she  thy  peace  promote,  partake  thy  care, 
Procure  thy  comforts,  and  thy  sorrows  share  ? 
Age  is  itself  impatient,  uncontroll'd  :  " 
"  But  wives  like  mothers  must  at  length  be  old." 
"Thou  hast  shrewd  servants — they  are  evils  sore  ;" 
"  Yet  a  shrewd  mistress  might  afflict  mo  more." 
"Wilt  thoii  not  be  a  weary,  wailing  man  ? " 
"  Alas  !  and  I  must  bear  it  as  I  can." 

Resisted  thus,  the  widow  soon  withdrew, 
That  in  his  pride  the  hero  might  pursue ; 
And  oft' his  wonted  guard,  \fi  some  retreat. 
Find  from  a  foe  prepared  entire  defeat : 
But  he  was  prudent ;  for  he  knew  in  flight 
These  Parthian  warriors  turn  again  and  fight : 
He  but  at  freedom,  not  at  glory  aim'd. 
And  only  safety  by  his  caution  claim' d. 

Thus,  when  a  great  and  powerfid  state  decrees 
Upon  a  small  one,  in  its  love,  to  .seize — 
It  vows  in  kindness,  to  protect,  defend, 
And  be  the  fond  ally,  the  faithful  friend  ; 
It  therefore  wills  that  humbler  state  to  place 
Its  hopes  of  safety  in  a  fond  embrace  ; 
Then  must  that  humbler  state  its  wisdom  provo, 
By  kind  rejection  of  such  f)ressing  love  ; 
Must  dread  such  dangerous  friendship  to  commenco, 
And  stand  collected  in  its  own  defence. 
Our  farmer  thus  the  profl'er'd  kindness  fled. 
And  shunn'd  the  love  that  into  bondage  led. 

The  widow  failing,  fresh  besiegers  came, 
To  share  the  fate  of  this  retiring  dame : 
And  each  fores.aw  a  thousand  ills  iittcnd 
The  man  that  Hed  from  so  discreet  a  friend  ; 
And  pray'd,  kind  soul  I  that  no  event  might  make 
The  harden'd  heart  of  Farmer  Jones  to  ache. 

But  he  still  govern'd  witli  resistless  hand. 
And  where  he  could  not  guide  he  would  command  : 
With  steady  view,  in  cour.se  direct  he  steor'd. 
And  his  fair  daughters  loved  him,  though  they  fear'd  ; 
Each  had  her  school,  and  as  liis  wealth  was  known, 
Each  hail  in  time  a  household  other  own. 

The  boy,  indeed,  was  at  the  grandam's  aido 
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Humour'd  and  train'd,  her  tronljle  and  ]ier  pride  : 
Companions  dear,  witli  speech  and  spirits  mild. 
The  childisli  widow  and  the  vapourish  cliild  ; 
This  nature  prompts  ;  minds  uninform'd  and  weak 
In  such  alhance  ease  and  comfort  seek  : 
Push'd  by  the  levity  ol  youth  aside, 
The  cares  of  man,  his  humour,  or  his  pride. 
They  feel,  in  their  defenceless  state,  allied  ; 
The  child  is  pleased  to  meet  regard  from  age. 
The  old  are  pleased  e'en  children  to  engage  ; 
And  all  their  wisdom,  scorn'd  l>y  jaroud  maukiiid, 
They  love  to  pour  into  the  ductile  mind. 
By  its  own  weakness  into  error  led, 
And  by  fund  age  with  prejudices  fed. 

The  father,  thankful  for  the  good  ho  had, 
Yet  saw  with  pain  a  v^'hining,  timid  lad  ; 
Whom  he  instructing  led  through  cultured  fields. 
To  show  what  man  performs,  what  nature  yields  : 
But  Stephen,  listless,  wander'd  Irom  the  view. 
From  beasts  he  fled,  for  butterflies  he  flew, 
And  idly  gazed  about  in  search  of  something  new. 
The  lambs  indeed  he  loved,  and  wish'd  to  play 
With  things  so  mild,  so  hannless,  and  so  gay  ; 
Best  pleased  the  weakest  of  the  Hock  to  see. 
With  vv'hom  he  felt  a  sickly  sympath^^ 

IMeantimcthe  dame  was  anxious,  day  and  night. 
To  guide  the  notions  of  her  babe  aright. 
And  on  the  favourite  mind  to  throw  her  glimmering  light ; 
Her  Bible  stories  she  itnpress'd  betimes, 
And  fill'd  his  head  with  hymns  and  holy  rhymes  ; 
On  powers  unseen,  the  good  and  ill,  she  dwelt, 
And  the  poor  boy  mysterious  terrors  felt; 
Prom  frightful  dreams  he  waking  sobb'd  in  dread, 
Till  the  good  lady  came  to  guard  his  bed. 

The  father  wish'd  such  errors  to  correct, 
But  let  them  pass  in  duty  and  respect  : 
But  more  it  grieved  his  worthy  mind  to  see 
That  Stephen  never  would  a  farmer  be  : 
In  vain  he  tried  the  shiftless  la<l  to  guide, 
And  yet  'twas  time  that  something  should  bo  tried: 
He  at  the  village  school  jjerchance  might  gain 
All  that  such  mind  could  gather  and  retain  ; 
Yet  the  good  dame  affirm'd  her  favourite  child 
Was  apt  and  studious,  though  sedate  and  mild  ; 
"  That  he  on  many  a  learned  point  could  siicak, 
And  that  his  body,  not  liis  mind,  was  weak." 

The  father  doul)ted — but  to  sv'hool  was  scut 
The  timid  Stephen,  weeping  as  ho  wont : 
There  the  rude  lads  coinpeli'd  the  child  to  fight. 
And  sent  him  bleeding  to  his  liome  at  night ; 
At  this  the  graiidaui  more  indulgent  grew. 
And  bade  her  darling  "shun  the  beastly  crew, 
Whom  Satan  ruled,  and  who  were  sure  to  lie 
Howling  in  torments,  when  they  came  to  die." 
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This  was  such  comfort,  tliat  in  high  disdain 
He  told  their  fate,  and  felt  their  blows  again  : 
Yet  if  the  boy  had  not  a  hero's  heart, 
Within  the  school  he  play'd  a  better  part ; 
He  wrote  a  clean  fine  hand,  and  at  his  slate 
With  more  success  than  many  a  hero  sato  ; 
He  thought  not  much  indeed — l)ut  what  depends 
On  pains  and  care  was  at  his  finjrers'  ends. 

This  had  his  father's  praise,  who  now  espied 
A  spark  of  merit,  with  a  blaze  of  pride  ; 
And  though  a  farmer  he  would  never  make. 
He  might  a  pen  with  some  advantage  take  ; 
And  as  a  clerk  that  instrument  employ. 
So  well  adapted  to  a  timid  boj'. 

A  London  cousin  soon  a  place  obtain'd. 
Easy  but  humble — little  could  be  gain'd  : 
The  time  arrived  when  youth  and  age  must  part. 
Tears  in  each  eye,  and  sorrow  in  each  heart ; 
The  careful  father  bade  his  son  attend 
To  all  his  duties  and  obey  his  friend  ; 
To  keep  his  church,  and  "there  behave  aright. 
As  one  existing  in  his  Maker's  sight. 
Till  acts  to  habits  led,  and  duty  to  delight  : 
"  Then  try,  my  boy,  as  quickly  as  you  can, 
T'  assume  the  looks  and  spirit  of  a  man  ; 
I  say,  be  honest,  faithful,  civil,  ti-ue, 
And  this  you  may,  and  yet  have  courage  too  : 
Heroic  men,  their  country's  boast  and  pride. 
Have  fear'd  their  God,  and  nothing  fear'd  beside  ; 
While  others  daring,  yet  imbecile,  fly 
The  power  ol  man,  and  that  of  God  defy  : 
Be  manly,  then,  though  mild,  for,  sure  as  fate. 
Thou  art.  my  Stephen,  too  effeminate  ; 
Here,  take  my  purse,  and  make  a  worthy  u.se 
('Tis  fairly  stock'd)  of  what  it  will  produce  ; 
And  now  my  blessing,  not  as  any  charm 
Or  coniuration  ;  but  'twill  do  no  harm." 
Stephen,  whose  thoughts  were  wandering  up  and  dovsm. 
Now  charm'd  with  promised  sights  in  London  town, 
Now  loth  to  leave  his  grandam — lost  the  force. 
The  drift  and  tenor  of  tliis  grave  discourse  ; 
But,  in  a  general  way,  he  understood 
'Twas  good  advice,  and  meant,  "  My  son,  be  good  ;" 
And  Stephen  knew  that  all  such  precepts  mean 
That  lads  should  read  their  Bible,  and  bo  clean. 

The  good  old  buly,  though  in  some  distress, 
Begg'd  her  dc^ar  Stephen  would  his  grief  suppress  : 
"Nay,  dry  those  eyes,  my  cliild — and,  first  of  all, 
Hold  fast  thy  faith,  whatever  may  befall  : 
Hear  the  l)cst  preacher,  and  preserve  the  text 
For  meditation  till  you  hear  the  next ; 
Within  your  BiV^lo  night  and  morning  look — 
There  is  your  duty,  read  no  other  book  ; 
Be  not  in  crowds,  in  broils,  in  riots  seen, 
2  F 


4S4  crabbe's  poems. 

And  keep  your  conscience  and  3-our  linen  clean  : 
Be  you  a  Joseph,  and  the  time  may  be 
When  kings  and  rulers  will  be  ruled  by  thee." 

"Nay,"  said  the  father "  Hush,  my  son  !"  replied 

The  dame,  "  the  Scriptures  must  not  be  denied." 

The  lad,  still  weeping,  heard  the  wheels  approach. 
And  took  his  place  within  the  evening  coach. 
With  heart  quite  rent  asunder  :  on  one  side 
Was  love,  and  grief,  and  fear,  for  scenes  untried  ; 
Wild  beasts  and  waxwork  fill'd  the  happier  part 
Of  Stephen's  varying  and  divided  heart : 
This  he  betray'd  by  sighs  and  questions  strange. 
Of  famous  shows,  the  Tower,  and  the  Exchange. 

Soon  at  his  desk  was  placed  the  curious  boy, 
Demure  and  silent  at  his  new  employ  ; 
Yet  as  he  could  he  much  attention  paid 
To  all  around  him,  cautious  and  afraid  ; 
On  older  clerks  his  eager  eyes  were  fix'd, 
But  Stephen  never  in  their  council  mix'd  : 
Much  their  contempt  he  fear'd,  for  if  like  them, 
He  felt  assured  ho  should  himself  contemn  ; 
"  Oh  !  they  were  all  so  eloquent,  so  free, 
No  !  he  was  nothing — nothing  could  he  be  : 
Q'hey  dress  so  smartly,  and  so  boldly  look, 
And  talk  as  if  they  read  it  from  a  book  ; 
But  I,"  said  Stejihen,  "  will  forbear  to  speak, 
And  they  will  think  nie  prudent  and  not  weak. 
They  talk,  the  instant  they  have  dropp'd  tlie  pen, 
Of  singing  women  and  of  acting  men  : 
Of  plays  and  places  where  at  night  they  walk 
Beneath  the  lamps,  and  with  the  ladies  talk  ; 
While  other  ladies  for  their  pleasure  sing, — 
Oh  !  'tis  a  glorious  and  a  happy  thing : 
They  would  despise  me,  did  they  understand 
I  dare  not  look  upon  a  scene  so  grand  ; 
Or  see  the  j'lays  when  critics  rise  and  roar. 
And  hiss  and  groan,  and  cry — Encore  !  encore  ! 
'J'here's  one  among  them  looks  a  little  kind  ; 
If  more  encouraged,  1  would  ope  my  mind." 

Alas  !  poor  Stephen,  hai)pier  had  he  kept 
His  purjwse  secret,  while  his  envy  slept  1 
Virtue  perhaps  had  conquer'd,  or  his  shamo 
At  least  jjrescrved  him  simple  as  he  came. 
A  year  elapsed  before  this  clcik  began 
To  treat  the  rustic  something  like  a  man  ; 
He  then  in  trifling  points  the  youth  advised, 
Talk'd  of  his  coat,  and  had  it  modernized  ; 
Or  with  the  lad  a  Sundaj-  walk  would  take, 
And  kindly  strive  his  passions  to  awake  ; 
Meanwhile  explaining  all  they  hoard  and  saw, 
Till  Stephen  stood  in  wonderment  and  awe  ; 
To  a  neat  garden,  near  the  town  they  stray'd, 
Where  the  lad  felt  delighted  and  airaid  ; 
There  all  he  saw  was  smart,  and  tine,  and  fair — 
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He  could  but  marvel  how  lie  ventured  there  : 
Soon  lie  observed,  witli  terror  and  alarm, 
His  friend  enlock  d  within  a  lady's  ami, 
And  freely  talking—"  But  it  is,"  said  he, 
"  A  near  relation,  and  that  makes  him  free  ;" 
And  much  amazed  was  Stephen  when  he  knew 
This  was  the  first  and  only  interview  ; 
Nay,  had  that  lovely  arm  by  him  been  seized, 
The  lovely  owner  had  been  highly  pleased. 
"  Alas  !  "  he  sigh'd,  "  I  never  can  contrive 
At  such  bold,  blessed  freedoms  to  arrive  ; 
Never  shall  I  such  hajip}'  courage  boast, — 
I  dare  as  soon  encounter  with  a  ghost." 

Now  to  a  play  the  friendly  couple  went, 
But  the  boy  murmur'd  at  the  money  sjaent  ; 
"  He  loved,"  he  said,  "  to  buy,  but  not  to  spend— 
They  only  talk  awhile,  and  there's  an  end." 

"Come,  you  shall  piu'chase  books,"  the  friend  replied  ; 
"  You  are  bewilder'd,  and  you  want  a  guide ; 
To  me  refer  the  choice,  and  you  shall  find 
The  light  break  in  upon  your  stagnant  mind  !" 

The  cooler  clerks  exclaim 'd,  ' '  In  vain  your  art 
T'  improve  a  cuV>  without  a  head  or  heart ; 
llusties,  though  coarse,  and  savages,  though  wild, 
Our  cares  may  render  liberal  and  mild  : 
But  what,  my  friend,  can  flow  from  all  these  pains? 
There  is  no  dealing  with  a  lack  of  brains." 

"  True  I  am  hopeless  to  behold  him  man, 
But  let  me  make  the  booby  what  I  can  : 
Though  the  rude  stone  no  polish  will  display, 
Yet  you  may  strij)  the  nigged  coat  avi'ay." 

Stephen  beheld  his  books — "  I  love  to  know 
How  money  goes — now  here  is  that  to  show  : 
And  now,"  he  cried,  "  I  shall  bo  pleased  to  get 
Beyond  the  Bible — there  I  puzzle  yet." 

He  spoke  abash'd — "  Nay,  nay  !"  the  friend  replied, 
"  You  need  not  lay  the  good  old  book  aside  ; 
Antique  and  curious,  I  myself  indeed 
Read  it  at  times,  but  as  a  man  should  read  ; 
A  fine  old  work  it  is,  and  I  protest 
I  hate  to  hear  it  treated  as  a  jest : 
The  book  has  wisdom  in  it,  if  you  look 
Wisel}'  upon  it,  as  another  book  : 
For  superstition  (as  our  priests  of  sin 
Are  pleased  to  tell  us)  makes  us  blind  within  ; 
on  this  hereafter — we  will  now  select 
Some  works  to  please  you,  others  to  direct; 
Tales  and  romances  shall  your  fancy  feed, 
And  reasonora  form  your  morals  and  your  creed." 

The  hooks  were  viow'd,  the  price  was  fairly  paid, 
And  Stephen  read  undaunted,  undismay'd  : 
But  not  till  first  ho  paper'd  all  the  row, 
And  placeil  in  order  to  enjoy  the  show  : 
Next  lotter'd  all  the  backs  with  caro  and  speed, 
2  ta 
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Set  tbem  in  ranks,  and  then  began  to  read. 

The  love  of  order — I  the  thing  receive 
From  reverend  men,  and  I  in  pai-t  believe — 
Shows  a  clear  mind  and  clean,  and  whoso  needs 
This  love,  but  seldom  iii  the  world  succeeds  ; 
And  }-et  with  this  some  other  love  must  be. 
Ere  I  can  fully  to  the  fact  agree  ; 
Valour  and  study  may  by  order  gain. 
By  order  sovereigns  hold  more  steady  reign  ; 
Through  all  the  tribes  of  nature  order  runs, 
And  rules  around  in  systems  and  in  suns  : 
Still  has  the  love  of  order  found  a  place. 
With  all  that's  low,  degrading,  mean,  and  base. 
With  all  that  merits  scorn,  and  all  that  meets  disgi-ace  ; 
In  the  cold  miser,  of  all  change  afraid  ; 
In  pompous  men  in  public  seats  obey'd  ; 
In  humble  placemen,  heralds,  solemn  drones, 
Fanciers  of  flowers,  and  lads  like  Stephen  Jones  : 
Order  to  these  is  armour  and  defence, 
And  love  of  method  serves  in  lack  of  sense. 

For  rustic  youth  could  I  a  list  produce 
Of  Stephen's  books,  how  great  might  be  the  use  ! 
But  evil  fate  was  theii-s — survey'd,  enjoy'd 
Some  happy  months,  and  then  by  force  destroy'd  : 
So  will'd  the  fates— but  these  with  patience  read 
Had  vast  effect  on  Stephen's  heart  and  head. 
This  soon  appear'd  :  within  a  single  week 
He  oped  his  lips,  and  made  attempt  to  speak  ; 
He  fail'd  indeed — but  still  his  friend  confess'd 
The  best  have  fail'd,  and  he  had  done  his  best : 
The  first  of  swimmers,  when  at  first  he  swims, 
Has  little  use  or  freedom  in  his  limbs  ; 
Nay,  when  at  length  he  strikes  with  manly  force. 
The  cramp  may  seize  him,  and  impede  his  course. 

Encouraged  thus,  our  clerk  again  essay'd 
The  daring  act,  though  daunted  and  afraid  : 
Succeeding  now,  though  ))artial  his  success, 
And  i)ertness  mark'd  his  manner  and  address. 
Yet  such  improvement  issued  from  his  books, 
That  all  discern'd  it  in  his  speech  and  looks  : 
Ho  ventured  then  on  every  theme  to  speak, 
And  lelt  no  feverish  tingling  in  his  cheek  ; 
His  friend,  approving,  hail'd  the  happy  change, 
The  clerks  cxclaim'd— "  'Tis  tamous,  and  'tis  strange." 

Two  years  had  i)ass'd  ;  the  youth  attended  still 
(Though  thus  accomi)lish'd)  with  a  ready  (juill  : 
He  sat  th'  allotted  hours,  though  hard  the  case 
While  timid  prudence  ruled  in  virtue's  place  ; 
By  promise  bound,  the  son  his  letters  pcnn'd 
To  his  good  parent  at  the  quarter's  end. 
At  first  he  sent  those  lines,  the  state  to  tell 
Of  his  own  health,  an<l  hoped  his  friends  were  well ; 
He  kept  their  virtuous  precepts  in  his  mind. 
And  needed  nothhig— then  his  name  was  sigu'd  : 
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But  now  he  wrote  of  Sunday  walks  nnd  views, 
Of  actors'  names,  choice  novels,  and  strani^^e  news  ; 
How  coats  were  cut,  and  of  his  urgent  need 
For  fresh  supplj',  which  he  desired  with  si>eed. 
The  father  doubted,  when  these  letters  came. 
To  what  they  tended,  j-et  was  loth  to  blame  : 
"  Stephen  was  once  rni/  duteous  son,  and  now 
My  most  obedient — thLs  can  I  allow  ] 
Can  I  with  pleasure  or  with  patience  see 
A  boy  at  once  so  heartless  and  so  free  'i " 

But  soon  the  kinsman  heavy  tidings  told, 
That  love  and  jarudence  could  no  more  withhold  : 
'■■  Stephen,  though  steady  at  his  desk,  was  grown 
A  rake  and  coxcomb — this  lie  grieved  to  own  ; 
His  cousin  lett  his  church,  and  spent  the  day 
Lounging  about  in  quite  a  heathen  way  ; 
Sometimes  he  swore,  but  had  indeed  the  grace 
To  show^  the  shame  imprinted  on  his  face  : 
I  search'd  his  room,  and  in  his  absence  read 
Books  that  I  knew  would  turn  a  stronger  head  : 
The  works  of  atheists  half  the  number  made, 
The  rest  were  lives  of  harlots  leaving  trade  ; 
Which  neither  man  nor  boy  would  deign  to  read, 
If  from  the  scandal  ;md  pollution  freed  : 
I  sometimes  threaten'd,  and  would  fairly  state 
My  sense  of  things  so  vile  and  profligate  ; 
But  I'm  a  cit,  such  works  are  lost  on  me — 
They're  knowledge,  and  (good  Lord  '.)  philosophy." 

"  Oh,  send  him  down,"  the  father  soon  replied  ; 
"  Let  me  behold  him,  and  my  skill  be  tried  : 
If  care  and  kindness  lose  their  wonted  use. 
Some  rougher  medicine  will  the  end  produce." 

Stephen  with  grief  and  anger  heard  his  doom — 
"  Go  to  the  farmer — to  the  rustic's  home  ? 
Curse  the  base  threat' ning — "  "  Nay,  child,  never  curse  ; 
Cornipted  long,  your  case  is  growing  worse." 
"  I  !"  quoth  the  youth  ;  "  I  challenge  all  nvinldnd 
To  find  a  fault  ;  what  fault  have  y(ju  to  find  ? 
Improve  I  not  in  manner,  speech,  and  grace? 
Inquire — my  friuiifls  will  toll  it  to  your  face  ; 
Have  I  been  taught  to  guard  his  kine  and  shcop  ; 
A  man  like  me  hius  other  things  to  keep  ; 
This  let  him  know." — "  It  would  his  wrath  excite  : 
But  come,  prepare,  you  must  away  to-night." 
"  What  !  leave  my  studies,  my  improvements  leave. 
My  faithful  friends  and  intimates  to  grieve?" 
"  Go  to  your  father,  Stephen,  let  him  .see 
All  these  im])rovoments  ;  they  are  lost  on  mo." 

The  youth,  though  loth,  obey'd,  and  soon  he  saw 
The  farmer  father,  with  some  signs  of  awe  ; 
Who,  kind,  j'ct  silent,  waited  to  boholil 
liow  one  would  act,  so  daring,  yet  so  colil  : 
And  soon  he  found,  between  the  friendly  i)air 
That  secreta  pass'd  which  he  Wiis  not  to  sh.ire  ; 
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But  he  resolved  those  secrets  to  obtain. 
And  quash  rebellion  in  his  lawful  reign. 

Stephen,  though  vain,  was  with  his  lather  mute  ; 
He  feai'd  a  crisis,  and  he  shunn'd  dispute  ; 
And  yet  he  long'd  with  youthful  pride  to  show 
He  knew  such  things  as  farmers  could  not  know  ; 
These  to  the  grandam  he  with  freedom  spoke. 
Saw  her  amazement,  and  enjoy'd  the  joke  : 
But  on  the  father  when  he  cast  his  eye, 
Something  he  found  that  made  his  valour  shy  ; 
And  thus  there  seem'd  to  be  a  hollov?  truce. 
Still  threat'ning  something  dismal  to  produce. 

Ere  this  the  father  at  his  leisiu-e  read 
The  son's  choice  volumes,  and  his  wonder  fled  ; 
He  saw  how  wrought  the  works  of  either  kind 
On  so  presuming,  yet  so  weak  a  mind  ; 
These  in  a  chosen  hour  he  marie  his  prey, 
Condemn'd,  and  bore  with  vengeful  tliovights  away  ; 
Then  in  a  close  recess  the  couple  near. 
He  sat  unseen  to  see,  unheard  to  hear. 

There  soon  a  trial  for  his  patience  came ; 
Beneath  were  placed  the  youth  and  ancient  dame. 
Each  on  a  purpose  fix'd — but  neither  thought 
How  near  a  foe,  with  jx)wer  and  vengeance  fraught. 

And  now  the  matron  told,  as  tidings  sad. 
What  she  had  hcai"d  of  her  beloved  lad  ; 
How  he  to  gi-aceless,  wicked  men  gave  heed, 
And  wicked  books  would  night  and  morning  read  ; 
Some  former  lectures  she  again  began, 
And  begg'd  attention  of  her  little  man  ; 
She  brought,  with  many  a  pious  boast,  in  view 
His  former  studies,  and  condemn'd  the  new  : 
Once  he  the  names  of  saints  and  patriarchs  old. 
Judges  and  kings,  and  chiefs  and  prophets,  told  ; 
Then  he  in  winter  nights  the  Bible  took. 
To  count  how  often  in  the  sacred  book 
The  sacred  name  appear'd,  and  could  rehearse 
Which  were  the  middle  chapter,  word,  and  verso; 
The  very  letter  in  the  middle  placed. 
And  so  cmploy'd  the  hours  that  others  waste. 

"  Such  wert  thou  once  ;  and  now,  my  child,  they  say 
Thy  faith  like  water  nmneth  fast  away  ; 
The  prince  of  devils  hath,  I  fear,  beguiled 
The  ready  wit  of  my  backsliding  child." 

On  this,  with  lofty  looks,  our  clerk  began 
His  grave  rebuke,  as  ho  assumed  the  man. — 

"There  is  no  devil,"  said  the  hopeful  youth, 
"  Nor  prince  of  devils  :  that  I  know  for  truth. 
Have  I  not  told  j'ou  how  my  books  describe 
The  arts  of  piiests,  and  all  the  canting  tribe? 
Your  Bible  mentions  Egj^tt,  whore  it  seems 
Was  Joseph  found  wlien  I'liaiaoh  drcam'd  his  dreams  : 
Now  in  that  place,  in  some  bewilder'd  heail, 
(The  learned  write)  religious  droaius  were  bred  ; 
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Whence  through  the  earth,  with  various  forras  combiiietl, 

Tlicy  came  to  frighten  and  afflict  mankind, 

Prone  (so  I  read)  to  let  a  priest  inva<le 

Their  souls  with  awe,  anil  by  his  craft  be  made 

Slave  to  his  will,  and  profit  to  his  trade  : 

So  say  my  books,  and  how  the  rogues  agreed 

To  blind  the  victims,  to  defraud  and  lead  ; 

When  joys  above  to  ready  dupes  were  sold, 

And  hell  was  threaten'd  to  the  shy  and  coM. 

"Why  so  amazed  and  so  prepared  to  pray  ? 
As  il  a  Being  heard  a  word  we  say  : 
This  may  surprise  you  ;  I  myself  began 
To  feel  disturb'd,  and  to  my  Bible  ran  : 
I  now  am  wiser — yet  agree  in  this, 
The  book  has  things  that  are  not  much  amiss  ; 
It  is  a  fine  old  work,  and  I  protest 
I  hate  to  hear  it  treated  as  a  jest : 
The  book  has  wisdom  in  it,  if  you  look 
Wisely  upon  it  as  another  book." 

"  Oh  !  wicked  !  wicked  !  my  unhappy  child, 
How  hast  thou  been  by  evil  men  beguiled  ! " 

"How  !  wicked  say  you  ?  You  can  little  guess 
The  gain  of  that  which  you  call  wickedness  : 
Why,  sins  you  think  it  sinful  but  to  name 
Have  gain'd  both  wives  and  widows  wealth  and  fame  ; 
And  this  because  such  people  never  dread 
Those  threaten'd  pains ;  hell  comes  not  in  their  head  : 
Love  is  our  nature,  wealth  we  all  desire. 
And  what  we  wish  'tis  lawful  to  acquire  ; 
So  say  my  book — and  what  beside  they  show 
'Tis  time  to  let  this  honest  farmer  know. 
Nay,  look  not  grave  ;  am  I  commanded  down 
To  feed  his  cattle,  and  become  his  clown? 
Is  such  his  purpose  ?  Then  he  shall  be  told 
Tho  vulgar  insult — 

Hold,  in  mercy  hold  ! 
Father,  oh  !  father  !  throw  the  whip  aw.aj'' ; 
I  was  but  jesting  ;  on  my  knees  I  pray — 
There,  hold  his  arm — oh  !  leave  us  not  alone  : 
In  pity  cease,  and  I  will  yet  atone 

For  ail  my  sin." In  vain  ;  stroke  after  stroke, 

On  side  and  shoulder,  quick  as  mill-wheels  broke  ; 
Quick  as  the  patient's  pulse,  who  trembling  cried, 
AtkI  still  the  parent  with  a  stroke  replied  ; 
Till  all  the  medicine  he  prepared  was  dealt, 
And  every  bone  the  precious  influence  felt ; 
Till  all  the  panting  flesh  was  rod  and  raw. 
And  every  thought  was  turn'd  to  fear  and  awe ; 
Till  every  doubt  to  due  respect  gave  place. — 
Such  cures  are  done  when  doctors  know  the  case. 

"  Oh  !  I  shall  die — my  father  !  do  receive 
My  dying  words  ;  indeed  I  do  believe. 
The  books  are  lying  books,  I  know  it  well ; 
There  is  a  devil,  oh!  there  is  a  hell ; 


440  crabbe's  poems. 

And  I'm  a  sinner  ;  spare  me,  I  am  young, 
My  sinful  words  were  only  on  my  tongue  ; 
My  heart  consented  not ;  'tis  all  a  lie  : 
Oh  !  spare  me  then,  I'm  not  prepared  to  die." 

"Vain,  worthless,  stupid  wretch  !"  the  father  cried; 
"Dost  thou  presume  to  teach — art  thou  a  guide? 
Driveller  and  dog,  it  gave  the  mind  distress 
To  hear  thy  thoughts  in  their  religious  dress  ; 
Thy  pious  folly  moved  my  strong  disdain, 
Yet  I  forgave  thee  for  thy  want  of  brain  ; 
But  Job  in  patience  must  the  man  exceed 
Who  could  endure  thee  in  thy  present  creed. 
Is  it  for  thee,  thou  idiot,  to  pretend 
The  wicked  cause  a  helping  hand  to  lend  ? 
Canst  thou  a  judge  in  any  question  be  ! 
Atheists  themselves  would  scorn  a  friend  like  thee 

"  Lo  !  yonder  blaze  thy  worthies  ;  in  one  heap 
Thy  scoundrel  favourites  must  for  ever  sleep  : 
Each  yields  its  poison  to  the  flame  in  turn, 
Where  whores  and  infidels  are  doom'd  to  burn  ; 
Two  noble  faggots  made  the  flame  you  see. 
Reserving  only  two  fair  twigs  for  thee  : 
That  in  thy  view  the  instruments  may  stand. 
And  bo  in  future  ready  for  my  hand  : 
The  just  mementos  that,  though  silent,  show 
Whence  thy  correction  and  improvements  flow  ; 
Beholding  these,  thou  wilt  confess  their  power. 
And  feel  the  shame  of  this  important  hour. 

"  Hadst  thou  been  humble,  I  had  first  design'd 
By  care  from  folly  to  have  freed  th}'  mind  ; 
And  when  a  clean  foundation  had  been  laid. 
Our  priest,  more  able,  would  hayo  lent  his  aid  : 
But  thou  art  weak,  and  force  must  folly  guide  ; 
And  thoii  art  vain,  and  j)ain  must  humble  prido  : 
Teachers  men  honour,  learners  they  allure  ; 
But  learners  teaching,  of  contempt  are  sure  ; 
Scorn  is  their  certain  meed,  and  smart  their  only  euro  !" 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  FLATTERY. 

It  Iiaa  been  held  in  ancient  rules, 
Th;it  flattery  is  the  food  oi  fools ; 
Yit  now  auJ  then  your  men  of  wit 
Will  condescend  to  taste  a  bit. — Swnr. 

The  Subject — Poverty  and  Cunning  described— When  united,  a  J:irring  Couple— Mutual 
reproof— the  Wife  consoled  by  a  l>rcam— Birth  of  a  Dauyliter— Dcscri)'tiou  and  I'r  :dic- 
tion  of  Envy — How  t^)  be  rendered  ineffectual,  explained  in  a  Visivn — Simulation 
foretells  the  future  Success  and  'triumphs  of  l-'luttcry— Her  power  over  various  Charac- 
ters and  Diilerent  Minds  ;  over  certain  Classes  of  men  ;  over  Envy  himself — Her 
successful  Art  of  softening  the  Evils  of  Life  ;  of  changing  Characters ;  of  meliorating 
>*ro9p6ct3,  and  aflixing  Value  to  Possessions,  Pictures,  &c. — Conclusion. 

Muse  of  my  Spenser,  who  so  well  could  sing 

The  passions  all,  their  bearings  and  their  ties  ; 

Who  could  in  view  those  shadowy  beings  bring, 

And  with  bold  hand  remove  each  dai'k  disguise, 

Wherein  love,  hatred,  scorn,  or  anger  lies  : 

Guide  him  to  Fairyland,  who  now  intends 

That  way  his  flight ;  assist  him  as  lie  flies, 

To  mark  those  passions.  Virtue's  foes  and  friends, 
Cy  whom  when  led  she  di-oops,  when  leading  she  ascends. 

Yes  !  they  appear,  I  see  the  fairj'  train  ! 

And  who  that  modest  nymph  of  meek  address  ? 

Not  Vanity,  though  loved  by  all  the  vain  ; 

Not  Hope,  though  promising  to  all  success ; 

Nor  Mirth,  nor  Joy,  though  foe  to  all  distress  ; 

'j'hce,  sprightly  siren,  from  this  train  I  choose. 

Thy  birth  relate,  thy  soothing  arts  confess  ; 

'Tis  not  in  thy  mild  nature  to  refuse, 
When  poets  ask  thine  aid,  so  oft  their  meed  and  muse. 

In  Fairyland,  on  wide  and  cheerless  plain, 

Dwelt,  in  the  house  of  Care,  a  sturdy  swain  ; 

A  hireling  he,  who,  when  he  till'd  the  soil, 

Look'd  tf)  the  pittance  that  repaid  his  toil. 

And  to  a  master  left  the  mingled  joy 

And  anxinus  care  that  foUow'd  his  employ. 

Sullen  and  ])atieut  he  at  once  a()pear'd, 

As  one  who  murmin-'d,  yet  as  one  wlio  foar'd  ; 

Th'  attire  was  coarse  that  clothed  his  sinewy  framo, 

llude  his  address,  and  Poverty  his  name. 
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In  that  same  plain  a  nymph,  ot  curious  taste, 
A  cottage  (plann'd,  with  all  her  skill)  hail  i)!aced  ; 
Strange  the  materials,  and  for  what  clesign'd 
The  various  parts,  no  simple  man  might  find  ; 
What  seem'd  the  door,  each  entering  guest  withstood, 
What  seem'd  a  window  was  but  painted  wood  ; 
But  by  a  secret  spring  the  w;dl  would  move, 
And  daylight  drop  through  glassy  door  above  : 
'Twas  all  her  pride  new  traj)s  for  praise  to  lay, 
And  all  her  wisdom  was  to  hide  her  way  ; 
In  small  attempts  incessant  were  her  pains. 
And  Cunning  was  her  name  among  the  swains. 

Now,  whether  fate  decreed  this  pair  should  wed, 
And  blindly  drove  them  to  the  marriage  bed  ; 
Or  whether  love  in  some  soft  hour  inclined 
The  damsel's  heart,  and  won  her  to  be  kind. 
Is  yet  unsung  :  they  were  an  ill-match'd  pair, 
But  both  disposed  to  wed — and  wed  they  wei-e. 

Yet,  though  united  in  their  fortune,  still 
Their  ways  were  diverse  ;  varying  was  their  will  ; 
Nor  long  the  maid  had  bless'd  the  simple  man, 
Before  dissensions  rose,  and  she  began  : — 

"  Wretch  that  I  am  !  since  to  thy  fortune  bound. 
What  plan,  what  project,  with  success  is  crowTi'd  ? 
I,  who  a  thousand  secret  arts  possess. 
Who  every  rank  apjiroach  with  right  address  ; 
Who've  loosed  a  guinea  from  a  miser's  chest, 
And  worm'd  his  secret  from  a  traitcw's  breast  ; 
Thence  gifts  and  gains  collecting,  great  and  small. 
Have  brought  to  thee,  and  thou  consum'st  them  all  , 
For  want  like  thine — a  bog  without  a  base — 
Ingulfs  all  gains  I  gather  for  the  Y>\a.ce  ; 
Feeding,  unfill'd  ;  destroying,  undestroy'd  ; 
It  craves  for  ever,  and  is  ever  void  : 
Wretch  that  I  am  !  what  misery  have  I  found, 
Since  my  sure  craft  was  to  thy  calling  bound  !  " 

'■  Oh  !  vaimt  oi  wortless  art,"  the  swain  replied, 
Scowling  contempt,   "  how  pitilul  this  jiride  ! 
What  are  these  specious  gifts,  these  paltry  gains, 
But  base  rewards  for  ignominious  pains  ? 
With  all  thy  tricking,  still  for  bread  we  strive. 
Thine  is,  proud  wretch  !  the  care  that  cannot  thrive  ; 
By  all  thy  boasted  skill  and  baffled  hooks, 
Thou  gain'st  no  more  than  students  by  their  books. 
No  more  than  I  for  my  poor  deeds  am  paid, 
Whom  none  can  blame,  will  help,  or  dare  upbraid. 

"Call  this  our  need,  a  bog  that  all  devours, — 
Then  what  tliy  petty  arts,  but  summer  flowers, 
Gauily  and  niean,  and  serving  to  betray 
The  place  they  make  mqirofitably  gay  < 
Who  know  it  not,  some- useless  beauties  see, — 
But  ah  !  to  prove  it  was  reserved  for  mc." 
Unhappy  state  !  that,  in  decay  of  love, 
Permits  harsh  truth  his  errors  to  disprove  ; 
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While  he  remains,  to  wranc>le  and  to  jar, 

Is  friendly  tournament,  not  fatal  war  ; 

Love  in  his  play  will  borrow  arms  of  hato. 

Anger  and  rage,  upbraiding  and  debate  ; 

And  by  his  power  the  desperate  weapons  thrown, 

Become  as  safe  and  pleasant  as  his  own  ; 

But  left  by  him,  their  natures  they  assume. 

And  fatal,  in  their  poisoning  force,  become. 

Time  fled,  and  now  the  swain  compell'd  to  see 
New  cause  for  fear — "  Is  this  thy  thrift? "  quoth  I.e. 
To  whom  the  wife  with  cheerful  voice  replied  : — 
"  Thou  moody  man,  lay  all  thy  fears  asiile  ; 
I've  seen  a  vision — they,  from  whom  I  came, 
A  daughter  promise,  pi-omise  wealth  and  fame  ; 
Born  with  my  features,  with  my  arts,  yet  she 
Shall  patient,  pliant,  persevering  be, 
And  in  thy  better  ways  resemble  thee. 
The  fiiiries  round  shall  at  her  birth  attend. 
The  friend  of  all  in  all  shall  find  a  friend. 
And  save  that  one  sad  star  that  hour  must  gleam 
On  our  fair  child,  how  glorious  were  my  dream  I " 

This  heard  the  husband,  and,  in  surly  smile, 
Aim'd  at  contempt,  but  yet  he  hoped  the  while: 
For  as,  when  sinking,  wretched  men  are  found 
To  catch  at  rushes  rather  than  be  drown'd  ; 
So  on  a  dream  our  peasant  placed  his  hope. 
And  foiuid  that  rush  as  valid  as  a  rope. 

Swift  fled  the  days,  for  now  in  hope  they  fled. 
When  a  fair  daughter  bless'd  the  nuptial  bed; 
Her  infant  face  the  mother's  pains  beguiled. 
She  look'd  so  pleasing  and  so  softlj"^  smiled  ; 
Those  smiles,  those  looks,  with  sweet  sensations  moved 
The  gazer's  soul,  and  as  he  look'd  he  loved. 

And  now  the  fairies  came  with  gifts,  to  grace 
So  mild  a  nature,  and  so  fair  a  face. 

They  gave,  with  beauty,  that  bewitching  art. 
That  holds  in  easy  chains  the  liuman  heart ; 
They  gave  her  skill  to  win  the  stubborn  mind. 
To  make  the  suffering  to  their  sorrows  blind, 
To  bring  on  pensive  looks  the  pleasing  smile, 
And  Care's  stern  brow  of  every  frown  beguile. 

These  magic  favours  graced  cho  infant  maid, 
Whose  more  enlivening  smile  the  charming  gifts  repaid. 

Now  Fortune  changed,  who,  were  she  constant  long, 
Would  leave  us  few  adventures  for  our  song. 

A  wicked  elfin  roved  this  land  around. 
Whoso  joys  proceeded  from  the  griefs  he  found  ; 
Envy  his  name  :— his  fascinating  eye 
From  the  light  bosom  drew  tlic  siidden  sigh  ; 
Unsocial  ho,  but  with  malignant  mind. 
He  dwelt  with  man,  that  ho  might  curse  mankind ; 
Like  the  first  foe,  he  sought  th'  abode  oi  joy 
(}ricve<l  to  behold,  but  eager  to  destroy  ; 
Kound  blooming  beauty,  like  tho  wasp,  he  flew. 
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Soil'd  the  fresh  sweet,  and  changed  the  rosy  hue  ; 

The  wise,  the  good,  with  anxious  heart  ho  saw, 

And  here  a  failing  found,  and  there  a  flaw  ; 

Discord  in  families  'twas  his  to  move, 

Distrust  in  friendship,  jealousy  in  love  ; 

He  told  the  poor,  what  joys  the  great  posscss'd  ; 

The  great,  what  calm  content  the  cottage  bless'd : 

To  part  the  learned  and  the  rich  be  ti'ied, 

Till  their  slow  friendship  perish'd  in  their  pride. 

Such  was  the  fiend,  and  so  secure  of  prey. 

That  only  misery  pass'd  unstung  away. 

Soon  as  he  heard  the  fairy  babe  was  born, 
Scornful  he  smiled,  but  felt  no  more  than  scorn : 
Tor  why,  when  fortune  placed  her  state  so  low. 
In  useless  sjnte  his  lofty  malice  show  ? 
Why,  in  a  niiscViief  of  the  meaner  kind. 
Exhaust  the  vigour  of  a  ranc'rous  mind  ; 
But,  soon  as  fame  the  fairy  gifts  proclaim'd, 
Quick-rising  wrath  his  ready  soul  inflamed 
To  swear,  by  vows  that  o'cn  the  wicked  tie. 
The  nymph  should  weep  her  varied  destiny  ; 
That  every  gift,  that  now  appear'd  to  shine 
In  her  fair  face,  and  make  her  smiles  divine, 
Should  all  the  poison  of  his  magic  prove. 
And  they  should  scorn  her,  whom  she  sought  for  love. 

His  spell  prepared,  in  form  an  ancient  dame, 
A  fiend  in  si)irit,  to  the  cot  he  came  ; 
There  gain'd  admittance,  and  the  infant  press'd 
(Muttering  his  wicked  magic)  to  his  i)reast  ; 
And  thus  he  said  : — "  Of  all  the  powers  who  wait 
On  Jove's  decrees,  and  do  the  work  of  fate. 
Was  I,  alone,  despised  or  worthless,  found. 
Weak  to  protect,  or  impotent  to  wovnid  ? 
See  then  thy  foo,  regret  the  friendship  lost, 
And  learn  my  skill,  but  learn  it  at  your  cost. 

"  Know,  tlien,  0  child  !  devote  to  fates  severe. 
The  good  shall  hate  thy  name,  the  wise  shall  fear  ; 
Wit  shall  deride,  and  no  protecting  friend 
Thy  shame  shall  cover,  or  thy  name  defend. 
Thy  gentle  sex,  who,  more  than  ours,  should  spare 
A  humble  foe,  will  greater  scorn  declare  ; 
The  ba.se  alone  thy  advocates  shall  be, 
Or  boast  alliance  with  a  wretch  like  tliee." 

He  spake,  and  vanish'd,  other  prey  to  find, 
And  waste  in  slovi'  disease  the  eoncjuor'd  mind. 

Awed  by  the  elfin's  threats,  and  fill'd  with  dread. 
The  parents  wept,  and  sought  their  infant's  bod: 
Despair  alone  the  father's  soul  possess'd  ; 
But  hope  rose  gently  in  the  mother's  breast ; 
For  well  she  knew  that  neither  grief  nor  joy 
Pain'd  without  hope,  or  pleased  without  alloy  ; 
And  wliile  those  hojies  and  fears  her  heart  divide, 
A  cheerful  vision  bade  the  fears  subside. 

She  saw  descending  to  the  world  below 
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An  ancient  form,  with  solemn  pace  and  slow. 

"  Daughter,  no  more  be  sad  "  (the  phantom  cried), 

"Success  is  seldom  to  the  wise  denied  ; 

In  idle  wishes  fools  supinely  stay; 

Be  there  a  will,  and  wisdom  finds  a  way  : 

Why  art  ttiou  grieved  ?  Be  rather  glad,  that  ho 

Who  hates  the  happy,  aims  his  darts  at  thee, 

But  aims  in  vain  ;  thy  favour'd  dauorhtcr  lies 

Serenely  bless'd,  and  shall  to  joy  arise. 

For,  grant  that  curses  on  her  name  shall  wait 

(So  envy  wills,  and  such  the  voice  of  fate). 

Yet  if  that  name  be  prudently  suppress'd, 

She  shall  be  courted,  favour'd,  and  caress'd. 

"  For  what  are  names  ?  and  where  agree  mankind, 
In  those  to  persons  or  to  acts  assign'd  ? 
Brave,  learii'd,  or  wise,  if  some  their  favourites  call. 
Have  they  the  titles  or  the  praise  from  all  ? 
Not  so,  but  others  will  the  brave  disdain 
As  rash,  and  deem  the  sons  of  wisdom  vain  ; 
The  self-same  mind  shall  scorn  or  kindness  move. 
And  the  same  deed  attract  contempt  and  love. 

"  So  all  the  powers  who  move  the  human  soul, 
With   all  the  passions  who  the  will  control, 
Have  various  names — One  given  by  Truth  Divine 
(As  Simnlatuin  thus  was  fix'd  for  mine), 
The  rest  by  man,  who  now,  as  wisdom's  prize 
My  secret  counsels,  now  as  art  despise  ; 
One  hour,  as  just,  those  counsels  they  embrace. 
And  spurn,  the  next,  as  pitiful  and  base. 
Thee,  too,  my  child,  those  fools  as  Cunning  fly. 
Who  on  thy  counsel  and  thy  craft  rely  ; 
That  worthy  craft  in  others  they  condemn. 
But  'tis  their  prudence,  while  conducting  them. 

"  Be  FLATTiiRV,  then,  thy  hai)pj'  infant's  name. 
Let  Honour  scorn  her  and  let  Wit  defame  ; 
Let  all  be  true  that  Envy  dooms,  yet  all, 
Not  on  herself,  but  on  her  name,  shall  fall  ; 
While  she  thy  fortune  and  her  own  shall  raise, 
And  decent  frutk  bo  call'd,  and  loved  as  modest  Praise. 

"  0  happy  child  !  the  glorious  day  .shall  shine, 
Wiien  evei-y  ear  shall  to  thy  speech  incline, 
Thj'  words  alluring  and  thy  voice  divine  ; 
The  sullen  pedant  and  the  sprightly  wit, 
To  hear  thy  soothing  eloquence  shall  sit ; 
And  both,  abjuring  flattery,  will  agree 
That  Truth  insj)ires,  and  they  must  honour  thee. 

"  Jiiivii  himself  shall  to  thy  accents  bend. 
Force  a  f  lint  smile,  and  sullenly  attend, 
When  thoushalt  call  him   Virtue  s  ji-a/ouf!  friend, 
Whose  bosom  glows  with  generous  rage  to  find 
How  fools  and  knaves  are  flatter'd  by  mankind. 

"The  sago  retired,  who  spends  aluno  his  days. 
And  flies  th'  obstreperous  voice  of  |)ublic  iiraiso  ; 
Tho  vain,  the  vulgar  cry, — shall  gladly  meet. 
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And  bid  thee  welcome  to  his  still  retreat ; 

JIuch  will  he  wonder,  how  thou  cam'st  to  find 

A  man  to  glory  dead,  to  peace  consign'd. 

'  O  Fame  ! '  he'll  cry  (for  he  will  call  thee  Fame), 

'  From  thee  I  fly,  from  thee  conceal  my  name ;' 

But  thou  shalt  say,   '  Though  Genius  takes  his  flight, 

He  leaves  behind  a  glorious  train  of  light, 

And  hides  in  vain  : — j'et  prudent  he  that  flies 

The  flatterer's  art,  and  for  himself  is  wise.' 

''  Yes,  happy  child  !  I  mark  th'  approaching  day, 
When  warring  natures  will  confess  thy  sway  ; 
When  thou  shalt  Saturn's  golden  reign  restore, 
And  vice  and  folly  shall  bo  known  no  more. 

"Pride  shall  not  then  in  h\nnan  kind  have  place, 
Changed  by  thy  skill  to  iJignity  and  Grace  ; 
While  Shame,  who  now  betrays  the  inward  sense 
Of  secret  ill,  shall  be  thy  Diffidence  ; 
Avarice  shall  thenceforth  ])rudent  Forecast  be. 
And  bloody  Vengeance,  Magna  nimit //  ; 
The  lavish  tongue  shall  honest  truths  impart. 
The  lavish  hand  shall  show  the  generous  heart, 
And  Indiscretion  be,  contenjpt  of  art  ; 
Folly  and  Vice  shall  then,  no  longer  known. 
Be,  this  as  Viitue,  that  as  Wisdom,  shown. 

"  Then  shall  the  robber  as  the  hero,  rise 
To  seize  the  good  that  churlish  law  denies ; 
Throughout  the  world  shall  rove  the  generous  b.and, 
And  deal  the  gifts  of  Heaven  from  hand  to  hand. 
In  thy  blest  days  no  tyrant  shall  be  seen. 
Thy  gracious  king  shall  rule  contented  men  ; 
In  thy  blest  days  shall  not  a  rebel  be, 
But  patriots  all  and  well-approved  of  thee. 

"Such  powers  are  thine,  that  man  b}'  tlieo  shall  wrest 
The  gainful  secret  from  the  cautious  breast  ; 
Nor  then,  with  all  his  care,  the  good  retain, 
But  yield  to  thee  the  secret  and  the  gain. 
In  vain  shall  much  experience  guard  the  heart 
Against  the  charm  of  thy  prevailing  art ; 
Admitted  once,  so  soothing  is  thy  strain, 
It  comes  the  sweeter,  when  it  comes  again  ; 
And  when  confess'd  as  thine,  what  mind  so  strong 
Forbears  the  plcasore  it  indulged  so  long? 

"  Softener  of  every  ill !  of  all  our  woes 
The  balmy  solace  !  friend  of  fiercest  foes  ! 
Begin  thy  reign,  and  like  the  morning  rise  ! 
Bring  joy,  bring  beauty,  to  our  eager  eyes  ; 
Break  on  the  drowsy  world  like  opening  day, 
While  grace  and  gladness  join  thy  ttow'ry  way  ; 
While  every  voice  is  j)raise,  while  every  heart  is  gay. 

"  From  thee  all  )irospects  shall  new  beauties  take, 
'Tis  thine  to  seek  them  and  'tis  thine  to  make ; 
On  the  cold  i'en  I  see  thee  turn  thine  eyes. 
Its  mists  recede,  its  chilling  vapour  flies  ; 
Th'  enrai>tured  lord  th'  impros-ing  ground  surveys, 
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And  for  his  Eden  asks  the  traveller's  praise, 
^Vhich  yet,  unview'd  ot  thee,  a  bog  had  been. 
Where  spungy  rushes  hide  the  plashj-^  green. 

"  I  see  thee  breathing  on  the  barren  moor, 
That  seems  to  bloom,  although  so  bleak  before  ; 
There,  if  beneath  the  gorse  the  primrose  spring, 
Or  the  pied  daisy  smile  below  the  ling. 
They  shall  new  charms,  at  thy  command  disclose, 
/And  none  shall  miss  the  myrtle  or  the  rose. 
The  wiry  moss,  that  whitens  all  the  hill. 
'Shall  live  a  beauty  by  thy  matchless  skill  ; 
Gale*  from  the  bog  shall  j-ield  Arabian  balm. 
And  the  grey  willow  wave  a  golden  palm. 

"  I  see  thee  smiling  in  the  pictured  room. 
Now  breathing  beauty,  now  reviving  bloom  ; 
There,  each  immortal  name  'tis  thine  to  give 
To  graceless  forms,  and  bid  the  lumber  live. 
Shouldst  thou  coarse  boors  or  gloomy  martyrs  see. 
These  shall  thy  Guides,  these  thy  Teniers  be  ; 
There  shalt  thou  Raphael's  saints  and  angels  trace. 
There  make  for  Rubens  and  for  Eej'nokls  place. 
And  all  the  pride  of  art  shall  find,  in  her  disgrace. 

' '  Delight  of  either  sex  !  thy  reign  commence  ; 
With  balmy  sweetness  soothe  the  weary  sense, 
And  to  the  sickening  soul  thy  cheering  aid  dispense. 
Queen  of  the  mind  !  thy  golden  age  begin  ; 
In  mortal  bosoms  varnish  shame  and  sin  ; 
Let  all  be  fair  without,  let  all  be  calm  within." 

The  vision  tied,  the  happy  mother  rose, 
Kiss'd  the  fair  infant,  smiled  at  all  her  foes. 
And  Flattery  made  her  name  :— lier  reign  began  : 
Her  own  dear  sex  she  ruled,  then  vanquish'd  man  : 
A  smiling  friend,  to  every  class  she  spoke. 
Assumed  their  manners,  and  their  habits  took  ; 
Her,  for  her  humble  mien,  the  modest  loved  ; 
Her  cheerful  looks  the  light  and  gay  approved  : 
The  just  beheld  her  firm  ;  the  valiant,  brave  : 
Her  mirth  the  free,  her  silence  pleased  the  grave  : 
Zeal  heard  her  voice,  and,  as  he  preach'd  aloud, 
Well  pleased  ho  caught  her  whispei's  fnnn  the  crow  d 
(Tliose  whispers,  soothing-sweet  to  every  ear. 
Which  some  refuse  to  pay,  but  none  to  hear)  : 
i^liame  fled  her  jtresence,  at  her  gentle  strain, 
Care  softly  smiled,  and  GuUl  forgot  its  pain  : 
The  wretched  thought,  the  haiipy  found,  her  true, 
The  leam'd  confess'd  that  .she  their  merits  know  : 
The  rich — could  they  a  constant  friend  condemn  ? 
The  poor  believed— for  who  should  flatter  them  ? 

Thus  on  her  name  though  all  disgrace  attend, 
In  every  creature  she  beholds  a  friend. 

•  Mgrlca  gale,  n  Bbrub  growing  in  boggy  and  fenny  grounds. 
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REFLECTIONS  UPON  THE  SUBJECT— 

Quid  juvat  errores,  mersA  jam  piippe,  fateri  ? 
Quid  laciirymce  delicta  juvaut  coiuuiissa  secutie  ? 

ChAimiAS,  in  Eutropium,  lib.  ii.  lin.  7. 

What  avails  it,  when  shipwreck'd,  th.at  error  appears  ? 
Are  the  crimes  we  commit  wash'd  away  by  our  tears  ? 

When  all  the  fiercer  passions  cease 

(The  glory  and  disgrace  of  youth) : 
When  the  deluded  soul  in  peace 

Can  listen  to  the  voice  of  truth  : 
When  we  are  taught  in  whom  to  trust, 

And  how  to  sjjare,  to  spend,  to  give 
(Our  prudence  kind,  our  pity  just), 

'Tis  then  we  I'ightly  learn  to  live. 

Its  weakness  when  the  body  feels, 

Nor  danger  in  contempt  defies  : 
To  reason  when  desire  appeals. 

When  on  experience  hope  relies  : 
When  every  passing  hour  we  prize, 

Nor  rashly  on  our  follies  spend  : 
But  use  it  as  it  quickly  flies, 

With  sober  aim  to  serious  end  : 
When  prudence  bounds  our  utmost  views. 

And  bids  us  wrath  and  wrong  forgive  ; 
When  wc  can  calmly  gain  or  lose, — 

'Tis  then  we  rightly  learn  to  live. 

Yet  thus,  when  we  our  way  discern, 

And  can  upon  our  care  (Icpcnd, 
To  travel  safely,  when  we  learn. 

Behold  !  we're  near  our  journey's  end. 
We've  trod  the  maze  of  error  round, 

Long  wand'ring  in  the  winding  glade  : 
And,  now  the  torcih  of  truth  is  found. 

It  only  shows  us  where  we  stray'd  : 
Light  for  ourselves,  what  is  it  worth, 

When  we  no  more  our  way  can  choose  ? 
For  others,  when  wo  hold  it  forth. 

They,  in  their  pride,  the  boon  refuse. 

By  long  experience  taught,  wo  now 

Can  rightly  judge  of  friends  and  foes. 
Can  all  the  worth  of  these  allow, 

And  all  their  faults  discern  in  those  ; 
Relentless  hatred,  erring  love. 

We  can  for  sacred  truth  forego  ; 
We  can  the  warmest  friend  reprove, 

And  bear  to  praise  the  fiercest  foe  : 
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To  vrhat  effect  ?     Our  friends  are  gone 

Beyond  reproof,  regard,  or  care  ; 
And  of  our  foes  remains  there  oue 

Tlie  mild  relenting  thoughts  to  share  ? 

Now  'tis  our  boast  that  we  can  quell 

The  wildest  passions  in  their  rage  ; 
Can  their  destructive  force  repel, 

And  their  impetuous  wrath  assuage  : 
Ah  I  Virtue,  dost  thou  arm,  when  now 

This  bold  rebellious  race  are  fled  ; 
When  all  these  tyrants  rest,  and  thou 

Art  warring  with  the  might}'  dead  ? 
llevenge,  ambition,  scorn,  and  pride, 

And  strong  desire  and  fierce  disdain, 
The  giant  brood  by  thee  defied, 

Lo  !  Time's  resistless  strokes  have  slain. 

Yet  Time,  who  could  that  race  subdue 

(O'erpowering  strength,  aj^peasing  rage), 
Leaves  yet  a  persevei-ing  crew. 

To  try  the  failing  powers  of  age. 
Vex'd  by  the  constant  call  of  these, 

Virtue  awhile  for  coiKjuost  tries  ; 
But  wearj'  grown,  ami  fond  of  ease. 

She  makes  with  them  a  compromise  : 
Av'rice  himself  she  gives  to  rest, 

But  lilies  him  with  her  strict  commands  ; 
Bids  Pity  touch  his  torpid  breast. 

And  Justice  hold  his  eager  hands. 

Yet  is  there  nothing  men  can  do, 

When  chilling  age  comes  creeping  on  ? 
Cannot  we  yet  some  good  pursue  ! 

Are  talents  buried  '(  genius  gone  ? 
If  passions  slumber  in  the  breast, 

If  follies  from  the  heart  be  fled  ; 
Of  laurels  let  us  go  in  quest. 

And  place  them  on  the  poet's  head. 

Yes,  we'll  redeem  the  wasted  time, 

And  to  neglected  studies  flee  ; 
We'll  build  again  the  lofty  rhyme, 

Or  live.  Philosophy,  with  thee  : 
For  rciusoning  clear,  foi-  flight  sublime, 

Eternal  fame  reward  shall  be  ; 
And  to  what  gloiious  heights  we'll  climb, 

Th'  admiring  crowd  shall  envying  sto. 

Begin  the  song  !  begin  the  tlieme  ! — 

Alas  !  and  is  Invention  ilead  ? 
Dreaui  we  no  more  the  golden  ilream  ? 

Is  Mem'ry  with  her  treasures  fled? 
Yes,  'tis  too  late — now  Ilc.ison  guides 

The  mind,  solo  judge  in  all  debate  ; 
•Z  a 
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And  thus  the  important  point  decides. 
For  laurels,  'tis  alas  !  too  late. 
What  is  possess'd  we  may  retain. 
But  for  new  conquests  strive  in  vain. 

Beware,  then,  Age,  that  what  was  won 
In  life's  past  labours,  studies,  views, 
Be  lost  not,  now  the  labour  's  done, 
When  all  thy  part  is, — not  to  lose  : 
When  thou  canst  toil  or  gain  no  more. 
Destroy  not  what  was  gain'd  beiore. 

For,  all  that's  gain'd  of  all  that's  good. 

When  time  shall  his  weak  frame  destroy 
(Their  use  then  rightly  understood). 

Shall  man,  in  hapi)ier  state,  enjoy. 
Oh  !  argument  for  truth  divine, 

For  study's  cares,  lor  virtue's  strife  ; 
To  know  th'  enjoyment  will  be  thine. 

In  that  renew'd,  that  endless  lile  ! 


SIR  EUSTACE  GREY. 

Scene. — A  Madhouse. 

Persons. — Visitor,  Physician,  and  Patient. 

VISITOR. 

I'll  know  no  more  ; — the  heart  is  torn 
By  views  of  woe  we  cannot  heal  ; 

Long  shall  I  see  these  things  forlorn, 
And  oft  again  their  griefs  shall  feel. 
As  each  upon  the  mind  shall  steal : 

That  wan  jjrojector's  mystic  style, 
That  lumpish  idiot  leering  by, 

That  peevish  idler's  ceaseless  wile. 

And  that  poor  maiden's  liall-form'd  smile. 
While  struggling  lor  the  lull-drawn  sigh  ! — 

I'll  know  no  more. 

PHYSICIAN. 

Yes,  turn  again  ; 
Then  speed  to  happier  scenes  thy  way, 

When  thou  hast  view'd,  what  yet  remain. 
The  ruins  of  Sir  Eustace  Orcy, 

The  sport  of  maiJness,  misery's  prey  : 
But  he  will  no  liistorian  need. 

His  cares,  his  crimes,  will  he  display, 
And  show  (as  one  from  frenzy  freed) 
The  proud  lost  mind,  the  rash-done  deed. 

That  cell  to  him  is  Grayling  Hall  : — 

Approach  ;  he'll  bid  thee  welcome  there  ; 
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Will  sometimes  for  his  servant  call, 

And  sometimes  point  the  vacant  chair  : 
He  can,  with  free  and  easy  air, 

Appear  attentive  and  pohto  ; 
Can  veil  his  woes  in  manners  fair. 

And  pity  with  respect  excite. 

PATIENT. 

Who  comes  ? — Approach  ! — 'tis  kindly  done  : — 

My  leam'd  physician,  and  a  friend. 
Their  pleasures  quit,  to  visit  one 

Who  cannot  to  their  ease  attend, 
Nor  joys  bestow,  nor  comforts  lend. 

As  when  I  lived  so  blest,  so  well. 
And  dreamt  not  I  must  soon  contend 

With  those  malignant  powers  of  hell. 

THYSICIAN. 

"  Less  warmth.  Sir  Eustace,  or  we  go." 

PATIENT. 

See  !  I  am  calm  as  infant  love, 
A  very  child,  but  one  of  woe. 

Whom  you  should  pity,  not  reprove  : — 
But  men  at  ease,  who  never  strove 

With  passions  wild,  will  calmly  show 
How  soon  we  maj'  their  ills  remove. 

And  masters  of  their  madness  grow. 

Some  twenty  j'ears,  I  think,  are  gone — 

(Time  flies  I  know  not  how,  away) 
The  sun  upon  no  happier  shone. 

Nor  prouder  man,  than  Eustace  Grey. 
Ask  where  you  would,  and  all  would  say. 

The  man  admired  and  praised  of  all, 
By  rich  and  poor,  by  grave  and  gay. 

Was  the  young  lord  of  Groyling  Hall. 

Yes  !  I  had  youth  and  rosy  health  ; 

Was  nobly  form'd,  as  man  might  be  ; 
For  sickness,  then,  of  all  my  wealth, 

I  never  gave  a  single  fee  : 
The  ladies  fair,  the  maidens  free. 

Were  all  accustom'd  then  to  say. 
Who  would  a  handsome  figure  see, 

Should  look  upon  Sir  Eustace  Grey. 

He  had  a  frank  and  j)leasant  look, 

A  cheerful  eye  and  accent  l)land  ; 
His  very  siieech  and  manner  spoke 

The  generous  heart,  the  open  hand  ; 
About  him  all  was  gay  or  grand. 

Ho  had  the  praise  of  great  and  small  ; 
Ho  bought,  improved,  projected,  pLuuiM, 

And  rcii;ird  a  print-e  at  Grevling  Hall. 
•J  c;  2 
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My  laily  I — she  was  all  we  love  : 

All  pi-aise  (to  speak  her  worth)  is  foint  ; 
Her  nianiicrs  show'd  the  yielding  dove, 

Her  morals,  the  seraphic  saint : 
She  never  breathed  nor  look'd  coniiilaint  ; 

No  equal  upon  earth  had  she — 
Now,  what  is  this  fair  thing:  I  l)aint  ? 

Alas  !  as  all  that  live  shall  be. 

There  was,  beside,  a  gallant  youth. 

And  him  my  bosom's  friend  I  had  ; — 
Oh  !  I  was  rich  in  verj'  truth, 

It  made  me  proud — it  made  me  mad  : — 
Yes,  I  was  lost — but  there  was  cause  I — 

Where  stood  my  tale? — I  cannot  find — 
But  I  had  all  mankind's  applause. 

And  all  the  smiles  of  womankind. 

There  were  two  cherub-things  beside, 

A  gracious  girl,  a  glorious  boj'  ; 
Yet  more  to  swell  my  lull-blown  pride. 

To  varnish  higher  my  fixding  joy, 
Pleasures  were  ours  without  alloy, 

Nay,  Paradise, — till  my  frail  Eve 
Our  bliss  was  tempted  to  destroj' — 

Deceived  and  fated  to  deceive. 

But  I  deserved  ; — for  all  that  time. 

When  I  was  loved,  admired,  caress'd. 
There  was  within,  each  secret  crime, 

Unfelt,  uncancell'd,  unconfcs&'d  : 
I  never  then  my  God  addrcss'd. 

In  grateful  praise  or  humble  prayer  ; 
And  if  His  Word  was  not  my  jest  — 

(Dread  thought !)  it  never  was  my  care. 

I  doubted  : — fool  I  was  to  doubt ! 

If  that  all-piercing  eye  could  see, — 
If  He  who  looks  all  worlds  throughout. 

Would  so  minute  and  carotid  be 
As  to  perceive  and  punish  me  : — 

With  man  I  would  be  great  and  high, 
But  with  my  God  so  lost,  that  He, 

In  His  large  view,  should  pass  me  by. 

1'lius  blest  with  children,  friend,  and  wife, 

Blest  far  beyond  the  vulgar  lot ; 
Of  all  that  gladdens  human  life, 

Where  was  the  good  that  I  had  not? 
But  my  vile  heart  had  sinful  sjiot, 

And  Heaven  beheld  its  deep'ning  stain  ; 
Eternal  justice  I  forgot, 

And  mercy  sought  not  to  obtain. 

Come  near, — I'll  softly  speak  the  rest ! — 
Alas  !  'tis  known  to  all  the  crowd, 
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Iler  guilty  love  was  all  coufess'd  ; 

And  his,  who  so  much  truth  avow'd. 
My  faithless  friend's.— In  pleasure  proud 

I  sat,  when  these  cursed  tidini^s  came  ; 
Their  guilt,  their  flight  was  told  al<jud, 

And  Envy  smiled  to  heai-  my  shame  ! 

I  call'd  on  Vengeance  ;  at  the  word 

She  came  : — Can  I  the  deed  forget  ? 
I  held  the  sword — the  accursed  sword 

The  blood  of  his  false  heart  made  wet  ; 
And  that  fair  victim  paid  her  debt, 

She  pined,  she  died,  she  loathed  to  live  ; — 
I  saw  her  dying — see  her  yet : 

Fair  fallen  thing  !  my  rage  forgive  ! 

Those  cherubs  still,  my  life  to  bless. 

Were  left ;  could  I  my  fears  remove, 
Sad  fears  that  chcck'd  each  fond  caress. 

And  poison'd  all  parental  love  ? 
Yet  that  with  jealous  feelings  strove, 

And  would  at  last  have  won  my  will, 
Had  I  not,  wretch  !  been  doom'cl  to  y)rovo 

Th'  extremes  of  mortal  good  and  ill. 

In  j'outli  !  health  !  joy  !  in  beauty's  pride  ! 

They  droop'd — as  flowers  when  blighted  hs-v  ; 
The  dire  infection  came  : — they  died, 

And  I  was  cursed — as  I  am  now  ; — 
Nay,  frown  not,  angry  friend, — allow 

That  I  was  deeply,  sorely  tried  ; 
Hear  then,  and  you  must  wonder  how 

I  could  such  storms  and  strifes  abide. 

Storms  ! — not  that  clouds  embattled  make. 

When  they  afflict  this  earthly  globe  ; 
But  such  as  with  their  terrors  shako 

Man's  bi-east,  and  to  the  bottom  probe  : 
They  make  the  hypocrite  disrobe. 

They  try  us  all,  if  false  or  true  ; 
For  this  one  Devil  had  power  on  Job  ; 

And  I  was  long  the  slave  ot  two. 

rUYSICIAN. 

Peace,  peace,  my  friend  ;  these  .subjects  fly  ; 
Collect  thy  thoughts — go  calmly  on. — 

PATIENT. 

And  shall  T  then  the  fact  deny? 

I  was — thou  know'st — I  was  begone, 
Like  him  who  till'd  the  eastern  throne. 

To  whom  the  Watchei-  cried  aloud  ;'' 
That  royal  wretch  of  ]!al>ylon. 

Who  was  so  guilty  and  so  proud. 

•  I'ru^liucy  ul  Diiiiii-1,  chap.  iv.  *2'i. 
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Like  him,  with  haughty,  stubborn  mind, 

I,  in  my  state,  my  comforts  sought ; 
DeHght  and  praise  I  hoped  to  find. 

In  what  I  builded,  planted,  bought ! 
Oh  !  arrogance  !  by  misery  taught — 

Soon  came  a  voice  !   I  felt  it  come  ; 
"  Full  be  his  cup,  with  evil  fraught, 

Demons  his  guides,  and  death  his  doom  ! ' 

Then  was  I  cast  from  out  my  state  ; 

Two  fiends  of  darkness  led  my  way  ; 
They  waked  me  early,  watch'd  me  late. 

My  dread  by  night,  my  plague  by  day  I 
Oh  !  I  was  made  their  sport,  their  play. 

Through  many  a  stormy  troubled  year  ; 
And  how  they  used  their  passive  prey 

Is  sad  to  tell : — but  you  shall  hear. 

And  first  before  they  sent  me  forth. 

Through  this  unpitying  world  to  run, 
They  robb'd  Sir  Eustace  of  his  worth, 

Lands,  manors,  lordships,  ever}-  one  ; 
So  was  that  gracious  man  undone, 

Was  spurn'd  as  vile,  was  scorn'd  as  poor. 
Whom  every  former  friend  would  shun. 

And  menials  drove  from  every  door. 

Then  those  ill-fa vour'd  ones,*  whom  none 

But  my  unhappy  eyes  could  view, 
Led  me,  with  wild  emotion,  on, 

And,  with  resistless  terror,  drew. 
Through  lands  we  fled,  o'er  seas  wo  flew, 

And  halted  on  a  boundless  plain  ; 
Where  nothing  fed,  nor  breathed,  nor  grew. 

But  silence  ruled  the  still  domain. 

Upon  that  boundless  plain,  below. 

The  setting  suti's  last  rays  were  shed, 
And  gave  a  mild  and  sober  glow. 

Where  all  were  still,  asleep,  or  dead  ; 
Vast  ruins  in  the  midst  were  spread, 

Pillars  and  pediments  sublime. 
Where  the  grey  moss  had  form'd  a  bed, 

And  clothed  the  crumbling  spoils  of  time. 
There  was  I  fix'd,  I  know  not  how, 

Condemn'd  for  untold  years  to  stay  : 
Yet  years  were  not  ;— on'e  dreadful  Noio 

Endured  no  change  of  night  or  day  ; 
The  same  mild  evening's  sloejiing  ray 

Shone  softly  solemn  and  serene. 
And  all  that  time  I  gazed  away. 

The  setting  sun's  sad  rays  were  seen. 

At  length  a, moment's  sleep  stole  on, — 
Again  came  my  commissiou'd  foes  ; 

•  Vide  Biinyan's  Pilgrim's  Progreef . 
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Again  through  sea  and  land  we're  gone, — 

No  peace,  no  respite,  no  repose  ; 
Above  tlie  dark  broad  sea  we  rose, 

We  ran  througli  bleak  and  frozen  land  : 
I  had  no  strength  their  strength  t'  oppose, 

An  intant  in  a  giant's  hand. 
They  placed  me  where  those  streamers  play, 

Those  nimble  beams  ol  brilliant  light; 
It  would  the  stoutest  heart  dismay. 

To  see,  to  feel,  that  dreadful  siglit  : 
So  swift,  so  pure,  so  cold,  so  bright, 

They  pierced  my  frame  with  icy  wound  ; 
And  all  that  half-year's  polar  night, 

Those  dancing  streamers  wrapp'd  me  round. 
Slowly  that  darkness  pass'd  away. 

When  down  ujton  the  earth  I  tell, — 
Some  hurried  sleep  was  mine  by  day  ; 

But  soon  as  toU'd  the  evening  bell, 
They  forced  me  on,  wherever  dwell 

Far-distant  men,  in  cities  fair. 
Cities  of  whom  no  travellers  tell, 

Nor  feet  but  mine  were  wanderers  there. 

Their  watchmen  stare,  and  stand  aghast, 

As  on  we  hurry  through  the  dark  ; 
The  watch-light  blinks  as  we  go  past. 

The  watch-dog  shrinks  and  fears  to  bark  ; 
The  watch-tower's  bell  sounds  shrill  ;  and,  hark  ! 

The  free  wind  blows — we've  left  the  town — 
A  wide  septilchi-al  ground  I  mark. 

And  on  a  tombstone  place  mo  down. 

What  monuments  of  mighty  dead  ! 

What  tombs  of  various  kinds  are  found  ! 
And  stones  erect  their  shadows  shed 

On  humble  graves,  with  wickers  bound, 
Some  risen  fresh  above  the  ground, 

Some  level  with  the  native  clay  : 
What  sleeping  millions  wait  the  sound, 

"  Arise,  yo  dead,  and  come  away  !  " 

Alas  !  they  stay  not  for  that  call ; 

Spare  me  this  woe  !  ye  demons,  spare ! 
They  come  !  the  shi-ouded  shadows  all, — 

'TLs  more  than  mortal  brain  can  boar  ; 
Rustling  they  rise,  they  sternly  glare 

At  man  uj)held  by  vital  breath  ; 
Who,  led  by  wicked  fiends,  should  dare 

To  join  the  shadowy  troops  of  death  ! 

Yes,  I  have  felt  all  man  can  feel, 

Till  he  shall  pay  his  nature's  debt ; 
Ills  that  no  iiopo  has  sti-ength  to  heal, 

No  mind  the  comlort  to  forget: 
Whatcxcr  cares  the  heart  can  Iret, 

The  spirits  wear,  the  temper  gall. 
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Woe,  want,  dread,  nng-uish,  all  besot 
My  sinful  soul  ! — together  all ! 

Those  fiends  upon  a  shaking  fen 

Fix'd  me,  in  dark  tempestuous  night ; 
There  never  trod  the  foot  of  men, 

There  flock'd  the  fowl  in  wint'ry  flight  ; 
There  danced  the  moor's  deceitful  light 

Above  the  pool  vviiere  sedges  grow  ; 
And  when  the  morning  sun  shone  bright. 

It  shone  upon  a  field  of  snow. 

They  hung  me  on  a  bough  so  small. 

The  rook  could  build  her  nest  no  higher  ; 
They  fix'd  me  on  the  trembling  ball 

That  crowns  the  steeple's  quiv'ring  spire  ; 
They  set  me  where  the  seas  retire. 

But  drown  with  their  returning  tide  ; 
And  made  me  flee  the  mountain's  fire, 

When  rolling  from  its  bm-ning  side. 

I've  hung  upon  the  ridgy  steep 

Of  cliffs,  and  held  the  rambling  brier  ; 
I've  plunged  below  the  billowy  deep, 

Where  air  was  sent  me  to  respire  ; 
I've  been  where  hiuigry  wolves  retire  ; 

And  (to  complete  my  woes)  I've  ran 
Where  L'edlani's  ciazy  crew  conspire 

Against  the  life  of  reasoning  man. 

I've  ftirl'd  in  storms  the  flapping  Siiil, 

By  hanging  fi'om  the  topmast-head ; 
I've  served  the  vilest  slaves  in  jail, 

And  pick'd  the  dunghill's  spoil  for  bread  ; 
I've  made  the  badger's  hole  my  bed  ; 

I've  wander'd  with  a  gipsy  crew  ; 
I've  dreaded  all  the  guilty  drcad, 

And  done  what  they  would  fear  to  do. 

On  sand,  where  ebbs  and  flows  the  floorl, 

Midway  the)-  placed,  and  bade  me  die  ; 
Proiijj'd  on  my  staff,  I  stoutly  stood 

Wlien  the  swift  waves  came  rolling  by  ; 
And  high  they  rose,  and  still  more  high, 

Till  my  lips  drank  the  bitter  brine  ; 
I  sobb'd  convulsed,  then  cast  mine  eye. 

And  saw  the  tide's  re-flowing  sign. 

And  then,  my  dreams  were  such  as  nought 

Could  yiehl  but  my  unhnppy  case  ; 
I've  been  of  thousand  devils  caught. 

And  thrust  into  that  horrid  place 
Where  reign  dismay',  despair,  disgrace  ; 

Furies  with  iron  langs  were  there, 
To  tortm'e  that  accvuscd  race 

Doom'd  to  dismay,  disgrace,  despair. 
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Harmless  I  was  ;  yet  hunted  down 

For  treasoHs,  to  mj'  soul  unfit ; 
I've  been  piirsueil  throug-li  many  a  town, 

For  crimes  that  petty  knaves  commit ; 
I've  been  adjudged  t'  have  lost  my  wit, 

Because  I  preach'd  so  loud  and  well  ; 
And  thrown  into  the  dunycon's  i)it. 

For  trampling  on  the  jjit  of  hell. 

Such  were  the  evils,  man  of  sin. 

That  I  was  fated  to  sustain ; 
And  add  to  all,  without — within, 

A  soul  defiled  with  every  stain 
That  man's  reflecting  mind  can  pain  ; 

That  pride,  wrong,  rage,  despair,  can  moke ; 
In  fact,  they'd  nearly  touch'd  my  brain. 

And  reason  on  her  throne  would  shako. 

But  pity  will  the  vilest  seek, 

If  punish'd  guilt  will  not  repine, — 
I  heard  a  heavenly  teacher  speak, 

And  felt  the  Sun  of  Mercy  shine  : 
I  hail'd  the  light !  the  birth  divine  ! 

And  then  was  seal'd  among  the  fev.' ; 
Those  angrj'  fiends  beheld  the  sign, 

And  from  me  in  an  instant  flew. 

Come  hear  how  thus  the  charmers  cry 

To  wandering  sheep,  the  strays  of  sin. 
While  some  the  wicket -gate  pass  by, 

And  some  will  knock  and  enter  in  : 
Full  joyful  'tis  a  soul  to  win. 

For  he  that  winneth  souls  is  wise  ; 
Now  hark  ;  the  holy  strains  begin. 

And  thus  the  sainted  preacher  cries:* — 

"Pilgrim,  burthen'd  with  thy  sin. 

Come  the  way  to  Zion's  gate. 
There,  till  Mercy  let  thee  in. 

Knock  and  weej),  and  watch  and  wait. 
Knock  I — He  knows  the  sinner's  cry  ! 
Weep  ! — lie  loves  the  mo\u-ncr'R  tears  ; 
Watch  ! — for  siiving  grace  is  nigh  : 
Wait, — till  heavenly  light  appears. 

"  Hark  !  it  is  tlie  Bridegroom's  voice: 

Welcome,  7)ilgriin,  to  thy  rest ; 
Now  within  the  gate  rejoice. 

Safe  and  seal'd,  and  bon.rht  and  blest ! 
Safe — from  all  the  lures  of  vice, 
Ssal'd — by  signs  the  chosen  know, 

•  It  h»s  been  suggested  to  me,  thnt  this  change  IVom  rc«t lennnefd  to  repose,  in  llie  nilml 
:f  Sir  Eustace,  i»  wrought  liy  h  MitUocUstlc  cnll ;  nnil  it  in  luluillteil  to  Ixs  muIi  :  u  nober 
anil  nitional  couvtr»ioii  coulil  not  have  Laiiiineil  while  the  illKonler  ol  the  hraiu  ton- 
tinueil  :  yet  the  vernei)  whkh  follow.  In  a  ilifleriiit  ineai'nre.nif  not  Intinili'd  to  niako  luiy 
religiooB  tpereuufiion  aiiiH.'ar  ridieuloua  ;  tliey  are  it)  be  HUi)))ofed  ji»  (he  elh  ct  ol  uieinory  In 
the  di«onhre<l  mind  of  the  six'iiker,  and,  tliougli  evidently  en(hiUiijL<tle  111  renjwct  to 
laugua^e,  arc  not  meant  to  convey  any  iinproin-iety  of  seuiiuieut. 
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Bought— by  love  and  life  the  price. 
Blest— the  mighty  debt  to  owe. 
"  Holy  pilgrim  !  what  for  thee 
In  a  world  like  this  remain  ? 
From  thy  guarded  breast  shall  flee 
Fear  and  shame,  and  doubt  and  pain. 
Fear— the  hope  of  Heaven  shall  lly. 
Shame — from  glory's  view  retire, 
Doubt — in  certain  rapture  die, 
Pain — in  endless  bliss  expire." 
But  though  my  day  of  grace  was  come. 

Yet  still  my  days  of  grief  I  find  ; 

The  former  clouds'  collected  gloom 

Still  sadden  the  reflecting  mind  • 

The  soul,  to  evil  things  consipn'd, ' 

Will  of  their  evil  some  retain  ; 
The  man  will  seem  to  earth  inclined. 
And  will  not  look  erect  agaJn. 

Thus,  though  elect,  I  feel  it  hard 

To  lose  what  I  possess'd  before. 
To  be  from  all  my  wealth  debarr'd,— 

The  brave  Sir  JEustaue  is  no  more  : 
But  old  I  wax,  and  passing  poor. 

Stern,  rugged  men  my  conduct  view  ; 
They  chide  my  wish,  they  bar  my  door, 

'Tis  hard — I  weep — you  see  I  do. 

Must  you,  my  friends,  no  longer  stay  ? 

Thus  quickly  all  my  pleasures  end  ; 
But  I'll  remember  when  I  pray, 

My  kind  physician  and  his  friend  ; 
And  those  sad  hours  you  deign  to  spend 

With  me,  I  shall  reijuite  them  all  ; 
Sir  Eustace  for  his  friends  shall  send, 

And  thank  their  love  at  Greyhng  Hall. 

VISITOR. 

The  poor  Sir  Eustace  !— Yet  his  hope 

Leads  him  to  think  of  joys  again  ; 
And  when  his  earthly  visions  droop, 

His  views  of  heavenly  kind  remain  : 
But  whence  that  meek  and  humbled  strain, 

That  spirit  wounded,  lost,  resigu'd  ? 
Would  not  so  proud  a  soul  disdain 

The  madness  of  the  poorest  mind  ? 

PUYSICIAN. 

No  !  for  the  more  he  swell'd  with  pride, 
The  more  he  felt  misfortune's  blow  ; 

Disgrace  and  grid  he  could  not  hide, 
And  poverty  hud  laid  him  low  : 

Thus  shame  and  sorrow  working  slov.-, 
At  length  this  humble  spirit  gave  ; 
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Madness  on  these  began  to  grow, 
And  bound  him  to  his  fiends  a  slave. 

Though  the  wild  thoughts  had  touch'd  his  brain. 

Then  was  be  free  : — so,  forth  he  ran  ; 
To  soothe  or  threat,  aUke  were  vain  : 

He  spake  of  fiends  ;  look'd  wild  and  wan  ; 
Year  after  year,  the  hurried  man 

Obey'd  those  fiends  from  place  to  place  ; 
Till  his  religious  change  began 

To  form  a  frenzied  child  of  grace. 

For,  as  the  fury  lost  its  strength. 

The  mind  reposed  :  by  slow  degrees 
Came  lingering  hope,  and  brought  at  length. 

To  the  tormented  spirit,  ease  ; 
This  slave  of  sin,  whom  fiends  could  seize, 

Felt  or  believed  their  power  had  end  : — 
"'Tis  faith,"  he  cried,  "  my  bosom  frees. 

And  now  my  Saviour  is  my  friend." 

But,  ah  !  though  time  can  yield  relief. 

And  soften  woes  it  cannot  cure  ; 
Would  we  not  suffer  pain  and  grief, 

To  have  our  reason  sound  and  sure? 
Then  let  us  keep  our  bosoms  pure. 

Our  fancy's  favourite  flights  suppress  ; 
Prepare  the  body  to  endure. 

And  bend  the  mind  to  meet  distress  ; 
And  then  His  guardian  care  imislore, 
Whom  demons  di-ead  and  men  adore. 
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PART  I. 

MAGISTRATE,  VAGRANT,  CONSTABLE,  ETC. 
VAGRANT. 

TaKK,  take  away  thy  barbarous  hand. 
And  let  me  to  thy  master  speak  ; 

Remit  awhile  the  harsh  command, 
And  hear  me,  or  my  heart  will  break. 

MACISTItATK. 

Fond  wretch  !  and  what  canst  thou  relate, 
But  deeds  of  sorrow,  shame,  and  sin  ? 

Thy  crime  is  proved,  tiiou  know'st  thy  fato  ; 
But  come,  thy  tale  ! — begin,  begin  ! 
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VAGRANT. 

My  crime  ! — This  sick'ning  child  to  feed,_ 
I  seized  the  food,  your  witness  saw  ; 

I  knew  your  laws  forbade  the  deed, 
But  yielded  to  a  stronger  law. 

Know'st  thou,  to  Nature's  great  command 
All  human  laws  are  frad  and  weak  ? 

Nay  !  frown  not — stay  his  eager  hand, 
And  hear  me,  or  my  heart  will  break. 

In  this  th'  adopted  babe  I  hold 

With  anxious  fondness  to  my  breast, 

My  heart's  sole  comfort  I  behold, 

More  dear  than  life  when  life  was  blest ; 

I  saw  her  pining,  fainting,  cold, 
I  begg'd — but  vain  was  my  request. 

I  saw  the  tempting  food,  and  seized — 
My  infant  suflerer  found  relief  ; 

And  in  the  pilfor'd  treasure  pleased, 

Smiled  on  my  guilt,  and  hush'd  my  grief. 

But  I  have  griefs  of  other  kind, 
Troubles  and  sorrows  more  se\erc  : 

Give  me  to  ease  my  tortured  mind, 
Lend  to  ray  woes  a  patient  ear, 

And  let  me— if  I  may  not  find 
A  friend  Lo  help — find  one  to  hear. 

Yet  nameless  let  me  plead — my  name 
Would  only  wake  the  cry  of  scorn  ; 

A  child  of  shi,  conceived  in  shame, 
Brought  forth  in  woe,  to  misery  born, 

My  mother  dead,  my  father  lost; 

I  wander'd  with  a  vagrant  crew ; 
A  common  care,  a  common  cost  ; 

Their  sorrows  and  their  sins  I  knew  ; 
With  them,  by  want  on  error  forced. 

Like  them,  I  base  and  guilty  grew. 

Few  arc  my  j'cars,  not  so  my  ci-imes  ; 

The  age  which  these  sad  looks  declare, 
Is  Sorrow's  work,  it  is  not  Time's, 

And  I  am  old  in  shame  and  care. 

Taught  to  believe  the  world  a  place 
Where  every  stranger  was  a  foe, 

Train'd  in  the  aris  tliat  mark  our  race. 
To  what  new  people  could  I  go  ? 

Could  I  a  better  life  embrace. 

Or  live  as  virtue  dictates'^    No  ! — 

So  through  the  land  I  wandering  went. 
And  little  found  of  grief  or  joy  ; 

But  lost  my  bosom's  sweet  content 
When  first  I  loved — the  Gipsy-boy, 


THE   HALL  OF  JUSTICE.  IGl 

A  sturdy  youth  he  was  and  tall, 

His  looks  would  all  his  soul  declare  ; 
Ilis  piercing  eyes  were  deep  and  small. 

And  strongly  curl'd  his  raven  hair. 

Yes,  Aaron  had  each  manly  charm, 

All  in  the  Maj"  of  youthful  pride, 
He  scarcely  feur'd  his  lather's  arm, 

And  every  other  arm  defied. — 

Oft,  when  the}'  grew  in  anger  warm, 

(Whom  will  not  love  and  power  divide  ".) 

I  rose,  their  wrathful  souls  to  calm. 
Not  yet  in  sinful  combat  tried. 

His  father  was  our  party's  chief. 

And  dark  and  dreadful  was  his  look  ; 
His  presence  fill'd  my  heart  with  grief. 

Although  to  me  ho  kmdly  spoke. 

With  Aaron  I  delighted  went, 

His  favour  was  my  bliss  and  pride  ; 
In  growing  hope  our  days  we  spent, 

Love  growing  charms  in  cither  spied  ; 
It  saw  them  all  which  Nature  lent. 

It  lent  them  all  which  she  denied. 

Could  I  the  father's  kindness  prize, 

Or  grateful  looks  on  him  bestow. 
Whom  I  beheld  in  wrath  arise. 

When  Aaron  sunk  beneath  his  blow  ? — 

He  drove  him  down  with  wicked  hand, — 

It  was  a  dreadful  sight  to  see  ; 
Then  vexM  him,  till  he  left  the  land. 

And  told  his  cruel  love  to  me  ; 
The  clan  were  all  at  his  command. 

Whatever  his  command  might  be. 

The  night  was  dark,  the  lanes  were  deep, 

And  one  by  one  they  took  their  way  ; 
lie  bade  me  lay  me  down  and  sleep, — 

I  only  wept  and  wish'd  for  day. 

Accursed  be  the  love  he  bore, 

Accursed  was  the  force  he  used, 
So  let  him  of  his  God  implore 

Fot  mercy,  and  be  so  refused  ! 

You  frown  again — to  show  my  vrrong 

Can  I  in  geT)tle  langiiage  speak  ? 
My  woos  are  deeji,  mj'  woids  are  strong, — 

And  hear  me,  or  my  heart  will  break. 

MAGISTRATE, 
I  hear  thy  worils,  I  feel  thy  ]in'm  ; 

Forbear  awhile  to  s]ioak  thy  woes  ; 
rteccivo  our  aiil,  atnl  then  again 

Tlio  story  of  thy  life  disclose. 
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For,  though  seduced  and  led  astra}', 

Thou'st  travcll'd  far  aud  wander'd  long  ; 

Thy  God  hath  seen  thee  all  the  way, 
And  all  the  turns  that  led  thee  wrong. 


PART  II. 

MAGISTRATE. 

Come,  now  again  thy  woes  impart. 
Tell  all  thy  sorrows,  all  thy  sin  ; 

We  cannot  heal  the  throbbing-  heart 
Till  we  discern  the  wounds  within. 

Compunction  weeps  our  guilt  away, 
The  sinner's  safety  is  his  pain  ; 

Such  pangs  for  our  offences  pay, 
And  these  severer  griefs  are  gain. 

VAGRANT. 

The  son  came  back — he  found  ns  wed, 
Then  dreadful  was  the  oath  he  swore; — 

His  waj'  through  Blackburn  Forest  led, — 
His  father  we  beheld  no  more. 

Of  all  our  daring-  clan  not  one 

Would  on  the  doubtful  subject  dwell  ; 

For  all  esteem'd  the  injiired  son, 

And  fear'd  the  tale  which  he  could  tell. 

But  I  had  mightier  cause  for  fear, 

For  slow  and  mournful  round  my  bed 

I  saw  a  dreadful  ft)rm  appear, — 
It  came  when  I  and  Aaron  wed. 

Yes  !  we  were  wed,  I  know  my  crime, — 
We  slept  beneath  the  elniin  tree  ; 

But  I  was  grieving-  all  the  time. 

And  Aaron  frown'd  my  tears  to  see. 

For  he  not  yet  had  felt  the  pain 
That  rankles  in  a  wotmded  breast ; 

Ho  waked  to  sin,  then  slept  again. 
Forsook  his  God,  yet  took  his  rest. — 

But  I  was  forced  to  feign  delight. 

And  joy  in  mirth  ami  music  sought, — 

And  meiii'ry  now  recalls  the  night, 

With  sucli  s\irjiiiso  and  hori-or  fraught. 

That  reason  felt  a  moment's  llight. 
And  left  a  mind  to  madness  wrought. 

When  waking,  on  my  heaving  breast 
I  felt  a  hand  as  cold  as  death  : 

A  sudden  fear  my  voice  sui)iiress'd, 
A  chilling  terror  stopp'd  my  breath. 
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I  seem'd — no  words  can  utter  how  ! 

For  there  mv  father-husband  stood, — 
And  thus  he  said  :   "  Will  God  allow. 

The  great  avenger  just  and  good, 
A  wife  to  break  her  marriage  vow  ? 

A  son  to  shedfhis  father's  blood  ?  " 

I  trembled  at  the  dismal  sounds. 

But  vainly  strove  a  word  to  say  ; 
So,  pointing  to  his  bleeding  wounds. 

The  threat'niug  spectre  stalk'd  away.* 

I  brought  a  lovely  daughter  forth. 

His  lather's  child,  in  Aaron's  bed  ; 
He  took  her  from  me  in  his  wrath, 

"  Where  is  my  child  ? "—"Thy  child  is  dead." 

'Twas  false  :— we  wander'd  far  and  wide. 
Through  town  and  country,  field  and  fen, 

Till  Aaron,  fighting,  fell  and  died, 
And  I  became  a  wife  again. 

I  then  was  young  : — my  husband  sold 

My  fancied  charms  for  wicked  price  ; 
He  gave  me  oft  for  sinful  gold. 

The  slave,  but  not  the  friend  of  vice  : 
Behold  me.  Heaven  !  my  pains  behold. 

And  let  them  for  my  sins  suffice. 

The  wretch  who  lent  me  thus  for  gain. 
Despised  me  when  my  youth  was  fled  ; 

Then  came  disease,  and  brought  me  pain  : — 
Come,  death,  and  bear  me  to  the  dead  ! 

For  tliough  I  grieve,  my  gi-ief  is  vain. 
And  fruitless  all  the  tears  I  shed. 

True,  I  was  not  to  virtue  train'd. 

Yet  well  I  knew  my  deeds  were  ill  ; 
By  each  offence  my  heart  was  pain'd 

I  wept,  but  I  oft'ended  still  ; 
Mj'  better  thoughts  my  life  disdain 'd. 

But  yet  the  viler  led  my  will. 

My  husband  died,  and  now  no  more 

My  smile  was  sought,  or  ask'd  my  hand, 

A  widow'd  vagr.int,  vile  and  poor. 
Beneath  a  vagrant's  vile  command. 

Ceaseless  I  roved  the  country  round, 

To  win  my  bread  V)y  frau<lful  arts. 
And  long  a  poor  subsistence  found, 

By  spreading  nets  for  simple  hearts. 

Though  iwiir,  and  abject,  and  despised, 

Their  fortiuies  to  tlio  crowd  I  told  ; 
I  gave  tlie  young  the  love  thuy  ])rizod, 

And  promised  wealth  to  bless  the  old. 

•  The  stite  of  mind  hern  (lescrllnd,  will  .-iccotiiit  for  a  visluii  of  tills  iiaturo,  wllliout 
having  rocoursu  to  any  aupcriiatuml  ai'puamiico. 
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Schemes  for  the  doubtful  I  devised, 
And  charms  for  the  forsaken  sold. 

At  length  for  arts  like  these  confined 
In  prison  with  a  lawless  crew, 

I  soon  perceived  a  kindred  mind, 
And  there  my  long-lost  daughter  knew  ; 

His  father's  child,  whom  Aaron  gave 
To  wander  with  a  distant  clan. 

The  miseries  of  the  world  to  brave. 
And  be  the  slave  of  vice  and  man. 

She  knew  mj'  name — we  met  in  pain  ; 

Our  parting  pangs  can  I  express  1 
She  sail'd  a  convict  o'er  the  main, 

And  left  an  heir  to  her  distress. 

This  is  that  heir  to  shame  and  pain, 
For  whom  I  only  could  descry 

A  world  of  trouble  and  disdain  : 
Yet,  could  I  bear  to  see  her  die. 

Or  stretch  hor  feeble  hands  in  vain, 
And,  weeping,  beg  of  me  supply  ? 

No  !  though  the  fate  thj'  mother  know 
Was  shameful !  shameful  though  thy  i-aco 

Have  wander'd  all  a  lawless  crew. 
Outcasts  despised  in  every  place  ; 

Yet  as  the  dark  and  muddy  tide. 
When  far  from  its  polluted  source, 

Becomes  more  pure  and  purified. 
Flows  in  a  clear  and  happy  course  ; 

In  thee,  dear  infant  !  so  may  end 

Our  shame,  in  thee  our  sorrows  cease  ! 

And  thy  pure  course  will  then  extend, 
In  floods  of  joy,  o'er  vales  of  peace. 

Oh  !  by  the  God  who  loves  to  spare. 

Deny  me  not  the  boon  I  crave  ; 
Let  this  loved  child  your  mercy  share. 

And  let  me  find  a  peacefiil  grave  : 
JIake  her  yet  spotless  soul  your  care, 

And  let  my  sins  their  jiortion  have  ; 
Ilcr  for  a  better  fate  prepare, 

And  punish  whom  'twere  sin  to  save  ! 

MAGISTRATE. 

Recall  the  word,  renounce  the  thoui^rht. 
Command  thy  heai-t  and  bend  thy  knco. 

There  is  to  all  a  pardon  bi-ought, 
A  ransom  rich,  assured,  and  free  ; 

'Tis  full  when  found,  'tis  found  if  sought. 
Oh  !  seek  it,  till  'tis  seal'd  to  thee. 

VAGRANT. 

But  how  my  pardon  shall  I  know  ? 
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MAGISTRATE. 

By  feeling  dread  that  'tis  not  sent, 
By  tears  for  sin  that  freely  flow, 

By  grief,  that  all  thy  tears  are  spent, 
By  thoughts  on  that  great  debt  we  owe, 

With  all  the  mercy  God  has  lent, 
By  suffering  what  thou  canst  not  show. 

Yet  showing  how  thine  heart  is  rent, 
Till  thou  canst  feel  thy  bosom  glow, 

And  say,  "My  Saviour,  I  repent." 


WOMAN ! 

MR.    LEDYARD,    AS   QUOTED  BY   MUNGO   PARK   IN   HIS   TRAVELS 
INTO   AFRICA. 

'•  To  a  woman  1  never  addressed  myself  in  the  language  of  decency  and  friendship, 
without  receiving  a  decent  and  friendly  answer.  If  I  was  hungry  or  thirsty,  wet  or  sick, 
they  did  not  hesitate,  like  men,  to  perform  a  generous  action  :  in  so  free  and  kind  a 
manner  did  they  contribute  to  my  relief,  that  if  I  was  dry,  I  drank  the  sweetest  draught ; 
and  if  hungry,  1  ate  tlie  coarsest  morsel  with  a  double  relish." 

Place  the  white  man  on  Afric's  coast, 

Whose  swarthy  sons  in  blood  delight. 
Who  of  their  scorn  to  Europe  boast. 

And  paint  their  very  demons  white  : 
There,  while  the  sterner  sex  disdains 

To  soothe  the  woes  thej'  cannot  feel, 
Woman  will  strive  to  heal  his  pains. 

And  weep  for  those  she  cannot  heal : 
Hers  is  warm  Pity's  sacred  glow  ; 

From  all  her  stoi-es  she  bears  a  part, 
And  bids  the  si)ring  of  hope  reflow, 

That  languish'd  in  the  fainting  heart. 

"What  though  so  pale  his  haggard  face, 
So  sunk  and  sad  his  looks,"  she  cries  ; 
"  And  far  unlike  our  nobler  race, 
With  crispfed  locks  and  rolling  eyes  ; 
Yet  misery  marks  him  of  our  kind  ; 

We  see  him  lost,  alone,  afraid  ; 
And  pangs  of  body,  griefs  in  mind. 
Pronounce  him  man,  and  ask  our  aid. 

"  Perhaps  in  some  far-distant  shore 

There  are  who  in  these  forms  delight  ; 
Whose  milky  features  please  them  more. 
Than  ours  of  jet  thus  burnish'd  bright : 
Of  such  may  be  his  weeping  wife. 

Such  children  for  their  sirn  may  call, 
And  if  we  spare  his  ebbing  life, 
Our  kindness  may  preserve  them  all." 
2  H 


iQ6  crabbe's  roEMS. 

Thus  her  compassion  Woman  shows  : 

Beneath  the  line  her  acts  are  these  ; 
Nor  the  wide  waste  of  Lapland  snows 
Can  her  warm  flow  of  pity  freeze  : — 

' '  From  some  sad  land  the  stranger  comes, 

Where  joys  like  ours  are  never  found  ; 
Let's  soothe  him  in  our  happy  homes, 
Where  freedom  sits,  with  plenty  crown'd. 

"  'Tis  good  the  fainting  soul  to  cheer, 

To  see  the  famish' d  stranger  fed  ; 
To  milk  for  him  the  mother-deer. 
To  smoothe  for  him  the  furry  bed. 
The  powers  above  our  Lapland  bless 
With  good  no  other  people  know  ; 
T'  enlai-ge  the  joys  that  we  possess. 
By  feeling  those  that  we  bestow  I  " 

Thus  in  extremes  of  cold  and  heat, 
Where  wanderiiia;  man  may  trace  his  kind  ; 

Wherever  grief  and  want  retreat, 
In  Woman  they  compassion  find  ; 

She  makes  the  female  breast  her  seat. 
And  dictates  mercy  to  the  mind. 

Man  may  the  sterner  virtues  know, 

Determined  justice,  truth  severe  ; 
But  female  hearts  with  pity  glow. 

And  woman  holds  affliction  dear  ; 
For  guiltless  woes  her  sorrows  flow, 

And  suffering  vice  compels  her  tear  ; 
'Tis  hers  to  soothe  the  ills  below. 

And  bid  life's  fairer  views  appear  : 
To  woman's  gentle  kind  wo  owe 

What  coTiiforts  and  delights  us  here  ; 
They  its  gay  hojics  on  youth  bestow, 

And  care  they  soothe,  and  age  they  cheer. 
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